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Than turn we to hear latMt Tribune's nam^ 

Trom ber ten thousand fronts turn to thec^ 

Bedeemcr of dark centuries of shame— 

The friend of Petrarch— hive of Itaty— 

Blensi, last of Bomans I While the tree 

Of nreedom's wither'd trunk puts ftnth a leaf« 

Even fbr thy tomb a garland let it be— 

The Vorum's champion, and the People's chief— 

Her new-bom Numa thou I 

CniiDB HAB0i.n, cant. iv. 



Amidst the indulgenee of enthusiasm and eloquence, Petrareh, Italjr, and Europe, were astonished 
bj a rerolntiott, which reali sed for a moment his most splendid visions.— Gibboh, ch^p.llzx. 
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Mt Dear Mother, ^ 

In inscribing with your beloved and honoured name this Collection of 
my Works, I could wish that the fruits of my manhood were wortliier 
of the tender and anxious pains bestowed upon my education in youth. 

Left yet young, and with no ordinary accomplishments and gifts, the sole 
guardian of your sons, to them you devoted the best years of your useful 
and spotless life ; and any success it be their fate to attain in the paths they 
have severally chosen, would have its principal sweetness in the thought 
that such success was the reward of one whose hand aided every struggle^ 
and whose heart sympathized in every care. 

From your graceful and accomplished taste, I early learned that.affection 
for Uterature which has exercised so large an influence over the pursuits 
of my life ; and you who were my first guide, were my earliest critic. Do 
you rememberj the summer days, which seemed to me so short, when you 
repeated to me those ol4 ballads with which Percy revived the decaying 
spirit of our national muse, or the smooth couplets of Pope, or those gentle 
and polished verses with ihe composition of which you had beguiled your 
own earUer leisure ! It was those easy lessons, far more than the harsher 
rudiments learned subsequently in schools, that taught me to admire and to 
imitate ; and in them I recognise the germ of the flowers, however 
perishable they be, that I now bind up and lay upon a shrine hallowed by 
a thousand memories of unspeakable affection. Happy, while I borrowed 
from your taste, could I have found it not more difficult to imitate your 
virtues — your spirit of active and extended benevolence, your cheerful 
piety, your considerate justice, your kindly charity — and all the qualities 
that brighten a nature more free from the thought of self, than any it has 
been my lot to meet with. Never more than at this moment did I wish that 
my writings were possessed of a merit which might outlive my time, so that 
at least these lines might remain a record of the excellence of the Mother, 
and the gratitude of the Son. 

E. L. B. 

LONDON! 

January 9, 1840. 



PREFACE 



THE FIRST EDITION OF RIENZI. 



I BEGAN this tale two years ago at Rome. On remoying to Naples, 
I threw it aside for " The Last Days of Pompeii," which required more 
than "Rienzi " the advantage of residence within reach of the scenes 
described. The fate of the Roman Tribune continued, however, to 
haunt and impress me, and, some time after " Pompeii " was published, 
I renewed my earlier undertaking. I regarded the completion of these 
volumes, indeed, as a kind of duty ; — for having had occasion to read 
the original authorities from which modem historians have drawn their 
accounts of the life of Rienzi, I was led to believe that a very remark- 
able man had been superficially judged, and a very important period 
crudely examined.* And this belief was sufficiently strong to induce 
me at first to meditate a more serious work upon the life and times of 
Rienzi.f Various reasons concurred against this project — and I 
renounced the biography to commence the fiction. I have still, how- 
ever, adhered, vdth a greater fidelity than is customary in Romance, to 
all the leading events of the public life of the Roman Tribune ; and the 
Reader will perhaps find in these pages a more full and detailed account 
of the rise and fall of Rienzi, than in any English work of which I am 
aware. I have, it is true, taken a view of his character different in 
fiome respects from that of Gibbon or Sismondi. But it is a view, in 
all its main features, which I believe (and think I could prove) myself 
to be warranted in taking, not less by the facts of History than the laws of 
Fiction. In the meanwhile, as I have given the facts from which 
I have drawn my interpretation of the principal agent, the reader has 
sufficient data for his own judgment. In the picture of the Roman 

* See Appendix, Nos. I. and II. 

t I have adopted the termination of Rienzi instead of Rienzo, as being more familiar 
to the general reader. — But the latter is perhaps the more accurate reading, since the 
name was a popular corruption from Lorenzo. 
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Populace, as in that of the Roman Nobles of the fourteenth centuiy, I 
follow literally the descriptions left to us ; — they are not flattering, but 
they are faithful, likenesses. 

Preserving generally the real chronology of Rienzi's life, the plot of 
this work extends over a space of some years, and embraces the variety 
of characters necessary to a true delineation of events. The story, 
therefore, cannot have precisely that order of interest found in fictions 
strictly and genuinely dramatic, in which (to my judgment at least) the 
time ought to be as limited as possible, and the characters as few ; — no 
new character of importance to the catastrophe being admissible towards 
the end of the work. If I may use the word Epic in its most modest 
and unassuming acceptation, this Pictibn, in short, though indulging in 
dramatic sitoatioBs, belongs, as a whole, rather to the Epic than the 
Dramatic sdhool. 

I cannot ccaielade without rendering the tribute of my praise and 
homage to the versatile and gifted Author of the beautifal Tragedy of 
Bienn. Comidering that our hera be the same — considering that we 
had the same materials from which to choose oor several stories — I 
tnitt I shall be found to have little, if at all, trespassed upon ground 
preriouflly occupied. With the single exception of a love-intrigue 
between a relative of Rienxi and one of the antagonist party, which 
Slakes the plot of Mist Mitfozd'a Tragedy, and is little more than an 
qnsode in my Romance, having idight effect on the conduct and none 
€n the fate of the hero, I am not aware of any resemblance between the 
two works ; and even this coineidenee I conld easily have remored, had 
I deemed it the least advisable : — bat it would be almost discreditable 
if I had nothing that resembled a perfonnanoe possessing so mnch 
it were an honour to imitate. 

In fact, the prodigal materials of the story — the ridi and eKubecant 
complexities of Rienzi's character — joined to the advantage possessed by 
the Novelist of embracing aU that the Dramatist must reject* — are 
anfficient to prevent Dranaatist and Novelist £r(un interfering with each 
other. 

* Thus the dender space permitted to the Dramatist does not allow Miss Mitford to 
%e Tery faithful to facta ; to distinguish between Rieaai^ eaHier and his later period of 
pover ; or to detail tb« true, but somewhat intricate causes of hia rise, hia i^lendour, 
and his fall. 

London, December 1, 1835. 
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THE PRESENT EDITION, 1848. 



Fboic the time of its first appeuBoe, '^^ Rixnzi*' has had the good 
fortune to rank high amongst my mest popular works — though its 
interest is rather drawn from a futkfol narration of hifttorical facts, than 
from the inventions of fancy. And the raooew of this experiment con* 
films me in my belief, that the trae mode of employing history in the 
•ervice of remance, is to study diligeniiy the materials as history ; con- 
form to such Tiews of the facts as the Author would adopt, if he related 
them in the dry character of historiaxi ; and obtain that warmer interest 
which fiction bestows, by tracing Hie cames of ^e facts in the cha- 
racters and emotions of the persona^ <rf the time. The events of his 
work are thus alreahdy shaped to his hand — the characters already created 
—what remains for him, is the inner, not outer, histoiy of man — ^the 
chronicle of the human heart ; and it is by this that he introduces a new 
hannony between chaoacter and event, and adds the completer solution 
of what if actual aod true, by these apeculatione of what is natural 
and probable, which are <«it <rf the province of history, but belong 
especially to the philosophy of romance. And-^f it be permitted the 
ti^-teller to come reverently forinatruction in his art to the mightiest 
teacher of all, who, whether in the page or on the scene, would give to 
airy fancies the breath and the form of life, — such, we may observe, is- 
the lesson the humblest craftsmia ill historical romanoe may glean 
from the Historical Plays oif Shakespeare. Necessarily, Shakespeare 
consulted history according to the imperfect lights, and from the 
popular authorises, of his age ; and 1 do not say, therefore, that as an 
historian we can i«ly upon Shakespeai% as correct. But to that ia 
which he bdieved he rigidly adhered; nor did he seek, as lesser 
artists (such as Victor Hugo and his disciples) seek now, to turn per- 
force the Historical into the Poetical, but leaving history as he found 
it, to call forth from its arid prose the flower of the latent poem. Nay, 
even in the more imaginative plays which he has founded upon novels 
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and legends popular in his time, it is curious and instructive to see how 
little he has altered the original ground-work — taking for granted the 
main materials of the story, and reserving all his matchless resources 
of wisdom and invention, to illustrate from mental analysis, the crea- 
tions whose outline he was content to borrow. He receives, as a literal 
fact not to be altered, the somewhat incredible assertion of the novelist, 
that the pure and delicate and high-born Venetian loves the swarthy 
Moor — and that Homeo fresh from his " woes for Rosaline," becomes 
suddenly enamoured of Juliet : He found the Improbable, and 
employed his art to make it truthful. 

That "RiKNzi " should have attracted peculiar attention in Italy, is 
of course to be attributed to the choice of the subject rather than to the 
skill of the Author. It has been translated into the Italian language by 
eminent writers ; and the authorities for the new view of Rienzi's times 
and character which the Author deemed himself warranted to take, have 
been compared with his text by carefal critics and illustrious scholars, in 
those states in which the work has been permitted to circulate.* I may 
say, I trust without unworthy pride, that the result has confirmed the 
accuracy of delineations which English readers relying only on the 
brilliant but disparaging account in Gibbon deemed too favourable ; 
and has tended to restore the great Tribune to his long forgotten claims 
to the love and reverence of the Italian land. Nor, if I may trust to 
the assurances that have reached me from many now engaged in the 
aim of political regeneration, has the effect of that revival of the honours 
due to a national hero, leading to the ennobling study of great exam- 
ples, been wholly without its influence upon the rising generation of 
Italian youth, and thereby upon those stirring events which have 
recently drawn the eyes of Europe to the men and the lands beyond 
the Alps. 

In preparing for the Press this edition of a work illustrative of the 
exertions of a Roman, in advance of his time, for the political freedom 
of his country, and of those struggles between contending principles, 
of which Italy was the most stirring field in the Middle Ages, it is not 
out of place or season to add a few sober, words, whether as a student 
of the Italian Past, or as an observer, with some experience of the 
social elements of Italy as it now exists, upon the state of affairs in that 
country. 

* In the Papal States, I beliere^ it was neither, prudently nor effectually, proscribed. 
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It is nothing new to see the Papal Church in the capacity of a popular 
reformer^ and in contra-position to the despotic potentates of the several 
states, as well as to the German Emperor, who nominally inherits the 
sceptre of the Csesars. Such was its common character under its more 
illustrious Pontiffs ; and the old Republics of Italy grew up under the 
shadow of the Papal throne, harbouring ever two factions — the one for 
the Emperor, the one for the Pope — ^the latter the more naturally allied 
to Italian independence. On the modem stage, we almost see the 
repetition of many an ancient drama. But the past should teach us to 
doubt the continuous and stedfast progress of any single line of policy 
under a principality so constituted as that of the Papal Church — a prin- 
cipality in which no race can be perpetuated, in which no objects can 
be permanent ; in which the successor is chosen by a select ecclesiastical 
sjmod, under a variety of foreign as well as of national influences ; in 
which the chief usually ascends the throne at an age that ill adapts his 
mind to the idea of human progress, and the active direction of mundane 
affairs ; — a principality in which the peculiar sanctity that wraps the 
person of the Sovereign exonerates him from the healthful liabilities of 
a power purely temporal, and directly accountable to Man. A reforming 
Pope is a lucky accident, and dull indeed must be the brain which believes 
in the possibility of a long succession of reforming Popes, or which can 
regard as other than precarious and unstable the discordant combination 
of a constitutional government with an infallible head. 

It is as true as it is trite that political freedom is not the growth of a 
day— it is not a flower without a stalk, and it must gradually develop 
itself from amidst the unfolding leaves of kindred institutions. 

In one respect, the Austrian domination, fairly considered, has been 
beneficial to the States over which it has been directly exercised, and 
may be even said to have unconsciously schooled them to the capacity 
for freedom. In those States the personal rights which depend on 
impartial and incorrupt administration of the law, are infinitely more 
secure than in most of the Courts of Italy. Bribery, which shamefully 
predominates in the judicature of certain Principalities, is as unknown 
in the juridical courts of Austrian Italy as in England. ^ The Emperor 
himself is often involved in legal disputes with a subject, and justice 
is as free and as firm for the humblest suitor, as if his antagonist were his 
equaL Austria, indeed, but holds together the motley and inharmo- 
nious members of its vast domain on either side the Alps, by a general 
character of paternal mildness and forbearance in all that great circle 
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of good govemment which lies without the one principle of constitutional 
liberty. It asks but of its subjects to submit to be well governed — 
without agitating the question '' how and by what means that govern- 
ment is carried on." For every man^ except the politician, the innovator, 
Austria is no harsh stepmother. But it is obviously dear thai the 
better in other respects the administration of a state it does but foster 
the more the desire for that political security, which is only fomd in 
constitutional freedom : the reverence paid to personal rights, but begets 
the passion for political ; and under a mild despotism are already half 
matured the germs of a popular constitution. But it is still a grave 
question whether Italy is ripe for self-government— and whether, were 
it possible that the Austrian domination could be shaken ofif— the very 
passions so excited, the very bloodshed so poured forth, would not 
ultimately place the larger portion of Italy under auspices less favour- 
able to the sure growth of freedom, than those which silently brighten 
under the sway of the German Csesar. 

The two kingdoms, at the opposite extremes of Italy, to which 
circumstance and nature seem to assign the main asoeBdancy, are 
Naples and Sardinia. Looking to the former, it is impossible to 
discover on the face of the earth a country more adapted fw commer- 
cial prosperity. Nature formed it as the garden of Europe, and the 
mart of the Mediterranean. Its soil and climate could unite the 
products of the East with those of the Western hemisphere. The 
rich island of Sicily should be the great com granary of the modern 
nations as it was of the ancieni ; the figs, the olives, the or^ges, of 
both the Sicilies, under skilfol cultivation, should equal the produce of 
Spain and the Orient, and the harbours of the kingdom (the keys to 
three-quarters of the globe) should be crowded with the sails and 
busy with the life of commerce. But, in the character of its population, 
Naples has been invariably in the rear of Italian progress ; it cau^t but 
partial inspiration from the free Republics, or even the wise Tyrannies, of 
the Middle Ages; the theatre of frequent revolutions without fruit ; and 
all rational enthusiasm created by that insurrection, which has lately 
bestowed on Naples the boon of a representative system, cannot but be 
tempered by the conviction that of all the States in Italy, this is the 
one which least warrants the belief of permanence to political freedom, 
or of capacity to retain with vigour what may be seized by passion.* 

* If the Eleetoral Chancer ia t1i» new Neapolitao Comtitution, gire A fair share ef 
members to the Island of Sicily, it will he rich in the inevitable elements of discord, and 
aoOiiag »Te m Wieion aaMI flMi«niiion, w&ieh 6MiMt solberty be MUelpated, oalh 
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Far otherwise is it, with Sardinia. Many years since, the writer of 
these pages ventured to predict that the time must come when Sardinia 
would lead the van of Italian civilisation, and take proud place amongst 
the greater nations of Europe. In the great portion of this population 
there is visible the new blood of a young race ; it is not, as with other 
Italian states, a worn-out stock ; you do not see there a people fallen, 
proud of the past, and lazy amidst ruins, but a people rising, practical, 
industrious, active ; there, in a word, is an eager youth to be formed 
to mature development, not a decrepit age to be restored to bloom 
and muscle. Progress is the great characteristic of the Sardinian state. 
Leave it for five years ; visit it again, and you behold improvement. 
When you enter the kingdom and find, by the very skirts of its 
admirable roads, a raised footpath for the passengers and travellers 
from town to town, you become suddenly aware that you are in a 
land where close attention to the humbler classes is within the duties 
of a government. As you pass on from the more purely Italian 
part of the population, — from the Genoese country into that of Pied- 
mont, — the difference between a new people and an old, on which I 
have dwelt, becomes visible in the improved cultivation of the soil, the 
better habitations of the labourer, the neater aspect of the towns, the 
greater activity in the thoroughfares. To the extraordinary virtues 
of the King, as King, justice is scarcely done, whether in England 
or abroad. Certainly, despite his recent concessions, Charles Albert 
is not and cannot be at heart, much of a constitutional reformer; 
and his strong religious tendencies, which, perhaps unjustly, have 
procured him in philosophical quarters the character of a bigot 
may link him more than his political, with the cause of the Father 
of his Church. But he is nobly and pre-eminently national, careful 
of the prosperity and jealous of the honour of his own state, while 
conscientiously desirous of the independence of Italy. His attention 
to business, is indefatigable. Nothing escapes his vigilance. Over 
all departments of the kingdom is the eye of a man ever anxious 
to improve. Already the silk manufactures of Sardinia almost rival 

prevent the ultimate separation of the island from the dominion of Naples. Nature 
has set the ocean between the two countries— but differences in character, and degree 
and quality of civilisation— national jealousies, historical memories, have trebled the 
space of the seas that roll between them.— More easy to unite under one free Parliament, 
Spain with Flanders ; or re-annex to England its old domains of Aquitaine and Normandy 
— than to unite in one Council Chamber trulp popular, the passions, interests, and pre* 
judices of Sicily and Naples.- Time will show. And now, in May, 7849— Time has 
already shown the impracticability of the first scheme proposed for cordial union between 
Naples and Sicily, and has rendered it utterly impossible, by mutual recollections of 
hatred, bequeathed by a civil war of singular barbarism, that Naples should permanently 
retain Sicily by any other hold than the brute foroe of conquest. 
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those of Lyons : in their own departments the tradesmen of Turin 
exhibit an artistic elegance and elaborate finish^ scarcely exceeded in 
the wares of London and Paris. The King's internal regulations are 
admirable ; his laws, administered with the most impartial jastice — 
his forts and defences are in that order, without which, at least on 
the Continent, no land is safe — ^bis army is the most perfect in Italy. 
His wise genius extends itself to the elegant as to the usefnl arts — 
an encouragement that shames England, and even France, is bestowed 
upon the School for Painters, which has become one of the ornaments 
of his illustrious reign. The character of the main part of the popu- 
lation, and the geographical position of his country, assist the monarch 
and must force on himself, or his successors, in the career of improve- 
ment so signally begun. In the character of the people, the vigour 
of the Northman ennobles the ardour and fancy of the West. In 
the position of the country, the public mind is brought into constant 
communication with the new ideas in the free lands of Europe. 
Civilisation sets in direct currents towards the streets and marts of 
Turin. Whatever the result of the present crisis in Italy, no power 
and no chance which statesmen can predict, can preclude Sardinia from 
ultimately heading all that is best in Italy. The King may improve 
his present position, or peculiar prejudices, inseparable perhaps from 
the heritage of absolute monarchy, and which the raw and rude councils 
of an Electoral Chamber, newly called into life, must often irritate and 
alarm, may check his own progress towards the master throne of the 
Ausonian land. But the people themselves, sooner or later, will do 
the work of the King. And in now looking round Italy for a race 
worthy of Rienzi, and able to accomplish his proud dreams, I see but 
one for which the time is ripe or ripening, and I place the hopes of 
Italy in the men of Piedmont and Sardinia. 

London, 

February 14, 1848. 



N.B. — In the short time that has elapsed since the above remarks 
were penned, events have occurred which justify the doubts expressed 
in these pages — though by the more sanguine friends of Freedom those 
doubts were then scouted — ^viz. as " to whether Italy was ripe for self- 
government " — " whether it were possible that the Austrian domination 
could be shaken off " — and " whether any stedfast line of policy, favour- 
able to reform, could be expected from the Papal Church." Nothing, 
however, has occurred to weaken my conviction that Piedmont will 
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ultimately become the leading state of Italy. I do not withdraw the 
praise I have bestowed on the unfortunate Charles Albert; he has 
committed some grave errors^ and has been betrayed by those who 
should most zealously have supported him. But he has lost a crown 
in defence of that national independence, the ardour for which consti- 
tuted, as I have implied, his predominant characteristic, and has left in 
the hearts of his countr3rmen but one sentiment of gratitude and vene- 
ration. Honour to the King who falls in defence of his Fatherland ! 

May, 1849. 
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BOOK I. 

THE TIME, THE PLACE, AND THE MEN. 

" Fa da mu giorentadine nntrieato di latte di eloqaensa ; baonojmmnwtiMk megUore rettorloo, autorli<« 
buono . . . Ob, come spesao dice^a, 'Dove tono onesti buoni Bomani? DoVi loro tomma {(iustiaia? 
Poterommi trovan in tempo che qneati floriscanor' Era bell 'omo . . . Aceadde ebe uno soo firate Ai 
ttcdiOb e non ne fti fiitta Tendetta di sua morte t non lo pote6 aiataie : penia lonso mano rendicare '1 
dJ soo frate ; pensa Imiga mano dizizian la dttate di £oma male gnidata.*'— rita di Cola «N 

** From bis Toatb he was nourished with the milk of eloquence t a good grammarian, a better rhetorieianb 
well versed in the writings of authors ... Oh, how often would he sajr, 'where are those good Bomaus ? 
Where is their supreme justice r Shall I erer behold such tfanes as those in wliich thejr flourished r ' He 
was a handsome man ... It happened that a brother of his was slain,and no retribution was made fiw hia 
death: he could not lielp him; long did he ponder how to avenge his brothei'a blood: long did he ponder 
how to direct the ill guided state of Bome.'^lir* qr C»2a <it AieMi. 
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CHAPTER L 



THB BROTHEB& 



*J^HE celebrated name which forms 
the title to this work will sufficiently 
apprise the reader that it is in the 
earlier half of the fourteenth centuiy 
that my story opens. 

It was on a summer erening that 
two youths might be seen walking 
beside the banks of the Tiber, not jQur 
from that part of its winding course 
which sweeps by the base of Mount 
A ventine. The path they had selected 
was remote and tranquil. It was only 
at a distance that were seen the scat- 
tered and squalid houses that bordered 
the river, from amidst which rose, 
dark and frequent, the high roof and 
enormous towers which marked the 
fortified mansion of some Boman 
baron. On one side of the river, 
behind the cottages of the fishermen, 
soared Mount Janiculum, dark with 
massive foliage, from whioh gleamed 

Ko.1, 



at frequent intervals, the grey walla 
of many a castellated palace, and the 
spires and columns of a hundred 
churches ,* on the other side, the de- 
serted Aventine rose abrupt and steep, 
covered with thick brushwood ; while, 
on the height, from concealed but 
numerous convents, rolled, not unmu- 
sically, along the quiet landscape and 
the rippling waves, the sound oi the 
holy bell. 

Of the young men introduced In 
this scene, the elder, who might have 
somewhat passed his twentieth year, 
was of a tall and even commanding 
stature ; and there was that in his pre- 
sence remarkable and almost noble^ 
despite the homeliness of his garb^ 
which consisted of the long, loose 
gown and the plain tunic, both of 
dark-grey serge, which distinguished^ 
at that time, the dress of the humbler 

8 
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scholars who frequented the monas- 
teries for such rude knowledge as then 
yielded a scanty return for intense 
toil. ELis countenance was handsome, 
and would have been rather gay thani 
thoughtful in its expression, but for 
that vague and abstracted dreaminess 
of eye whkh so usually dsnotes a pro- 
pensity to revery and contemplation, 
and betrays that the past or the 
future is more congenial to the mind 
than the enjoyment and action of the 
present hour. 

The younger, who was yet a boy, 
had nothing striking in his appear- 
ance or countenance, unless an ex- 
pression of great sweetnessaod gentle- 
ness could be so oalled; and there 
was something almost feminine in the 
tender deference with which he ap- 
peared to listen to his companion. 
His dress wss that usoally wtsm by 
the humbler classes, though some- 
what neater, perhaps, and newer ; and 
the fond vanity of a mother might 
be detected in the care with which 
the long and silky ringlets had been 
smoothed and parted as they escaped 
from his cap and flowed midway down 
his shouMers. 

As they thus saontered on, beside 
the whispering reeds of the river, 
eaeh with his arm roond the fbfrm of 
his comrade, there w«s a graoe in tiie 
bearing, in the yoatli, and in the 
evident aSbction of the brothers— for 
Rieh their connection-- ^whieh ele- 
vated the lowliness of their apparent 
condition. 

" Dear brother," said the ^der, **! 
eannot express to tkee how I enjoy 
these evening hoars. To you idone I 
feel as if I were not a mere visloDary 
and idler when I talk of the uncertain 
future, and build up my palaces of 
the air. Our parents listen to me 
as if I were uttering fine things out 
of a book; and my dear mother. 
Heaven bless her! wipes her eyes, 
and says, ' Hark, what a scholar he 
is!' Asforthemoidcs, if leverdare 



look from my Livy, and cry, ' Thus 
should Rome be again!* they stare, 
and gape, and frown, as though I had 
broached an heresy. But you, sweet 
brother, though you share not my 
studies, sympathize so kindly with all 
their results— you seem so to approve 
my wUd sehemes, and to encourage 
my ambitious hopes — that sometimes 
I foiget our birth, our fortunes, and 
think and dare as if no blood save 
that of the Teuton Emperor flowed 
(through our veins." 

*' Methinks, dear Cola," said the 
younger brother, " that Nature played 
us an un&ir trick — ^to you she trans- 
mitted the royal aonl, derived from 
our other's paxentage; and to me 
only the quiet and lowly spirit of jx^y 
mother's hnmble lineage.* ' 

''Nay," answered Cola, 'fpui^Ijt^ 
''.you would then have the brighter 
slutfe, — for I shenld have but the 
Barbarian origin, and you the Soman. 
Time was, when to be a simple Romaa 
was to be nobler than a northern king. 
—Well, well, we may live to see great 
changes ! " 

'' I shall live to see thee a great 
man, and ihat will content me," said 
the younger, smiling affsetionately ; 
''a great scholar all confess you to be 
alrMudy: our mother predicts your 
fortunes every time she hears of your 
welcome visits to the Cdonna." 

'' TFhe Ooionna ! " said Cola, with a 
bitter smile; '^tiie Colonna— ^the 
pedants t — They affect, dull souls, 
the knowledge of the past, play tiie 
patron, and misquote Latin over their 
cups ! They are pleased to weloome 
me at their board, because the Roman 
doctora call me learned, and because 
Nature gave me a wild wit, which to 
them is pleasanter than the stale jests 
of a hired buffoon. Yes, they would 
advance my fortunes — but howl by 
seme place in the public offices, whi^ 
would fill a dishonoured eofier, by 
wringing, yet more sternly, the hard- 
earned coins firom our famishing ciU- 
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zena ! If th^e be a vile thing m the 
world, it is a plebeian, advanced by 
patricians, not for the purpose of 
righting his own order, but for placing 
the pander to the worst interests of 
theirs. He who is of the people but 
makes himself a traitor to his birth, 
if he furnishes the excuse for these 
tyrant hypocrites to lift up their 
hands and cry — 'See what liberty 
exists in Borne, when toe, the patri- 
cians, thus elevate a plebeian ! ' Did 
th^ ever elevate a plebeian if he 
sympathized with plebeians? No, 
iMrother ; should I be lifted above our 
condition, I will be raised by the arms 
of my countr^^nen, and not upon their 
necks." 

'' All I hope, is. Cola, that you will 
not, in your zeal for your fellow- 
citizens, forget how dear you are to 
us. No greatness could ever reconcile 
me to the thought that it brought 
you danger." 

** And / oould laugh at all danger, 
if it led to greatness. But greatness—^ 
greatness 1 Vain dream! Let us keep 
it for our nigkt sleep. Enough of 
72^ plans; now, dearest brother, of 
yours." 

And, with the sanguine and cheerful 
elasticity which belonged to him, the 
yoimg Cola, dismissing all wilder 
thoughts, bent his mind to listen, and 
to es^r into, the humbler i»x)ject3 of 
Ms brother. The new boat and the 
holiday dress, and the cot removed 
to a quarter more secure from the 
oppression of the barons, and such 
dii^ant pictures of love as a dark eye 
and a merry lip conjure up to the 
vague sentim^ts of a boy;-^to 
schemes and a^irations of which such 
objects made the limit, did the scholar 
listen, with arelaxed brow and a tender 
smtie; and oftoi, in later life, did 
that conversation occur to him, when 
he shrank from asking his own heart 
which ambition was the wiser. 

" And then," continued the younger 
brother^ ** by d^ees I might save 



enough to purchase such a vessel as 
that which we nowsee, laden, doubtleis, 
with com and merchandise, biingii^ 
— oh, such a good return — that I 
could fill your room with books, and 
never hear you complain that yoa 
were not rich enough to purchase 
some. crumbling old monkish maon- 
script. Ah, that would make me 40 
happy ! " Cola smiled as he pressed 
his brother eloser to his breast 

*' Dear boy," said he, ^ may it rather 
be nune to provide for your wishes! 
Yet methinks the masters of yon 
vessel have no enviable possession 
see how anxiously the men look, 
round, and behind,, and before : peace- 
ful traders though they be, they &ar, 
it seems, even in this city (once the 
emporium of the civilised world), some 
pirate in pursuit ; and ere the voyage 
be over, IJiey may find that pirate in 
a Boman noble. Alas, to what an 
we reduced 1^* 

The vessel thus referred to was 
speeding rabidly down the river, and 
some tkree or four armed men on 
deck were indeed intently surveying 
the quiet banks on either side, as tf 
anticipating a foe. The bark soon, 
however, glided out of sight, and the 
brothers f^l back upon those themes 
which require only the future for a 
text to become attractive to the 
young. 

At length, as the evening darkraied, 
they remembered that it was past the 
usual hour in which they returned 
homeland they began to retrace their 



" Stay," said Cola, abruptly, "how 
our talk has beguiled me ! Father 
Uberto promised me a rare manu- 
script, which the good friar oonfeeses 
hath puzzled the whole convent. I 
was to seek his ceil for it tMs evening. 
Tarry here a few minutes, it is but 
half-way up the Aventine. I shall 
soon return." 

*^ Can I not accompany you t" 

'*Nay," returned Cola, wi^'eoa- 
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Biderate kindness, "jovl have borne 
toil all the day, and must be wearied ; 
my labours, of the body, at least, have 
b^n light enough. You are delicate, 
too, and seem &tigued already; the 
rest will refresh you« I shall not be 
long." 

The boy acquiesced, though he 
rather wished to accompany his bro- 
ther ; but he was of a meek and yield- 
ing temper, and seldom resisted the 
lightest command of those he loved. 
He sat him down on a little bank by 
the river-side, and the firm step and 
towering form of his brother were 
soon hid from his gaze by the thick 
and melancholy foliage. 

At first he sat very quietly, eiyoying 
the cool air, and thinking over all the 
stories of ancient Bome that his bro- 
ther had told him in their walk. At 
length he recollected that his little 
sister, Irene, had begged him to bring 
her home some flowers ; and, gather- 
ing such as he could find at hand 
(and many a flower grew, wild and 
clustering, over that desolate spot), 
he again seated himself, and began 
weaving them into one of those gar- 
lands for which the southern peasantry 
still retain their ancient affection, and 
something of their classic skill. 

While the boy was thus engaged, 
the tramp of horses and the loud 
shouting of men were heard at a dis- 
tance. They came near, and nearer. 

" Some baron's procession, perhaps, 
returning from a feast," thought the 
boy. '* It will be a pretty sight — ^their 
white plumes and scarlet mantles ! I 
love to see such sights, but I will just 
move out of their way." 

So, still mechanically platting his 
garland, but with eyes turned towards 
the quarter of the expected procession, 
the young Bopan moved yet nearer 
towa^ the river. 

Presently the train came in view, — 
a gallant company, in truth ; horsemen 
in front, riding two abreast, where 
the path peunitted, their steeds capa^ 



risoned superbly, their plumes wav- 
ing gaily, and the gleam of their 
corselets glittering through the shades 
of the dusky twilight A large and 
miscellaneous crowd, all armed, some 
with pikes and mail, others with less 
warlike or worse fashioned weapons, 
followed the cavaliers; and high above 
plume and pike floated the blood-red 
banner of the Orsini, with the motto 
and device (in which was ostentatiously 
displayed the Guelfic badge of the 
keys of St Peter) wrought in bur- 
nished gold. A momentary fear 
crossed the boy*s mind, for at that 
time, and in that city, a nobleman 
begirt with his swordsmen was more 
dreaded than a wild beast by the 
plebeians ; but it was already too late 
to fly — the train were upon him. 

** Ho, boy I " cried the leader of the 
horsemen, Martino di Porto, one of the 
great House of the Orsini ; " hast thou 
seen a boat pass up the river 1 — But 
thou must have seen it — how long 
since]" 

" I saw a large boat about half an 
hour ago," answered the boy, terrified 
by the rough voice and imperious 
bearing of the cavalier. 

" Soling right a-head, with a green 
flag at the stem]" 

<« The same, noble sir." 

" On, then ! we will stop her course 
ere the moon rise," said the baron. 
" On ! — let the boy go with us, lest he 
prove traitor, and alarm the Colonna." 

"An Orsini, an Orsini!" shouted 
the multitude ; "on, onl " and, despite 
the prayers and remonstrances of the 
boy, he was placed in the thickest 
of the crowd, and bome, or rather 
dragged along with the rest — ^fright- 
ened, breathless, almost weeping, with 
his poor little garland still hanging 
on his arm, while a sling was thrust 
into his unwilling hand. Still he felt^ 
through all his alarm, akind of chfldish 
curiosity to see the result of the pur- 
suit 

By the loud and eager conversation 
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of those about him^ lie learned that 
the vessel he had seen contained a 
supply of corn destined to a fortress 
up the river held by the Colonna^, then 
at deadly feud with the Orsini ; and it 
was the object of the expedition in 
which the boy had been thus luck- 
lessly entrained to intercept the pro- 
vision^ and divert it to the garrison of 
Martino di Porto. This news some- 
what increased his consternation, for 
the boy belonged to a family that 
claimed the patronage of the Colonna. 

Anxiously and tearfully he looked 
with every moment up the steep ascent 
of the Aventine; but his guardian, 
his protector, still delayed his appear- 
ance. 

They had now proceeded some way, 
when a winding in the road brought 
suddenly before them the object of 
their pursuit, as, seen by the light of 
the earliest stars, it scudded rapidly 
down the stream. 

** Now, the Saints be blest I " quoth 
the chief; *' she is ours ! ** 

** Hold ! " said a captain (a German) 
riding next to Martino, in a half 
whisper ; " I hear sounds which I like 
not, by yonder trees — ^hark I the neigh 
of a horse ! — ^by my Mth, too, there is 
the gleam of a corselet." 

" Push on, my masters," cried Mar- 
tino ; ** the heron shall not balk the 
eagle — push on ! " 

With renewed shouts, those on foot 
pushed forward, till, as they had nearly 
gained the copse referred to by the 
German, asmall compact body of horse- 
men, armed cap-^-pi^, dashtd from 
amidst the trees, and, with spears in 
their rests, charged into the ranks 
of the pursuers. 

" A Colonna ! a Colonna ! * "An 
Orsini! an Orsini!" were shouts 
loudly and fiercely interchanged. Mar- 
tino di Porto, a man of great bulk 
and ferocity, and his cavaliers, who 
were chiefly German Mercenaries, met 
the encounter unshaken. ''Beware 
the bear's hug/' cried the Orsini, as 



down went his antagonist, rider and 
steed, before his lance. 

The contest was short and fierce ; 
the complete furmour of the horsemen 
protected them on either side from 
wounds, — ^not so unscathed fared the 
half-armed foot-followers of the Orsini, 
as they pressed, each pushed on by 
the other, against the Colonna. After 
a shower of stones and darts, which 
fell but as hailstones against the thick 
mail of the horsemen, they closed in, 
and, by their number, obstructed the 
movements of the steeds, while the 
spear, sword, and battle-axe of their op- 
ponents made ruthless havoc amongst 
their undisciplined ranks. And Mar- 
tino, who cared little how many of 
his mere mob were butchered, seeing 
that his foes were for the moment 
embarrassed by the wild rush and 
gathering circle of his foot train (for 
the place of conflicty though wider 
than the previous road, was confined 
and narrow), made a sign to some of 
his horsemen, and was about to ride 
forward towards the boat, now 
nearly out of sight, when a bugle at 
some distance was answered by one of 
his enemy at hand ; and the shout of 
" Colonna to the rescue ! " was echoed 
a&r off. A few moments brought in 
view a numerous train of horse at full 
speed, with the banners of the Colonna 
waving gallantly in the front. 

*' A plague on the wizards ! who 
would have imagined they had divined 
us so craftily!" muttered Martino; 
'' we must not abide these odds ;" and 
the hand he had first raised for ad- 
vance, now gave the signal of retreat. 

Serried breast to breast and in com- 
plete order, the horsemen of Martino 
turned to fly; the foot rabble who 
had come for spoil remained but for 
slaughter. They endeavoured to imi- 
tate their leaders; but how could they 
all elude the rushing chargers and 
sharp lances of their antagonists, whose 
blood was heated by the aflEray, and 
who regarded the lives at their mercy 
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M a boy regards the msp*n nest lie 
destroys. The crowd dispersing in all 
divBctionSy — some, indeed, e8ef^>ed up 
the hills, where the footing was 
fanpraeticable to the horses; some 
phmged into the rirer and swam 
aerosB to the <^posite bank, — ^those 
less cool or experienced, iHio fled ri^^t 
onwards, served, by clogging the way 
of their enemy, to facilitate the flight 
of their leaders, bat fell themselves, 
emepeit upon corpse, butchered in the 
unrelenting and unresisted pursuit 

'' Ko quarter to the mfllans— ^very 
-Oiiini slain is a robber the l o ss- 
strike for Qod, the Emperor, and the 
Cblonna!" such were the shoats 
which rung the knell of the dismayed 
and fSUling fugitives. Among those 
who fled onward, in the very path 
most accessible to the cavalry, was 
the young brother of Cola, so inno- 
cently mixed with the affiray. Fast 
ht fled, dizzy wildi terror— poor boy, 
floarce before ever parted from his 
parents' or his brother^ side!— 4he 
-tMes glided past him*— the banks re- 
eeded :— on he sped, and fiist behind 
eme the tramp of the hoofs— the 
ahonts — ^the corses — ^the fierce laugh- 
ter of the foe, as they bounded over 
1^ dead and the dying in their path. 
He was now at the iqK>t in which his 
hvother had left him; hastily he 
glanced behfaid, and saw the couched 
lance and horrent crest of the horse- 
man cloee at his rear; despairingly 
he looked npy and, behold ! his brother 
iMtfsting through the tangled brakes 
that closed the mountain, and bound- 
ing to his suocour. 

** Save me ! save me, broths t** he 
shrieked aloud, and the shriek reached 
€Sela*s ear; — ike snort of the fiery 
ohat^r breathed hot upon him , — a 
moment more, and with one wild 
lAiill cry of "Mercy, mercy" he fell 
to the ground — a corpse : the lance of 
the pursuer passii^ through and 
through him, firom back to breast, 
and naffing him on the very sedi 



where he had sate, full of yoimg life 
and careless hope, not an hoar ago. 

The hoiBcman plucked forth his 
spear, and passed on in pursuit of new 
victims; his c(»nrades fbllowing. Cola 
had descended, — ^was on the spot,— 
kneeling by his murdered brother. 
Presently, to the sound of horn and 
trumpet, came by a nobler company 
than most of those hitherto engaged ; 
who had been, indeed, but tibe ad- 
vanced-guard of the Colonna. At 
their head rode a man- in years, iHioee 
long white hair escaped from his 
plumed cap and mingled with his 
venerable beard. "How is this?" 
said the chief, reining in his steed, 
"young Rienzi !" 

The youth looked up, as he heard 
that voice, and then flung himself 
before the steed of the old noble, and, 
clasping his hands, cried out in a 
scarce articulate tone: "It is my 
brother, noble Stephen, — a boy, a 
mere child f — the best — ^the mildest ! 
See how his blood dabbles the grass ; 
—back, back — ^your horse*s hoofs are 
in the stream! Justice, my Lord, 
justice ! — you are a great man." 

" Who slew him 1 an Orsini, doubt- 
less ; you shall have justice." 

"Thanks, l^anks," murmured Hi- 
enzi, as he tottered once more to his 
brother's side, turned the boy's face 
from the grass, and strove wildly to 
feel the pulse of his heart ; he drew 
back his hand hastily, for it was 
crimsoned with blood, and lifting that 
hand on high, shrieked out again, 
"Justiee! justice!" 

The group round the old Stephen 
Colonna, hi^ened as they were in 
such scenes, were afiected by the 
sight. A handsome boy, whose tears 
ran fast down his cheeks, and who 
rode his paUirey close by the side of 
the Colomia, drew forth his sword. 
" My Lord," said he, half sobbing, "an 
Orsini only could have butchered a 
harmless lad like this; let us lose not a 
moment) — ^let us on i^ber the ruffians." 
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'* ISo, Adrian, no 1 " cried Stephen^ 
laying his hand on the boy's shoulder ; 
''your- zeal is to be lauded, but we 
must beware an ambush. Our men 
have ventured too fiir — what ho, 
there ! — sound a return*" 

The bu glesy in a f ewminutes, brought 
back the pursners, — among them, the 
hcnseman whose Eqsear had been so 
&tally misused. He was the leader 
of. those engaged in the conflict with 
Martino di Porto; and the gold 
wrought into his armour, with the 
gorgeous trappings of his charger, 
betokened his rank. 

" Thanks, my son, thanks," said the 
old Colonna to this cavalier, "you 
have done well and bravely. But tell 
me, knowest thou, for thou hast an 
eagle eye, which of the Orsini slew 
this poor boyi — a foul deed; his 
family, too, our clients!* 

«'Who1 yon ladl" repUed the 
hoTBemany lifting: the helmet &om his 
head, and; wiping his heated brow ; 
''ea^ you so! how oame he, then, 
with Martino's< raacalflrl I fear me 
tiift mistake hath cosi him- dear. I 
aoold but si^pose him of the Orsini 
zabUe, and so— and .so — ** 

'^Tbu slew him<l" oried^ Bienzi^.in 
a.miie of thundery. starting: firom the 
ground* ''Justice I then,, my Lord 
StAfiken, justice! yon, promised me; 
justicaty.and I will bkve it I" 

''My poor yeath," said the M 
man, compassionately, "you. idiould 
have had justice against the Orsini; 
but see you not this has been an 
error 1 I do not wonder you are too 
ipieved to listen to reason now. We 
annst make this up to yon." 

"And let this pay for masses- fiir 
the boy's soul ; I grieve me much for 
the accident^" said the younger Co- 
lonna» flinging, down a purse of gold. 
" Ay, sec us at the palace neoct we^, 
young Col»— next weel^ My fisrther, 
we had best return towaids^tiie boat; 
its safeguard may iaquii&i»yet." 

"Sigl^ Qianni.; staf, some two. of 



you, and see to the poor lad!s corpse ; 
— a grievous accident.! how could it 
chance 1" 

The company passed back the way 
they came, two of the connnon soldiers 
alone remaining^ except the boy 
Adrian, who lingered behind a few 
moments^ striving to 'console Biena^ 
who, as- one bereft of- sense, remained 
motionless, gazing on the proud array 
as it swept aleng^ and muttering to 
himself, " Justice^ Juatioe ! I will havo 
it yet." 

The loud voice of the elder Colonna 
summoned Adrian, reluctantly and 
weepingi away. "Let me be your 
brother," said the gallant boy, afiec- 
tionately pressing the scholar's hand 
to his heart ; " I want a brother like 

you-" 

Riend made no reply^ he did nbt 
beed or hear him — dark and stem 
thoughts, thou^ts in which were the 
germ of a mi^ty revolution, were at 
his hearts He. woke from them with 
a. starts w the soldiers were now 
arranging their bucklers so as to 
mAfee a kind<of bier for the corpse^ 
andithen bucstinto taaxs as he fiercely 
moticMMd thenLaway,.and clasped the 
dajito his.bieast till he was literally 
SMked with the ootzing blood. 

The poor child's garland had not 
droQped.from his arm even, when he 
fell, and, entangled by his dress, it 
still clung, around him* It was a 
sight that recalled to Cola idl the gen- 
tleness^ the kind heart,, and winning 
graces of his onlyv brother — ^his only 
friend ! It was a sight that seemed 
to mi^ yet more inhuman the un- 
timely and unmerited fste of that 
innocent bey* "My brother! my 
brother ! " groaned the survivor ; 
"how riiall I meet our mother? — ^how 
shall I meet even night and solitude 
again 1-~60 youngs so harmless ! See 
ye, sirs, he was but too gentle. And 
tiiey will not give us justice, because 
his murdecer was a noble and a 
Colanna. And this gold, too— gold 
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for a brother's blood 1 Will they not" 
—•and the yoang man's eyes glared 
like fire— "wUl they not give us jus- 
tice ? Time shall show ! " So saying, 
he bent his head over the corpse ; his 
lips mattered, as with some prayer or 
invocation ; and then rising, his &ce 
was as pale as the dead beside him,—* 
bnt it was no longer pale with grief! 
From that bloody clay, and that 
inward prayer, Cola di Rienzi rose a 
new being. With his young brother 
died his own youth. But for that 



event, the fbtnre liberator of Borne 
might have been but a dreamer, a 
scholar, a poet ; the peaceful rival of 
Petrarch; a man of thoughts, not 
deeds. But from that time, all hia 
faculties, energies, &ncies, genius, 
became concentrated into a single 
point ; and patriotism, before a vision, 
leapt into the life and vigour of a 
passion, lastingly kindled, stubbornly 
hardened, and awfully consecrated,-— 
by revenge ! 



CHAPTER 11/ 



AH HISTORICAIi SUBYST — NOT TO BB PASSBD OVBB, EXCEPT B7 TH06B WHO 
DISLIKB TO UKDBB8TAND WHAT THET BEAD. 

the Republic, possessed all the inso* 
lent and unruly turbulence which 
characterised the Plebs of the ancient 
Forum. Amongst a ferocious, yet not 
a brave populace, the nobles supported 
themselves less as sagacious tyrants 
than as relentless banditti. The popes 
had struggled in vain against these 
stubborn and stem patricians. Their 
state derided, their command defied, 
their persons publicly outraged, the 
pontiff-sovereigns of the rest of Europe 
resided, at the Vatican, as prisoners 
under terror of execution. When, 
thirty-eight years before the date of 
the events we are about to witness, a 
Frenchman, under the name of Cle- 
ment y., had ascended the chair of 
St. Peter, the new pope, with more 
prudence than valour, had deserted 
Rome for the tranquil retreat of Avig- 
non; and the luxurious town of a 
foreigpi province became the court of 
the Roman pontiff, and the throne of 
the Christian Church. 

Thus deprived of even the nominal 
check of the papal presence, the power 
of the nobles might be said to have na 
limits, save their own caprice, or their 



' Ybabs had passed away, and the 
death of the Roman boy, amidst more 
noble and less excusable slaughter, 
was soon forgotten, — ^forgotten idmost 
by the parents of the slain, in the 
growing fame and fortunes of their 
eldest son, — ^forgotten and forgiven 
never by that son himself: But, be- 
tween that prologue of blood, and the 
political drama which ensues, — ^be- 
tween the foding interest, as it were, 
of a dream, and the more busy, actual, 
and continuous excitements of sterner 
life, — ^this may be the most fitting 
time to phuse before the reader a short 
and rapid outline of the state and 
circumstances of that city in which 
the principal scenes of this story are 
laid ; — an outline necessary, perhaps, 
to many, for a full comprehension of 
the motives of the actors, and the 
vicissitudes of the plot. 

Despite the miscellaneous and mon- 
grel tribes that had forced their set- 
tlements in the City of the Caesars, 
the Roman population retained an in- 
ordinate notion of their own supre- 
macy over the rest of the world ; and, 
degenerated from the iron virtues of 
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mutual jealousies and feuds. Though 
arrogating through fabulous genealo- 
gies their descent from the ancient 
Romans, they were, in reality, for the 
most part, the sons of the bolder bar- 
barians of the North; and, con- 
taminated by the craft of Italy, rather 
than imbued with its national affec- 
tions, they retained the disdain of 
their foreign ancestors for a conquered 
soil and a degenerate people. While 
the rest of Italy, especially in Florence, 
in Yenice, and in Milan, was £sist and 
far advancing beyond the other states 
of Europe in civilisation and in art, 
the Romans appeared rather to recede 
than to improve; — ^unblest by laws, 
unvisited by art, strangers at once to 
the chivalry of a warlike, and the 
graces of a peaceful, people. But they 
still possessed the sense and desire of 
liberty, and, by ferocious paroxysms 
and desperate struggles, sought to 
vindicate for their city the title it still 
assumed of ''the Metropolis of the 
World." For the last two centuries 
they had known various revolutions, 
—brief, often bloody, and always un- 
successful. Still, there was the empty 
pageant of a popular form of govern- 
ment. The thirteen quarters of the 
city named each a chief; and the 
assembly of these magistrates, called 
Caporioni, by theory possessed an 
authority they had neither the power 
nor the courage to exert. Still there 
was the proud name of Senator ; but, 
at the present time, the office was 
confined to one or to two persons, 
sometimes elected by the pope, some- 
times by the nobles. The authority 
attached to the naine seems to have 
had no definite limit ; it was that of a 
stem dictator, or an indolent puppet, 
according as he who held it had the 
power to enforce the dignity he as- 
sumed. It was never conceded but to 
nobles, and it was by the nobles that 
all the outrages were conmiitted. Pri- 
vate enmity alone was gratified when- 
ever public justice was invoked : and 



the vindication of order was but the 
execution of revenge. 

Holding their palaces as the castles 
and fortresses of princes, each assert- 
ing his own independency of all au- 
thority and law, and planting fortifi- 
cations, and claiming principalities 
in the patrimonial territories of the 
Church, the barons of Rome made 
their state still more secure, and still 
more odious, by the maintenance of 
troops of foreign (chiefly of German) 
mercenaries, at once braver in dis- 
position, more disciplined in service, 
and more skilful in arms, than even 
the freest Italians of that time. Thus 
they united the judicial and the mili- 
tary force, not for the protection, but 
for the ruin of Rome. Of these barons, 
the most powerful were the Orsini 
and Colonna ; their feuds were here- 
ditary and incessant, and every day 
witnessed the fruits of their lawless 
warfare, in bloodshed, in rape, and in 
conflagration. The flattery or the 
friendship of Petrarch, too credulously 
believed by modem historians, has 
invested the Colonna, especially of 
the date now entered upon, with an 
elegance and a dignity not their own. 
Outrage, fraud, and assassination, a 
sordid avarice in securing lucrative 
offices to themselves, an insolent op- 
pression of their citizens, and the most 
dastardly cringing to power superior 
to their own (with but few exceptions), 
mark the character of the first family 
of Rome. But, wealthier than the rest 
of the barons, they were, therefore, 
more luxurious, and, perhaps, more 
intellectual ; and their pride was flat- 
tered in being patrons of those arts of 
which they could never have become 
the professors. From these multiplied 
oppressors the Roman citizens turned 
with fond and impatient regret to 
their ignorant and dark notions of 
departed liberty and greatness. They 
confounded the times of the Empire 
with those of the Republic; and often 
looked to the Teutonic king, who 
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oVtained his election from beyond the 
Alps, but his tiile of emperor from 
the Bomans, as the deserter of his 
l^yi tiyn^t^ trust and proper home; 
vainly T"« g*"^^g that, if both the 
Bmperor and the Pontiff fixed their 
residence in Bome, Liberty and Law 
irould again seek their natural shelter 
beneath the resuscitated majesty of 
ilia Boman people. 

The absence of the pope and the 
pp^ court served greatly to impo- 
verish the citizens ; and they had suf- 
fered yet more visibly by the depre- 
dations of hordes of robbers, numerous 
and unsparing, who infested Bomagna, 
obstructing all the public ways, and 
were, sometimes secretly, sometimes 
Ofenly, protected by the barons, who 
often recruited their banditti garrisons 
by banditti soldiers. 

Bat besides the lesser and ignobler 
robbers, there had risen in Italy a far 
more formidable description of free- 
booters. A German, who assumed the 
lofty title of the Duke Werner, had, a 
few years prior to the period we ap- 
proach, enlisted and organized a con- 
sideiable force, styled '* The Great 
Company," with which he besieged 
cities and invaded states, without any 
object less shameless than that of 
piUage. His example was soon imi- 
tated : numerous " CoB4)anie8," simi- 
larly constituted, devastated the dis- 
traced and divided land. They ap- 
peared, sttddenlyraised, as if by magic, 
before the waUs of a ciiy, and de- 
manded immense suma as the pur- 
chase of peace. Keither tyrant nor 
commonwealth maintained a force suf- 
ficient to resist them ; and if other 
northern mercenariea were engaged 
to o|^x)se them, it was only to recruit 
the standards of the freebooters with 
deserters. Mercenary fought not mer- 
cenaiT — ^nor German, German: and: 
greater pay, and more unbridled ra- 
pine, made the tents of the " Com- 
panies" far more attractive than the 
regulated stiBsads of & city, w the: 



duU fortress and impoverished coffers 
of a chiel Werner, the most im- 
placable and ferocious of all these 
adventurers, and who had so q^en^ 
gloried in his enormities as to wear 
upon his breast a silver plate, engraved 
with the words, " Enemy to God, to 
Pity, and to Mercy,** had not long 
since ravaged Bomagna with fire and 
sword. But, wheUier induced by 
money, or unable to control the fierce 
spirits he had raised, he afterwards led 
the bulk of his company back to Ger- 
many. Small detadmients, howev^ 
remained, scattered throughout the 
land, waiting only an able leader onee 
more to re-unite them : amongst those 
who appeared most fitted for that des- 
tiny was Walter de Montreal, a Knight 
of St. John, and gentleman of Pro- 
vence, whose valour and military 
genius had already, though yet young, 
raised his name into dreaded celebrity; 
and whose ambition, experience, and 
sagacity, relieved by certain chivalric 
and noble qualities, were suited to 
enterprises far greater and more im- 
portant than the viol^it depredations 
of the atrocious Werner. From these 
scourges, no state had suffered more 
grievously than Bome. The patri- 
monial territories of the pope, — ^inpart 
wrested from him by petty tyrants, 
in part laid waste by these foreign 
robbers, — yielded but a scanty supply 
to the necessities of Clement YI., the 
most accomplished gentleman and the 
most graceful voluptuary of his time; 
and the good &ther had devised a plan, 
whereby to enrich at once the Bomans 
and thdr p<mtiff. 

Nearly fifty years before the time 
we enter upon, in order both to re- 
plenish the papal coffers and pacify 
the starving Bomans, Boniface YIIL 
had instituted the Festival of the Ju- 
bilee, or Holy Year ; in fiict, a revival 
of a Pagan ceremonial. A plenary 
indulgence was promised to every 
Catholic who, in that year, and in the 
first year of every succeeding century. 
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shotild yisitthe chnfches of St. Peter 
■and St. PftaL An immense conconiise 
<^ pUgruna, firom eveiy part of Chxaa- 
tend<na, had attested the wisdem of 
the invention ; '* and two priestB stood 
night and day, with raises in their 
hands, to eollect without ootmting the 
heaps of gold and sil'^er that were 
poured on the altar oi St. Paul.''* 

It is not to be wondered at that tl^ 
most lucrative festival E^onld, ere the 
next oentuiy was half expired, appear 
to a discreet pontiff to be too long 
postponed. And both pope and city 
agreed in thinking it might wdl bear 
A less distant renewaL Accordingly, 
Clement YI. had proclaimed, under 
Jihe name of the Mosaic Jubilee, 
A second Holy Year for 1850— ^vis., 
three years distant from thai date at 
^^ch, in the next chapter, my narra- 
tive will ccnmneDce. This circum- 
stance had a great efibct in whetting 
the popular indignation against the 
b8rons> and preparing the events I 
shall relate ; for the roads Were, as I 
M&ae siud, in&sted by the banditti. 



the creaturcis and allies of the barons. 
And if the roads were not cleared, the 
pilgrims might not attend. It was the 
object of the pope's vicar, Raimond, 
bishop of Orvietto (bad politician and 
good canonist), to seek, by eveiy 
means, to remove all impediment be- 
twe^i the offerings of devotion and 
the treasury of St. Peter. 

Such, in brief, was the state of Home 
at the period we are about to examine. 
Her ancient mantle of renown still, in 
the eyes of Italy and of Europe, cloaked 
her roius. In nam^ at least, die was 
still the queen of the earth ; and from 
her hands came the crown of the em- 
peror of the north, and the keys of the 
&ther of the church. Her situation 
was precisely that which presented a 
vast and glittering triionph to bold 
ambition, — an inspiring, if mournful, 
spectacle to determined patriotism, — 
tJLd a fitting stage for that more au- 
gust tragedy which seeks its incidents, 
selects its actors, and shapes its moral, 
amidst the vicissitudes and crimes of 
nations. 



CHAPTER III. 



TBS BSAWI. 



' Ov an evenk^ in April, 1347, and 
in one of those wide spaces in which 
Modem and Ancient Rome seemed 
blent together — ecjoaily desolate and 
equally in ruins*— a miscellaneous and 
indignant populace were assembled. 
That morning the house of a Roman 
jeweller had be«i forcibly entered and 
pillaged by the soldiers of Martino di 
Porto, with a daring ef&ontery which 
surpassed even tfae^ ordinary licence 
of the barons. The sympi^y and sen- 
sation throughout the city w^e deep 
and ominous. 



*' Never will I submit to this 
tyranny!" 
"Nor I!" 
"Korii" 
" Nor by the bones of St. Peter, 

wiuii; 

'' And what, my Mends, is this 
tyranny to wMch you will not sub- 
mit 1 " said a young nobleman, address- 
ing himself to the crowd of citizens 
Who, heated, angry, half-anned, and 
with the vehement gestures of Italian 
passion, were now sweeping down the 
long and narrow street that led to the 
gloomy quarter occupied by the Orsini. 

** Ah, my lord T' cried two or three 
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of the citizens in a breath, " you will 
right ns — ^jou will see justice done to 
us — ^you are a Colonna." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " laughed scomfally 
one man of gigantic frame, and wield- 
ing on high a huge hammer, indicative 
of his trade. '' Justice and Colonna ! 
body of God! those names are not 
often found together." 

" Down with him ! down with him ! 
he is an Orsinist,— down with him I" 
cried at least ten of the throng : but no 
band was raised agunst the giant. 

'* He speaks the truth," said a se- 
cond voice, firmly. 

" Ay, that doth he," swd a third, 
knitting his brows, and unsheathing 
his knife, '* and we wUl abide by 
it. The Orslni are tyrants — and the 
Colonnas are, at the best, as bad." 

*' Thou liest in thy teeth, ruffian I " 
cried the young noble, advancing into 
the press and confronting the last 
asperser of the Colonna. 

Before the flashing eye and me- 
nacing gesture of the cavalier, the 
worthy brawler retreated some steps, 
so as to leave an open space between 
the towering form of the smith, and 
the small, slender, but vigorous frame 
of the young noble. 

Taught from their birth to despise 
the courage of the plebeians, even 
while careless of much reputation as 
to their own, the patricians of Borne 
were not unaccustomed to the rude 
fellowship of these brawls; nor was 
it unoften that the mere presence of a 
noble sufficed to scatter whole crowds, 
that had the moment before been 
breathing vengeance against his order 
and his house. 

Waving his hand, therefore, to the 
smith, and utterly unheeding either 
his brandished weapon or his vast 
stature, the young Adrian di Castello, 
a distant kinsman of the Colonna, 
haughtily bade him give way. 

" To your homes, friends ! and 
know," he added, with some dignity, 
'' that ye wrong us much, if ye ima- 



^e we share the evil-doings of the 
Orsini, or are pandering solely to our 
own passions in the feud between 
their house and ours. May the Holy 
Mother so judge me," continued he, 
devoutly lifting up his eyes, "as I now 
with truth declare, that it is for your 
wrongs, and for the wrongs of Rome, 
that I have drawn this sword againsi 
the OrsinL" 

"So say all the tyrants," rejoined 
the smith, hardily, as he leant his 
hammer against a fragment of stone 
— some remnant of ancient Rome — 
" they never fight against each other, 
but it is for our good. One Colonna 
cuts me the throat of Orsini's l)aker — 
it is for our good ! another Colonna 
seizes on the daughter of Orsini's 
tailor— it is for our good! our good — 
yes, for the good of the people ! — ^the 
good of the bakers and tailors, ehl" 

"Fellow," said the young nobleman, 
gravely, " if a Colonna did thus, he 
did wrong ; but the holiest cause may 
have bad supporters." 

" Yes, the holy Church itself is 
propped on very indiflferent columns," 
answered the smith, in a rude wit- 
ticism on the affection of the pope for 
the Colonna. 

"He blasphemes! the smith blas- 
phemes !" cried the partisans of that 
powerful house. "A Colonna, a Co- 
lonna!" 

"An Orsini, an Orsini!" was no 
less promptly the counter cry. 

" The People !" shouted the smith, 
waving his formidable weapon far 
above the heads of the group. 

In an instant the whole throng, who 
had at first united against the aggres- 
sion of one man, were divided by the 
hereditary wrath of faction. At the 
cry of Orsini, several new partisans 
hurried to the spot; the friends of 
the Colonna drew themselves on one 
side— the defenders of the Orsini on 
the other— and the few who agreed 
with the smith that both factions were 
equally odious^ and the people waa 
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tiie BoIe legitimate cry in a popular 
commotion, would hare withdrawn 
themselves from the approaching 
m^e, if the smith himself, who was 
looked upon by. them as an authority 
of great influence, had not — ^whether 
from resentment at the haughty bear- 
ing of the young Colonna> or from 
that appetite of contest not uncom- 
mon in men of a bulk and force which 
assure them in all personal affrays the 
lofty pleasure of superiority — ^if, I say, 
the smith himself had not, after a 
pause of indecision, retired among the 
Orsini, and entrained, by his example, 
the alliance of his friends with the 
favourers of that faction. 

In popular commotions, each man 
is whirled along with the herd, often 
ludf against his own approbation or 
assent. The few words of peace by 
which Adrian di Castello commenced 
an address to his friends were drowned 
amidst their shouts. Proud to find in 
their ranks one of the most beloved, 
and one of the noblest of that name, 
the partisans of the Colonna placed 
him in their front, and charged im- 
petuously on their foes. Adrian, how- 
ever, who had acquired from circum- 
stance something of that chivalrous 
code which he certainly could not 
have owed to his Boman birth, dis- 
dained at first to assault men among 
whom he recognised no equal, either 
in rank or the practice of arms. He 
contented himself with putting aside 
the few strokes that were aimed at him 
in the gathering confusion of the con- 
flict — ^few ; for those who recognised 
bim, even amidst the bitterest parti- 
sans of the Orsini, were not willing 
to expose themselves to the danger 
and odium of spilling the blood of a 
man, who, in addition to his great 
birth and the terrible power of his 
connexions, was possessed of a per- 
sonal popularity^ which he owed rather 
to a comparison with the vices of his 
relatives than to any remarkable 
virtues hitherto displayed by himself. 



The smith alone, who had as yet 

taken no active part in the fi^y, 
seemed to gather hhnself up in deteV- 
mined opposition as the cavalier 
now advanced within a few steps of 
him. 

'* Did we not tell thee," quoth the 
giant, frowning, "that the Colonna 
were, not less than the Orsini, the foes 
of the people 1 Look at thy followers 
and clients : are they not cutting the 
throats of humble men by way of 
vengeance for the crime of a great 
one ? But that is the way one patri- 
cian always scourges the insolence of 
another. He lays the rod on the 
backs of the people, and then cries, 
' See how just I am I' " 

" I do not answer thee now," an- 
swered Adrian; "butifthouregrettest 
with me this waste of blood, join with 
me in attempting to prevent it." 

'' I — not I ! let the blood of the 
slaves flow to-day: the time is fiist 
coming when it shall be washed away 
by the blood of the lords." 

*' Away, ruffian ! " said Adrian, 
seeking no further parley, and touch- 
ing the smith with the flat side of his 
sword. In an instant the hammer of 
the smith swung in the air, and, but 
for the active spring of the young 
noble, would infallibly have crushed 
him to the earth. Ere the smith 
could gain time for a second blow, 
Adrian's sword passed twice through 
his right arm, and the weapon fell 
heavily to the ground. 

** Slay him, slay him ! " cried seve- • 
ral of the clients of the Colonna, now 
pressing, dastard-like, round the dis- 
armed and disabled smith. 

"Ay, slay him I " said, in tolerable 
Italian, but with a barbarous accent, 
one man, half-clad in armour, who had 
but just joined the group, and who 
was^one of those wild German bandits 
whom the Colonna held in their pay ; 
" he belongs to a horrible gang of 
miscreants sworn against all order 
and peace. He is one of Bienzi's 



Bisirzi^ 



fiiUowers, aaid, blees the ff hree Kings I 
iSTds about the People." 

"Thou sayest right, barbarisn," 
said the sturdy smith, in a loud yoice, 
and tearing aside the vest from his 
breast with his left hand ; " come all 
— Cokmna and Orsini~<lig to this 
heart with your sharp blades, and 
when you have reached the centre, 
yoa will find there the object of your 
common hatred—' Bienzl and ^e 
People!'- 

As he uttered these words, in 
Imguage that would have seemed 
above his station (if a certain glow 
and exaggeration of phrase and senti- 
ment were not common, when excited, 
to all the Romans), the loudness of 
his voice rose above the noise imme- 
diately round him, and stilled, for an 
instant, the general din ; and when, 
at last, the words, ** Rienzi and the 
People'' rang forth, they p^ietrated 
midway through the increasing crowd, 
and were answered as by an echo, 
with a hundred v<»ceB — ** Bienzi and 
the People ! " 

But whatever imprestiMi the words 
of the mechanic made en others, it 
mas equally visible in the young 
Colonna. At- the nasae of Rienri the 
g^ow of excitement vanished front his 
cheek ; he started baek, muttered to 
himself, and for a moment seemed, 
evm in the midst of that stirring oem- 
m«tion, to be lost in a moody and 
distant revery. He recovered, a» the 
shout died away ; and saying to the 
smith, in a low tone, " Friend, I am 
sorry for thy wonnd ; but seek mo on 
tiie morrow, and thou skali find tiiou 
hast wronged me ; " he beckoned to 
ika German to fallow him, and 
threaded his way through the crowd, 
wUeh generally gave back as he 
aivanoed. For the Utterest hatred 
t» the ovder of the nobles was at that 
time in Rome mingled with a servile 
respeet for-thdr persons, and a mys- 
terious »we «f ^eir uncontrollable 
paw«r. 



As Adrian passed through that pari 
of the crowd in which the fray had not 
yet commenced, the murmurs that 
followed him were not those whieh 
many of his raeo could have heard. 

" A Colonna^" said one. 

" Tet no ravtsher," said another, 
laughing wildly. 

*' Nor Burtherer,'' muttered a ^ird, 
pressing his hand to hi& breast ** Tis 
not against kim that my lebiher^s blood 
cries aloud." 

" Bless him,** said* a fourth, ** for as 
yet no man curses him ! " 

" Ah, Ood help usf" said an oM 
man, with a long grey beard, leaning 
on his staff: "the serpent's young 
yet; the &ngs will show by and 

'' For Bhame> father ! he is aoomety 
youth, and not proud in the least. 
What a smile he hath ! " quoth a fotr 
matron, who kept on the outskirtof 
themli^ 

^ Farewell to a man's honour when 
a noUe smiles on his wife ^^ was the 



** Nay," sadd Luigi, a jolly butcher, 
with a roguish eye, ** i^t a man can 
win foiriy frommaid or wife, Uiat let 
him do, whether plebeian or nobl^— 
that's my morality; but when an 
ugly «ld patrician iUids hkr words will 
not win foir looks, and carries me off 
a dame en the hack of a German boar, 
with a stab> in- the^ ude for comfort to 
the spoose, — then, I say, he is a 
wkked man, aiid an adulterer." 

Whtie su€^ were the comments and 
the murarars that followed the noble, 
very difierttit were the looks and 
words that attended the German 
seldier. 

Equally, nay, with even greater 
promptitude, did the crowd make way 
at his armed and heavy tread ; but 
net with looks of reverence : — ^the eye 
glared as he approached; but t^ 
dieek g^w pale — ihQ head bowed — 
the fip quivered; each man Mi a 
shudder ef hata and foar, as reoogaia- 
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higf a dread and mortal foe. And well 
and wrathfiilly did the fieree meree- 
Baiy note the signs of tiie general 
ayersion. He pushed on raddy — 
half-smiling in contempt, hal^frown- 
ing in revenge, as he looked from side 
to side ; and his long, matted, light 
hair, tawnj-coloured moustache, and 
hravny front, contrasted strongly with 
the dark ejes, raven locks, and 
Blender frames of the Italians. 

" May Lncifer double damn those 
German cut-throats!'* muttered, be- 
tween his grinded teeth, one of the 
citizeBB. 

^'^Amen!" answered, heartily, an- 
other. 

**^HuBh J" saTd a third, timorously 
looking round ; " if one of them hear 
thee, 1&OU art a lost man." 

•^Oh, Bome ! Rome ! to what art 
thoa &nen ! *' said bitterly one citizen, 
clothed in black, imd of a higher 
seeming than the rest; ''when thou 
dradderest in thy streets at tho tread 
of a hired barbarian ! " 

**Hark to one of our learned men, 
sad rich citizens !" said the botcher, 
reverently. 

**'^ a friend of Ri^xzi's,'^ quoth 
another of the group, lifting his 
osp. 

With downcast eyes, and a &ce in 
which grief, shame, and wrath, were 
visibly expressed, Pandnlfo di Ghiido, 
a citizen of birth and repute, swept 
tlowly through the erowd, and dis- 
appeared. 

Meanwhile, Adrian, having gained 
a street wiiidi, thoi^h in the neigh- 
bonrfaood of the crowd, was empty 
and desolate, turned to his fieree 
comrade. " Rodolf I** sud he, " loark \ 
— ^no violence to the citizens. Return 
to the crowd, collect the friends of 
our house, witiidraw them from the 
scene ; let not ihe Gdonna be blamed 
for this day's violence; and assure 
ma followers, in my name, tiiat I 
swear, by iiie knighthood I received 
at the Emperor's hands, that by my 



sword shall Martino di Porto be 
punished for his outrage. FainwooM 
I, in person, allay the tumult, but my 
presence only seems to sanction it. 
Gk> — thou hast weight with them 
aU." 

" Ay, Signer, the weight of blows f" 
answered l£e grim soldier. "Bat the 
command is hard ; I would fain let 
their puddle-blood flow an hour or two 
longer. Yet, pardon me ; in obeymg 
thy orders, do I ob^ tiose of my 
master, thy kinanan? It is did 
Stephen Colonna>—^ho seldom spares 
blood or treasure, God bless hhn — 
(save his own !) — whose money I hold, 
and to whose bests I am sworn." 

" Biavolo f " muttered the cavalier, 
and the angry spot was on hia cheek; 
but, with the habitual self-control of 
ike Italian nobles,* he smothered his 
rising choler, and saul aloud, wil^ 
calmness, but dignity^— 

'' Bo as I bid thee ; cheek this 
tumult, — make na ihe fori>eari9^ 
party. Let all be siili within one 
hour hence, and call on me to-morrow 
for thy reward; be this purse an 
earnest of my fiiture thanks. As for 
my kinsman, whom I oonmaad thee 
to name Baore reverently, 'tis in 
his name I speak. Hairk! the din 
iscreases — ^the contest swells-*go— 
lose not another moment.^ 

Somewhat awed by the quiet firm- 
ness of the patrician, Rodolf nodded, 
without aneFwer, slid the money into 
his bosom, and stalked away into the 
thickest of the throng. But, even ere 
he arrived, a suddmi reaction had 
taken place. 

The young cavalier, left alMie in 
that spot, followed with his eyes the 
receding form of the mercenaiy, as 
the sun, now setting, shone slant upon 
his guttering casque, imd sjud bitteriy 
to himself—*' Unfortunate city, foun- 
tain of all mighty mcmories---&llen 
queen of a thousand natawis— hew art 
ihan decrowned and spoiled by thy 
recreant and apostate c^ldren I Thy 
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nobles divided against themselyes— > 
thy people cursing thy nobles — ^thy 
priests, who should sow peace, plant- 
ing discord — the fiither of thy church 
deserting thy stately walls, his home 
a refuge, his mitre a fief, his court a 
Gallic village— «nd we! we, of the 
haughtiest blood of Rome — ^we, the 
sons of Csesars, and of the lineage of 
demigods, guarding an insolent and 
abhorred state by the swords of hire- 
lings, who mock our cowardice while 
they receive our pay, — ^who keep our 
citizens slaves, and lord it over their 
very masters in return ! Oh, that we, 
the hereditary chiefs of Rome, could 
but feel — oh, that we could but 
find, our only legitimate saf^uard 
in the grateful hearts of our country- 
men!" 

So deeply did the young Adrian 
feel the galling truth of all he uttered, 
that the indignant tears rolled down 
his cheeks as he spoke. He felt no 
shame as he dashed them away; for 
that weakness which weeps for a 
fallen race, is the tenderness not of 
women but of angels. 

As he turned slowly to quit the 
apot, his steps were suddenly arrested 
by a loud shout : *' Rienzi ! Rienzi 1 " 
smote the air. From the walls of the 
Capitol to the bed of the glittering 
Tiber, that name echoed fax and wide; 
and, as the shout died away, it was 
swallowed up in a silence so profound, 
60 universal, so breathless, that you 
might have imagined that death 
itself had fallen over the city. And 
now, at the extreme end of the crowd, 
and elevated above their level, on vast 
fragments of stone which had been 
dragged from the ruins of Rome in 
one of the late frequent tumults 
between contending &ctions, to serve 
as a barricade for citizens against 
citizens, — on these silent memorials 
of the past grandeur, the present 
misery, of Rome, stood that extraor- 
dinary man, wl^o, above all his race, 
was the most penetrated with the 



glories of the one time, with the 
degradation of the other. 

From the distance at which he stood 
from the scene, Adrian could only 
distinguish the dark outline of 
Rienzi's form ; he could only hear the 
faint sound of his mighty voice ; he 
could only perceive, in the subdued 
yet waving sea of human beings that 
spread around, their heads bared in 
the last rays of the sun, the unutter- 
able effect which an eloquence, de- 
scribed by contemporaries almost as 
miraculous, — but in reality less so 
from the genius of the man than the 
sympathy of the audience, — created 
in all, who drank into their hearts 
and souls the stream of its burning 
thoughts. 

It was but for a short time that 
that form was visible to the earnest 
eye, that that voice at intervalsreached 
the straining ear, of Adrian di Cas- 
tello ; but that time sufficed to pro- 
duce all the effect which Adrian Mm- 
self had desired. 

Another shout, more earnest, 
more prolonged than the first — a 
shout, in which spoke the release of 
swelling thoughts, of intense excite- 
ment — betokened the close of the 
harangue; and then you might see, 
after a minute's pause, the crowd 
breaking in all directions, and pour- 
ing down the avenues in various 
knots and groups, each testifying the 
strong and lasting impression made 
upon the multitude by that address. 
Every cheek was flushed — every 
tongue spoke : the animation of the 
orator had passed, like a living spirit, 
into the breasts of the audience. Ho 
had thundered against the disorders 
of the patricians, yet, by a word, he 
had disarmed the anger of the plebe- 
ians — he had preached freedom, yet 
he had opposed licence. He had calmed 
the present, by a promise of the 
future. He had chid their quarrels, 
yet had supported their canse. He 
had xoMtfied the revenge of to-day. 
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by a .solemn assurance that there 
should come justice for the morrow. 
So great may be the power, so mighty 
the eloquence, so formidable the 



genius, of one man, — ^without arms 
without rank, without sword or 
ermine, who addresses himself to a 
people that is oppressed ! 



CHAPTER IV. 



AN ADVBNTURK. 



Avoiding the broken streams of 
the dispersed crowd, Adrian Colonna 
strode rapidly down one of the narrow 
streets leading to his palace, which 
was situated at no inconsiderable 
distance from the place in which the 
late contest had occurred. The educa- 
tion of his life made him feel a pro- 
found interest, not only in the diyi- 
sions and disputes of his country, but 
also in the scene he had just witnessed, 
and the authority exercised by Rienzi. 

An orphan of a younger, but opu- 
lent branch of the Colonna, Adrian 
had been brought up under the care 
and guardianship of his kinsman, 
that astute, yet valiant Stephen Co- 
lonna, who, of all the nobles of Rome, 
was the most powerful, alike from the 
&vour of the pope, and the number 
of armed hirelings whom his wealth 
enabled him to maintain. Adrian 
had early manifested what in that age 
was considered an extraordinary dis- 
position towards intellectual pursuits, 
and had acquired much of the little 
that was then known of the ancient 
language and the ancient history of 
his country. 

Though Adrian was but a boy at 
the time in which, first presented to 
the reader, he witnessed the emotions 
of Rienzi at the death of his brother, 
his kind heart had been penetrated 
with sympathy for Cola's aflliction, 
and shame for the apathy of his kins- 
men at the result of their own feuds. 
He had earnestly sought the friend- 
ship of Rienzi, and, despite his years, 

No. 2. 



had become aware of the power and 
energy of his character. But though 
Rienzi, after a short time, had ap- 
peared to think no more of his 
brother's death — though he again 
entered the halls of the Colonna, and 
shared their disdainful hospitalities, 
he maintained a certain distance and 
reserve of manner, which even Adrian 
could only partially overcome. He 
rejected every oflFer of service, favour, 
or promotion ; and any unwonted 
proof of kindness from Adrian 
seemed, instead of making him more 
familiar, to offend him into colder 
distance. The easy humour and con- 
versational vivacity which had first 
rendered him a welcome guest with 
those who passed their lives between 
fighting and feasting, had changed 
into a vein ironical, cynical, and 
severe. But the dull barons were 
equally amused at his wit, and Adrian 
was almost the only one who detected 
the serpent couched beneath the smile. 

Often Rienzi sat at the feast, silent, 
but observant, as if watching every 
look, weighing every wor^, taking 
gauge and measurement of the 
intellect, policy, temperament, of 
every guest ; and when he had 
seemed to satisfy himself, his spirits 
would rise, his words flow, and while 
his dazzling but bitter wit lit up the 
revel, none saw that the unmirthful 
flash was the token of the coming 
storm. But all the while, he neg- 
lected no occasion to mix with the 
humbler citizens, to stir up their 

c 
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ininds, to inflame their imaginations, 
to kindle their emulation, with pic- 
tures of the present and with legends 
of the past. He grew in populaiitj 
and repute, and was yet more in 
power with the herd, because in favour 
with the nobles. Perhaps it was for 
that reason that he had continued the 
guest of the Colonna. 

When, six years before the present 
date, the Capitol of the Caesars wit- 
nessed the triumph of Petrarch, the 
scholastic fiune of the young Bienai 
had attracted the friendship of the 
poet, — ^a friendship that continued, 
wdth slight interruption, to the last, 
through careers so widely different; 
and afterwards, one among the Boman 
.Deputies to Ayignon, he had been 
conjoined with Petrarch* to suppli- 
cate Clement YI. to remove the Holy 
See from Avignon to Borne. It was 
in this mission that, forthe first time, 
he evinced his extraordinary powers 
of eloquence and persuasion. The 
pontiff, indeed, more desirous of ease 
than glory, was not convinced by the 
arguments, but he was enchanted 
with the pleader ; and Bienzi returned 
to Rome, loaded with honours, and 
clothed with the dignity of high and 
responsible office. No longer the in- 
active scholar, the gay companion, he 
rose at once to pre-eminence above all 
his fellow-citizens. Never before had 
authority been borne with so austere 
an integrity, so uneorrupt a zeal. He 
had sought to impregnate his col- 
leagues with the same loftiness of 
principle — he had failed. Now secure 
in his footing, he had begun openly 
to appeal to the people; and already 
a new spirit seemed to animate the 
populace of Bome. 



* According to fhe modem historiaiis; 
but it seems more probable that Riensi's 
mission to Avignon was posterior to tiiat of 
Petrarch . However this be, it was at Avig- 
non that Petrarch and RIenzi became most 
intimate, as Petrarch himself obserres in 
one of his letters. 



While these were the fortunes cxf 
Bienzi, Adrian had been long sepa- 
rated from him, snd absent frt)m Bome. 

The Colonna were staunch sap- 
porters of the imperial party, and 
Adrian di Castello had received and 
obeyed an invitation to the Em- 
peror's court. Under that monarch 
he had initiated himself in arms, and, 
among the knights of Germany, he 
had learned to temper the natural 
Italian shrewdness with the chivalry 
of northern valour. 

In leaving Bavarian he had sqjoumed 
a short time in the solitude of one 
of his estates by the fiurest hike of 
northern Italy; and thence, with a 
mind improved alike by action and 
study, had visited many of the free 
Italian states. Imbibed sentiments less 
pr^udieed than those of his order, 
and acquired an esriy reputation for 
himself while in^ marking the cha- 
racters and deeds of others. In him, 
the best qualities of the Italian noble 
were united. Passionately addicted 
to the cultivation of letters, subtle 
and profound in policy, gentle and 
bland of maimer, dignifying a love of 
pleasure with a certain elevation of 
taste, he yet possessed a gallantry of 
conduct, and purity of honour, and 
an aversion from cruelty, which were 
then very rarely found in the Italian 
temperament, and which even the 
Chivalry of the North, while main- 
taining among themselves, usually 
abandoned the moment they came 
into contact with the systematic craft 
and disdain of honesty, which made 
the character of the ferocious, yet 
wily. South. With these qualities he 
combined, indeed, the softer passions 
of his countrymen, — he adored Beauty, 
and he made a deity of Love. 

He had but a few weeks returned to 
his native city, whither his reputation 
had already preceded him, and where 
his early affection for letters and gen- 
tleness of bearing were still remem- 
bered. He returned to find the poai- 
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tion of Blenzi &r mt>re altered than 
hJB own. Adfian had not yet sought 
the scholar. He wkhed first to judge 
with his own eyes^ and at a distanee, 
of ihe motiyes and ol^ect of his con- 
duct; for partly he caught the suspi- 
cions which his own order entertained 
of Rienzi, and partly he shared in the 
trustful enthusiasm of the people. 

*' Certainly^" said he now to him- 
self^ as he walked musingly onward^ 
<< certainly, no man has it more in his 
power to reform our diseased state, to 
heal our diyisian% .to awaken our 
citizens to the recollectionB of ances- 
,tral virtue. But that veiy power/ how 
dangerous is it 1 Have I not seen, in 
the free states of Italy, men, called 
into authority for the sii^e of preserv- 
ing the peo^e, honest themselYes at 
first, and thea^ drunk with the sudden 
rank, betraying the very cause which 
had exalted than ? True, those men 
were chie& and nobles ; but axe pb^ 
beians less human? Howbeit I have 
heard and seen enou^ from a&r, — ^I 
will now approach, and examine the 
man himself." 

While thus soliloquizing, Adrian 
but little noted the various passengers, 
who, more and more rarely as the 
evening waited, hastened homeward. 
Among these were two females, who 
now alone shared with Adrian the 
long and gloomy street into idiich he 
had entered. The moon was already 
bright in the heavens, and, as the 
women passed the cavalier with a light 
and quick step, the youngeronetumed 
back and regarded him by the clear 
light with an eager, yet timid glance. 

" Why dost then tremble, my pretty 
one !" said her companion, who might 
have told some five-and-forty years, 
and whose garb and voice bespoke her 
of inferior rank to the younger female. 
" The streets seem quiet enough now, 
and, the Virgin be praised ! we are 
not so far from home either." 

"Oh! Benedetta, it is hef it is the 
young signor— it is Adrian V\ 



" That is fortunate," said the nurse, 
for such was her condition, ''since 
they say he is as bold as a Northman : 
and as the Palazzo Colonna is not very 
fiir from hence, we shall be within 
reach of his aid should we want it : that 
is to say, sweet one, if you will walk a 
little slower tiian you*have yet done." 

The young lady alackmed her paoq^ 
and sighed. 

" He is certainly very handsome," 
quoth the nurse : ''but thou must not 
think more of him ; he is too £» 
above theefor aaKriage, and for aught 
else, thou art too honest, and tfaj 
brothw: toor proud — ** 

" And thou, Benedetta,f»*t too quiek 
with thy toQgue. How canst thou 
talk thus, when thou knowest he hath 
never, since, at least, I was a mere 
child, even addressed me : nay, he 
scarce knows of my very existence. 
He, the Lord Adrian di Castello, 
dream of the poor Irene ! the mere 
thought is madness !" 

" Then why," said the nurse, briskly, 
" dost thou dream of Mm V* 

Her companion sighed agaia more 
deeply than at first. 

"Holy St. Catherine!" continued 
Benedetta, " if there were but one man 
in the world, I would die single ere I 
would think of him, until, at least, he 
had kissed my hand twice, and left it 
my own fault if it were not my lips 
instead." 

The young lady still replied not. 

"But how didst thou contrive tp 
love him V* asked the nurse. " Thou 
canst not have seen him very often : 
it is but some four or five weeks since 
his return to Rome." 

" Oh, how dull art thou T answered 
the &ir Irene. " Have I not told thee 
again and again, that I loved him six 
years ago?" 

"When thou hadst told but thy 
tenth year, and a doll would have 
been thy most suitable lover! As I 
am a Christian, Signora, thou hast 
made is^^ Ti^a^ ^i ^l ^»\s^&^ ^ 
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"And during his absence," con- 
tinued the girl, fondly, yet sadly, '* did 
I not hear him spoken of, and was 
not the mere sound of his name like 
a love-gift that bade me remember 1 
And when they praised him, have I 
not rejoioed ] and when they blamed 
him, have I not resented 'i and when 
they said that his lance was victorious 
in the tourney, did I not weep with 
pride ? and when they whispered that 
his vows were welcome in the bower, 
wept I not as fervently with grief 1 
Have not the six years of his absence 
been a dream, and was not his return 
a waking into light — a morning of 
glory and the sun 1 And I see him 
now in the church when he wots not 
of me ; and on his happy steed as he 
passes by my lattice : and is not that 
enough of happiness for love V* 

" But if he loves not thee ?" 

"Pool! I ask not that; — nay, I 
know not if I wish it Perhaps I 
would rather dream of him, such as I 
would have him, than know him for 
what he is. He might be unkind, or 
nngenerous, or love me but little; 
rather would I not be loved at all, 
than loved coldly, and eat away my 
heart by comparing it with his. I can 
love him now as something abstract, 
unreal, and divine : but what would 
be my shame, my grief, if I were to 
find him less than I have imagined ! 
Then, indeed, my life would have been 
wasted; then, indeed, the beauty of 
the earth would be gone ! " 

The good nurse was not very capa- 
ble of sympathizing with sentiments 
'like these. Even had their characters 
been more alike, their disparity of age 
would have rendered such sympathy 
impossible. What but youth can echo 
back the soul of youth — all the music 
of 'its wild vanities and romantic fol- 
lies 1 The good nurse did not sympa- 
thize with the sentiments of her young 
lady, but she sympathized with the 
deep earnestness with which they were 
expressed. She thought it wondrous 



silly, but wondrous moving; she wiped 
her eyes with the comer of her veil^ 
and hoped in her secret heart thai 
her young charge would soon get a 
real husband to put such unsubstan- 
tial fantasies out of her head. There 
was a short pause in their conversa- 
tion, when, just where two streets 
crossed one another, there was heard 
a loud noise of laughing voices and 
trampling feet Torches were seen on 
high afiEronting the pale light of the 
moon ; and, at a very short distance 
from the two females, in the cross 
street, advanced a company of seven 
or eight men, bearing, as seen by the, 
red light of the torches, the formid- 
able badge of the Orsini 

Amidst the other disorders of the 
time, it was no unfrequent custom for 
the younger or more dissolute of the 
nobles, in small and armed compa- 
nies, to parade the streets at night, 
seeking occasion for a licentious gaV- 
lantry among the cowering citizens^ 
or a skirmish at arms with some rival 
stragglers of their own order. Such a 
band had Irene and her companion 
now chanced to encounter. 

" Holy mother ! " cried Benedettai, 
turning pale, and half running, " what 
curse has befallen us 1 How could w® 
have been so foolish as to tarry so late 
at the lady Nina's I Run, Signora, — 
run, or we shall fall into their hands ! " 

But the advice of Benedetta came 
too late, — ^the fluttering garments of 
the women had been already descried : 
in a moment more they were sur- 
rounded by the marauders. A rude 
hand tore aside Benedetta's veil, and 
at sight of features, which, if time had 
not spared, it could never very mate- 
rially injure, the rough aggressor cast 
the poor nurse against the wall with 
a curse, which was echoed by a loud 
laugh from his comrades. 

" Thou hast a fine fortune in faces 
Giuseppe ! " 

" Yes ; it was but the other day that 
he seized on a girl of sixty." 
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*' And then, by way of improving 
Ker beauty, cut her across the &ce 
with his df^er, because she was not 
sixteen I " 

"Hush, fellows! whom have we 
here ] " said the chief of the party, a 
man richly dressed, and who, though 
bordering upon middle age, had only 
the more accustomed himself to the 
excesses of youth; as he spoke, he 
snatched the trembling Irene from 
the grasp of his followers. "Ho, 
there! the torches! Oh che beUa 
facdaf what blushes — what eyes! — 
nay, look not down, pretty one ; thou 
needst not be ashamed to win the love 
of an Orsini— yes ; know the triumph 
thou hast achieved — ^it is Martino di 
Porto who bids thee smile upon him !" 

" For the blest Mother's sake release 
me ! Kay, sir, this must not be — I 
am not unfriended — ^this insult shall 
not pass !" 

" Hark to her silver chiding; it is 
better than my best hound's bay ! 
This adventure is worth a month's 
watching. What! will you not cornel 
— ^restive— shrieks too! — Francesco, 
Pietro, ye are the gentlest of the 
band. Wrap her veil around her, — 
muffle this music; — so! bear her 
before me to the palace, and to-mor- 
row, sweet one, thou shalt go home 
with a basket of florins which thou 
mayest say thon hast bought at 
market." 

But Irene's shrieks, Irene's stmgp- 
gles, had already brought succour to 
her side, and, as Adrian approached 
the spot, the nurse flung herself on 
her knees before him. 

"Oh, sweet signor, for Christ's 
grace save us ! deliver my young mis- 
tress — her friends love you well ! We 
are all for the Colonna, my lord ; yes, 
indeed, all for the Colonna! Save 
the kin of your own clients, gracious 
«gnor ! " 

" It is enough that she is a woman," 
answered Adrian, adding, between 
lug teeth, "and that an Orsini is 



her assailant." He strode haughtily 
into the thickest of the group ; the 
servitors laid hands on their swords, 
but gave way before him as they 
recognized his person ; he reached 
the two men who had already seized 
Irene ; in one moment he struck the 
foremost to the ground, in another, 
he had passed his left arm round the 
light and slender form of the maiden, 
and stood confronting the Orsini with 
his drawn blade, which, however, he 
pointed to the ground. 

" For shame, my lord — ^for shame ! " 
said he, indignantly. "Will you 
force Rome to rise, to a man, against 
our order 1 Vex not too tax the lion, 
chained though he be ; war against tts 
if ye will ! draw your blades upon 
men, though they be of your own race, 
and speak your own tongue: but if 
ye would sleep at nights, and not 
dread the avenger's gripe, — ^if ye 
would walk the market-place secure, 
— ^wrong not a Roman woman ! Yes, 
the very walls around ns preach to 
you the punishment of such a deed : 
for that offence fell the Tarquins, — 
for that oflFence were swept away the 
Decemvirs, — ^for that offence, if ye 
rush upon it, the blood of your whole 
house may flow like water. Cease, 
then, my lord, from this mad attempt 
so unworthy your great name ; cease, 
and thank even a Colonna that he has 
come between you and a moment's 
frenzy!" 

So noble, so lofty were the air and 
gesture of Adrian, as he thus spoke^ 
that even the rude servitors felt a 
thrill of approbation and remorse — 
not so Martino di Porto. He had 
been struck with the beauty of the 
prey thus suddenly snatched from 
him ; he had been accustomed to long 
outrage and to long impunity; the 
very sight, the very voice of a Co- 
lonna, was a blight to his eye and a 
discord to his ear : what, then, when 
a Colonna interfered with his lusta^ 
and rebuked his vices 1 
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" Pedant I " he cried, 'with quiver- 
ing lips, ** prate not to me of thy vain 
legends and gossip's tales I think not 
to snatch from me my possession in 
another, when thine own lif^ is in mj 
hands. Unhand the maiden! throw 
down thy sword ! return home with- 
out further parl^, or, by my faith, 
and the blades of my followers — (look 
at them well !) — thou diest 1 '* 

'' Signer," said Adrian, calmly, yet 
while he sp<^e he retreated gradually 
with his fair burthen towards the 
neighbouring wall, so as at least to 
leave only his front exposed to those 
fearful odds : " Thou wilt not so mis- 
use the present chances, and wrong 
thyself in men's mouths, as to attack 
with eight swords even thy hereditary 
foe, thus cumbeaped, too, as he is. But 
— nay hold I — if thou art so proposed, 
bethink thee well, one ciy of my 
voice would soon turn the odds 
against thee. Thou art now in the 
quarter of my tribe ; thou art sur- 
rounded by the habitations of the Go- 
lonna : yon palace swanns with men 
who sleep not, save with harness on 
their backs ; men whom my vcnee can 
i«ach even now, but from whom, if 
they once taste of blood, it could not 
save thee 1 " 

" He speaks true, noble Lord," 'said 
one of the band : " we have wandered 
too fax out of our beat ; we are in their 
very den ; the palace of old Stephen 
Colonna is within call; and, to my 
knowledge," added he, in awhis^r, 
" eighteen fresh men-of-arms — ay, and 
Korthmen too— marched through its 
gates this day." 

" Were there eight hundred men at 
arm's length," answered Martino furi- 
ously, " I would not be thus bearded 
amidst mine own train ! Away with 
yon woman ! To the attack ! to the 
attack ! " 

Thus saying, he made a desperate 
lunge a;t Adrian, who, having kept 
his ^e cautiously on the movements 
oflus enemy, Ttasiioft unprepared far 



the assault As he put aside the 
blade with his own, he shouted with a ' 
loud voice— "Colonna 1 to the rescue,. 
Colonna ! " 

Nor had it been without an ulterior 
object that the acute and self-control- 
ling mind of Adrian had hitherto 
sought to prolong the parley. Even 
as he first addressed Orsini, he had 
perceived, by the moonlight, the 
glitter of armour upon two men ad- 
vancing from the fiEir end of the street, 
and judged at once, by the neighbour- 
ho9d, that they must be among the 
mercenaries of the Colonna. 

Gentiy he suffered the form of Irene, 
which now, for she had swooned with 
the terror, pressed too heavily upon 
him, to slide from, his lefb arm, and 
standing ovw her form, while shel- 
tered from behind by the wall which 
he had so warily gained, he contented 
himself with parrying the blows 
hastily aimed at him, without at- 
tempting to retaliate. Few of the 
Eomans, however accustomed to such 
desultory warfeure, were then well and 
dexterously practised in the use of 
arms ; and the science Adrian had ac- 
quired in the schools of the martial 
north, befriended him now, even 
against such odds. It is true, indeed,, 
that the followers of Orsini did not 
share the fury of their lord ; partly 
afraid of the consequence to them- 
selves should the blood of so high- 
bom a signor be spilt by their hands, 
piu*tly embarrassed with the apprehen- 
sion that they should see themselves 
suddenly beset with iSaji ruthless hiro- 
lings so close within hearing, they 
struck but aimless and random blows, 
looking every moment behind and 
aside, and rather prepared for flight 
than ^ughter. Echoing the cry c^ 
Colonna," poor Benedetta fled at the 
first clash of swords. She ran down 
the dreary street still shrieking that. 
cry, and/> passed the very portals of 
Stephen's palace (where some grim, 
ferms yet loitered) without axresting: 
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her steps there, so great were her con^ 
fusion and terror. 4 » 

Meanwhile, the two armed men, 
whom Adrian had descried, proceeded 
leisurely up the street. The one was 
of a rude and common mould, his 
arms and his complexion testified his 
calling and race ; and hy the great re- 
spect he paid to his companion. It was 
evident that that companion was no 
native of Italy. For the brigands of 
the north, while they served the vices 
of the southern, scarce affected to 
disguise their contempt for his cowar- 
dice. 

The companion of the brigand was 
a man of a martial, yet easy air. He 
wore no hdmet^ but a cap of crimson 
velvet, set off with a white plume ; on 
his mantle, or surcoat, which was of 
scarlet, was wrought a broad white 
cross, both at back and breast ; and 
so brilliant was the polish of his 
corselet, that, as &om time to time 
the mantle waved aside and exposed 
it to the moonbeams, it glittered like 
light itself. 

"Nay, Rodolf," said he, " if thou 
hast so good a lot of it here with that 
hoary schemer. Heaven forbid that I 
should wish to draw thee back again 
to our merry band. But tell me — 
this Bienzi — ^thinkest thou he has any 
solid and formidable power ? " 

"Pshaw! noble chieftain, not a 
whit of it. He pleases the mob ; but 
as fbr the nobles, they laugh at him ; 
and, as for the soldiers, he has no 
money ! " 

" He pleases the mob, then ! " 

" Ay, that doth he ; and when he 
speaks aloud to them, all the roar of 
Borne is hushed." 

*' Humph ! — ^when nobles are hated, 
and soldiers are bought, a mob may, 
in any hour, become the master. An 
honest people and a weak mob, — a 
corrupt people and a strong mob," said 
the other, rather to himself than to 
his comrade, and scarce, perhaps, con- 
seious of the eternal truth of hia apho- 



rism. " He is no mere brawler, tlus 
Bienzi, I suspect — I must see to it. 
Hark I what noise is that ? By the 
Holy Sepulchre, it is the ring of our 
own metal I " 

" And that cry — * a Colonna ! ' " ex- 
claimed Bodolf. "Pardon me, mas- 
ter, — ^I must away to the rescue ! " 

"Ay, it is the duty of thy hire ; 
run ; — ^yet stay, I will accompany thee, 
gratis for once,, and from pure passion 
for misohie£ By this hand, there is 
no music like dai^ing steel ! " 

Still Adziaa continued gallantly ' 
and unwounded to defend himself, 
though his arm now grew tired, his 
breatiii well-nigh spent, and his eyea 
began to wink and reel beneath the 
glare of the tossing torches. Orsini 
himself exhausted by his fury, had 
paused for an instant, frontiny^ his 
foe with a heaving breast and savage 
looks, when, suddenly, his followers 
exclaimed, "Fly! fly! — ^the bandita 
approach — we are surrounded ! ** — 
jmd two of the servitors, without fur* 
ther parley, took fairly to their heels. 
The other five remained irresolute, 
and waiting but the command of their ' 
master, when he of the white plume, 
whom I have just described^ thrust 
himself into the m^e. 

"What! gentles," said he, "have 
ye Ifinished already ? Nay, let us not 
mar the sport; begin again, I^beseech 
you. What are the odds ? Ho ! six 
to one ! — ^nay, no wonder that ye have 
waited for fairer play. See, we two 
will take the weaker side. Now then, 
let us begin again." 

" Insolent ! " cried the Orsini 
" Knowest thou him whom thou ad- 
dressest thus arrogantly? — I am. 
Martino di Porto. Who art thou 1 " 

" Walter de Montreal, gentleman of - 
Provence, and Kni^it of St. John ! " 
answered the other, carelessly. 

At thact redoubted name — ^the name 
of one of the boldest warriors, and of 
the most accomplished freebooter of 
his time— even. MasUsLo'^^^i^^^v 
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p&le, and his followers uttered a cry of 
terror. 

"And this, my comrade," conti- 
nued the Knight, " for we may as well 
complete the introduction, is pro- 
bably better known to you than I am, 
gentles of Rome ; and you doubtless 
recognize in him Bodolf of Saxony, a 
braye man and a true, where he is 
properly paid for his services." 

" Signor,"said Adrian to his enemy, 
who, aghast and dumb, remained star- 
ing vacantly at the two new-comers, 
*' you are now in my power. See, our 
own people, too, are approaching." 

And, indeed, from the palace of 
Stephen Colonna> torches began to 
blaze, and armed men were seen ra- 
pidly advancing to the spot. 

'' Qo home in peace, and if, to-mor- 
row, or any day more suitable to thee, 
thou wilt meet me alone, and lance to 
lance, as is the wont of the knights of 
the empire ; or with band to band, 
and man for man, as is rather the 
Soman custom ; I will not fSul thee — 
there is my gage." 

"Nobly spoken," said Montreal; 
"and, if ye choose the latter, by your 
leave, I will be one of the party." 

Martino answered not ; he took up 
the glove, thrust it in his bosom, and 
i|trode hastily away; only, when he 
had got some paces down the street, 
he turned back, and, shaking his 
clenched hand at Adrian, exclaimed, 
in a voice trembling with impotent 
rage—" Faithful to death ! " 

The words made one of the mot- 
toes of the Orsini; and, whatever 
its earlier signification, had long 
passed into a current proverb, to sig- 
nify their hatred to the Colonna. 

Adrian, now engaged in raising, 
and attempting to revive Irene, who 
was still insensible, disdainfully left it 
to Montreal to reply. 

"I doubt not. Signer," said the 
latter, coolly, " that thou wilt be faith- 
ful to Death : for Death, God wot, is 
the only contract which men, however 



ingenious, are unable to break or 
evade." 

" Pardon me, gentle Knight," said 
Adrian, looking up from his charge, 
" if 1 do not yet give myself wholly 
to gratitude. I have learned enough 
of knighthood to feel thou wilt ac- 
knowledge that my first duty is 
here — " 

" Oh, a lady, then, was the cause of 
the quarrel ! 1 need not ask who was 
in the right, when a man brings to 
the rivalry such odds as yon caitiflf." 

"Thoumistakesta little. Sir Knight, 
— ^it is but a lamb I have rescued from 
the wolf." 

" For thy own table I Be it so J" 
returned the Knight, gaily. 

Adrian smiled gravely, and shook 
his head in denial. In truth, he was 
somewhat embarrassed by his situa- 
tion. Though habitually gallant, he 
was not willing to expose to miscon- 
struction the disinterestedness of his 
late conduct, and (for it was his policy 
to conciliate popularity) to sully the 
credit which his bravery would give 
him among the citizens, by conveying 
Irene (whose beauty, too, as yet, he 
had scarcely noted) to his own dwel- 
ling ; and yet, in her present situa- 
tion, there was no alternative. She 
evinced no sign of life. He knew not 
her home, nor parentage. Benedetta 
had vanished. He could not leave 
her in the streets ; he could not resign 
her to the care of another; and, 
as she lay now upon his breast, he 
felt her already endeared to him, by 
that sense of protection which is so 
grateful to the human heart. He 
briefly, therefore, explained to those 
now gathered round him, his present 
situation, and the cause of the past 
conflict; and bade the torch-bearers 
precede him to his home. 

" You, Sir Knight," added he, turn- 
ing to Montreal, " if not already more 
pleasantly lodged, will, I trust, deign 
to be my guest 1 " 
" Thanks, Signor," answered Mon- 
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treal, maliciously, "but I, also, per- 
haps, have my own afi&irs to watcb 
oyer. Adieu! I shall seek you at 
the earliest occasion. Fair night, and 
gentle dreams 1 

* Roben Boirams qui estoit ton 
Mais It ceval estoit malt fors 
Cil avoit o lui grana effors 
Multi ot 'hemes per lui mors.' "* 

And, muttering this rugged chant 
from the old "Roman de Rou," the 
Provencal, followed by Rodolf, pior- 
8ued his way. 

The vast extent of Rome, and the 
thinness of its population, left many 
of the streets utterly deserted. The 
principal nobles were thus enabled to 
possess themselves of a wide range of 
buildings, which they fortified, partly 
against each other, partly against the 
people; their numerous relatives and 
clients lived around them, forming. 



as it were, petty courts and cities in 
themselves. 

AJmost opposite to the principal 
palace of the Colonna (occupied by 
his powerful kinsman, Stephen) was 
the mansion of Adrian. Heavily 
swung back the massive gates at his 
approftch; he ascended the broad 
staircase, and bore his charge into an 
apartment which his tastes had deco- 
rated in a fashion not as yet common 
in that age. Ancient statues and busts 
were arranged around; the pictured 
arras of Lombardy decorated the walls, 
and covered the massive seats. 

"What hoi Lights here, and 
wine I " cried the Seneschal. 

"Leave us alone," said Adrian, 
gazing passionately on the pale cheek 
of Irene, as he now, by the clear light, 
beheld all its beauty; and a sweet 
yet burning hope crept into his heart. 



CHAPTER V. 

TBB DBSCSIPTIOK 01 A^CONSPIBATOR, AND THE DAWK OV THE OONSPIBACT. 



Alone, by a table covered with 
various papers, sat a man in the prime 
of life. The chamber was low and 
long; many antique and disfigured 
bas-relie& and torsos were placed 
around the wall, interspersed, here 
and there, with the short sword and 
close casque, time-worn relics of the 
prowess of ancient Rome. Right 
above the table at which he sate, the 
moonlight streamed through a high 
and narrow casement, deep sunk in 
the massy wall. In a niche to the 
right of this window, guarded by a 
sliding door, which was now partially 
drawn aside — ^but which, by its solid 
substance, and the sheet of iron with 
which it was plated, testified how 

* '< An Ul-favoured man, but a stout 
horseman, was Robert Bertram. Great 
deeds were his, and many a man died by 
his hand." 



valuable, in the eyes of the owner, 
was the treasure it protected — ^were 
ranged some thirty or forty volumes, 
then deemed no inconsiderable library ; 
and being, for the most part, the labo- 
rious copies in manuscript by the 
hand of the owner, from immortal 
originals. 

Leaning his cheek on his hand, his 
brow somewhat knit, his lip slightly 
compressed, that personage indulged 
in meditations &r other than the in- 
dolent dreams of scholars. As the 
high and still moonlight shone upon 
his countenance, it gave an additional 
and solemn dignity to features which 
were naturally of a grave and ma- 
jestic cast. Thick and auburn hair, 
the colour of which, not common to 
the Romans, was ascribed to his de- 
scent from the Teuton emperor, clus- 
tered in large curia a.bQ\^ ^ \iSj5gQk^S!A. 
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expansive forehead; and even the 
present thoughtful compression of the 
brow could not mar the aspect of 
latent power, which it derived m>m 
that great breadth between the eyes, 
in which the Grecian sculptors of old 
so admirably conveyed the expression 
of authority, and the silent energy of 
command. But his features were not 
cast in the Grecian, still less in the 
Teuton mould. The iron jaw, the 
aquiline nose, the somewhat sunken 
cheek, strikingly recalled the charac- 
ter of the hard Roman race, and 
might not in^Uy have suggested to 
a painter a model for the younger 
Brutus. 

The marked outline of the face, and 
the short, firm upper lip, were not 
concealed by the beard and musta- 
chios usually then worn ; and, in the 
faded portrait of the person now de- 
scribed, still extant at Rome, may be 
traced a certain resemblance to the 
popular pictures of Napoleon ; not in- 
deed in the features, which are more 
stem and prominent in the portrait of 
the Roman, but in that peculiar ex- 
pression of concentrated and tranquil 
power which so nearly reaUzes the 
ideal of intellectual majesty. Thou^ 
still young, the personal advantages 
most peculiar to youth, — ^the bloom 
and glow, the rounded cheek in which 
care has not yet ploughed its lines, 
the full unsunken eye, and the slender 
delicacy of frame, — these were not 
the characteristics of that solitary stu- 
dent. And, though considered by his 
contemporaries as eminently hand- 
some, the judgment was probably 
formed less from the more vulgar 
claims to such distinction, than from 
the hdght of the stature, an advan- 
tage at that time more esteemed than 
at present, and that nobler order of 
beauty which cultivated genius and 
commanding character usually stamp 
uponevenhomely features; — the more 
rare in an age so rugged. 

The diaraoter of Rien4 (for the 



youth presented to tiie reader in the- 
first chi^ter of this history is now 
again before him iui mafcurer years) 
had acquired greaiter hardness and 
energy with each step|»ng-6tone to 
power. There was a circumstance 
attendant on his birth which had, 
probably, exercised great and early 
influence on his ambition. Though 
his parents were in humble circum- 
stances, and of lowly calling, his &ther 
was the natural son of the Emperor, 
Henry VII. ;* and it was the pride of 
the parents that probably gave to 
Rienzi the unwonted advantages of 
education. This pride transmitted to 
himself, — his descent from royalty 
dinned into his ear, infused into his 
thoughts, from his cradle, — ^made him, 
even in his'earliest youth, deem him- 
self the equal of the Roman signors, 
and half unconsciously aspire to be 
their superior. But, as the literature 
of Rome was unfolded to his eager 
eye and ambitious heart, he became 
imbued with that pride of country 
which is nobler than the pride of birth ; 
and, save when stung by allusions 
to his origin, he unaffectedly valued 
himself more on being a Roman ple- 
beian than the descendant of a Teu- 
ton king. His brother's death, and 
the vicissitudes he himself had already- 
undergone, deepened the earnest and 
solemn qualities of his character ; and, 
at length, all the feculties of a. very 
uncommon intellect were concentrated 
into one object — ^which borrowed from 
a mind strongly and mystically reli- 
gious, as well as patriotic, a sacred 



* De Sade supposes that the mo^er of 
Rienzi was tike daughter of an illegitimate 
son of Heotry VII., supporting his opinioa 
from a MS. in the Vatican. But, according 
to the oontemporaneous biographer, Rienzi, 
in addressing [Charles, king of Bohemia, 
claims tiie relationship from his fathor, 
•* Di voBtro legnaggio scno— figlio di baa. 
tardo d'Enrioo imperatore," &c. A more 
recent writer, 11 Padre Oabrini, cites an 
inscription in support of this descent: 
** Nioolaus Tribunus . . . Laurentii Teuto- 
nici Fiiius," &c. 
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aspeet, and giew at once a dutj and a 
pasaon. 

"Yes" said Bienzi, bxeaking find- 
denly tem his revery, "yes, the day k 
at hand when Borne ^laU rise again 
ftom her ashes; Justdee shall de- 
throne Oppression ; men shall walk 
safe in their ancient Formn. We will 
nmse from his forgotten tomb the in- 
domitable sonl of Cato i There shall 
be a people once more in Bome ! And 
I — ^I shall he the instrument of that 
tiinmpib— the restorer of my race! 
mine shall be tiie first Toice to swell 
the battie'eiy of freedom — mine the 
first hand to rear her banner— yes, 
from the height of my ofwii soul as 
from a moontain, I see already rising 
the liberties and the gcandenr of the 
New Bome ; and on the oomer-stone 
of the mighty fiibric posterity shall 
zead my name." 

IJttedng these lofty boasts, the 
whole person of the speaker seemed 
instinct mth his ambition. He strode 
the gloomy diamber with light and 
rapid steps, as if on air ; his breast 
h^ed, his tyeA ^owed. He Mt that 
krre itself can soafccely bestow a rap- 
tune equal to that which is felt, in his 
first virgin ent^usiBsm, by a patriot 
who knows himself Ancere / 

There was a slight knock at the 
door; and a serritor, in the rich live- 
xbs worn by^l^ pope% officials,* pre- 
sented himsell 

*' Signer," said he, " my Lord, the 
Bishop of Oryietto, is withont" 

''Ha! that is fortimate. Lights 
&ere ! — My Lord, this is an honour 
which I can estimate better than ex- 
press." 

"Tut, tut ! my good friend," said 
the Bishop, entering, and seating him- 
self fiimitiaiiy, "no ceremonies be- 
tween the servants of the Church; 
and never, I ween well, had she greater 
need of true friends than now. These 



* Not the present hideous habiliments* 
wUclh are said to hare been the inyention 



unholy tumults, these licentious con* 
tentions, in l^e very Murines and city 
of St. Peter, are sufficient to scandalise 
all Christendom." 

"And so will it be," saidBiend, 
"until his Holiness himself shall be 
graciously pocsuaded to fix his resi- 
dence in the seat of his predecessors^ 
and curb with a strong arm the ex- 
cesses of the nobles." 

"Alas, man!" said the Bishop, 
" thou knowest that these words are 
but as wind; far were the Pope to 
frilfil thy wishes, and remove from 
Avignon to Bome, by the blood of St. 
Peter ! he would not curb the nobles, 
but the nobles would curb him. Thou 
knowest well that until his blessed 
predecessor, of pious memory, con« 
ceived the wise dedgn of escaping to 
Avignon, the Father of the Christian 
world was but like many other fathers 
in their old age, controlled and guard- 
ed by his rebellious children. Becol- 
lectest thou not how the noble Boni^' 
face himself, a man of great heart, 
and nerves of inm, was kept in thral- 
dom by theancestors of the Orsini — his 
entnmces and exits made but at their 
will — BO that, like a caged eagle, he 
beat himself against his bars and died ? 
Verily, thou talkest of the memories 
of Bome — ^these are not the memories 
that are very attractive to popes." 

" Well," said Bienzi, laughinggently, 
and drawing his seat nearer to the 
Bishop's, " my Lord has certainly the 
best of tiie argument at present ; and 
I murt own, that strong, licentious, 
and unhallowed as the order of nobi- 
lity was then, it is yet more so now." 

"Even I," rejoined Baimond, co- 
louring as he spoke, "theu^ Yicar 
of the Pope, and representative of 
his spiritual authority, was, but three 
days ago, subjected to a coarse affront 
from that very Stephen Colonna» who 
has ever received such &vour and ten- 
derness from the Holy See. His ser- 
vitors jostled mine in the open streets, 
and I myself — 1» tha dfi\£^ti& ^1 ^^ 
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sire of kings — ^was forced to draw aside 
to the wall, and wait until the hoary 
insolent swept by. Nor were blas- 
pheming words wanting to complete 
the insult. " ' Pardon, Lord Bishop/ 
said he, as he passed me ; ' but this 
world, thou knowest, must necessarily 
take precedence of the other.' " 

''Dared he so highl" said Rienzi, 
shading his face with his hand, as a 
very peculiar smile — scarcely itself 
joyous, though it made others gay, 
and which completely changed the 
character of his face, naturally grave 
even to sternness — ^played round his 
lips. '' Then it is time for thee, holy 
fother, as for us, to ** 

"To what 1 " interrupted the Bishop, 
quickly. " Can we effect aught ! Dis- 
miss thy enthusiastic dreamings — 
descend to the real earth — ^look soberly 
round us. Against men so powerful, 
what can we do 1 " 

" My Lord," answered Rienzi, 
gravely, "it is the misfortune of sig- 
nors of your rank never to know the 
people, or the accurate signs of the 
time. As those who pass over the 
heights of mountains see the clouds 
sweep below, veiling the plains and 
valleys from their gaze, while they, 
only a little above the level, survey 
the movements and the homes of men ; 
even so from your lofty eminence ye 
behold but the indistinct and sullen 
vapours — ^while from my humbler sta- 
tion I see the preparations of the shep- 
herds, to shelter themselves and herds 
from the storm which those clouds be- 
token. Despair not, my Lord ; endur- 
ance goes but to a certain limit — ^to 
that limit it is already stretched; 
Home waits but the occasion (it will 
soon come, but not suddenly) to rise 
simultaneously agunst her oppres- 
sors." 

The great secret of eloquence is to 
be in earnest — the great secret of 
Bienzi's eloquence was in the mighti- 
ness of his enthusiasm. He never 
spoke as one who doubted of success. 



Perhaps, like most men who under- 
take high and great actions, he him- 
self was never thoroughly aware of the 
obstacles in his way. He saw the end, 
bright and clear, and overleaped, in 
the vision of his soul, the crosses and 
the length of the path ; thus the deep 
convictions of his own mind stamped 
themselves irresistibly upon others. 
He seemed less to promise than to 
prophesy. 

The Bishop of Orvietto, not over 
wise, yet a man of cool temperament 
and much worldly experience, was for- 
cibly impressed by the energy of his 
companion ; perhaps, indeed, the more 
so, inasmuch as his own pride and his 
own passions were also enlisted against 
the arrogance and licence of the nobles. 
He paused ere he replied to RienzL 

" But is it," he asked, at length, 
"only the plebeians who will rise] 
Thou knowest how they are caitiff and 
uncertain." 

"My Lord," answered Rienzi, 
"judge, by one fact, how strongly I 
am surrounded by Mends of no com- 
mon class : thou knowest how loudly 
I speak against the nobles — I cite 
them by their name — I beard the Sa- 
velli, the Orsini, the Colonna, in their 
very hearing. Thinkest thou that 
they forgive me ? thinkest thou that, 
were only the plebeians my safeguard 
and my favourers, they would not 
seize me by open force, — that I had 
not long ere this found a gag in their 
dungeons, or been swallowed up in the 
eternal dumbness of the grave 1 Ob- 
serve," continued he, as, reading the 
Vicar's countenance, he perceived the 
impression he had made — "observe, 
that, throughout the whole world, a 
great revolution has begun. The bar- 
baric darkness of centuries has been 
broken ; the knowledgb which made 
men as demigods in the past time has 
been called from her urn ; a Power, 
subtler than brute force, and mightier 
than armed men, is at work ; we have 
begun once more to do homage to the 
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Boyaltj of Mind. Yes, that same 
Power which, a few years ago, crowned 
Petrarch in the Capitol, when it wit- 
nessed; after the silence of twelve cen- 
turies, the glories of a triumph, — 
which heaped upon a man of obscure 
birth, and unknown in arms, the same 
honours given of old to emperors and 
the vanquishers of kings, — which 
united in one act of homage even the 
rival houses of Colonna and Orsini, — 
which made the haughtiest patricians 
emulous to bear the train, to touch 
but the purple robe, of the son of 
the Florentine plebeian, — ^which still 
draws the eyes of Europe to the lowly 
cottage of Vaucluse, — which gives to 
the humble student the all-acknow- 
ledged licence to admonish tyrants, 
and approach, with haughty prayers, 
even the Father of the Church ; — ^yes, 
that same Power, which, working 
silently throughout Italy, murmurs 
under the solid base of the Venetian 
oligarchy ;* which, beyond the Alps, 
has wakened into visible and sudden 
life in Spain, in Germany, in Flanders ; 
and which, even in that barbarous 
Isle, conquered by the Norman sword, 
ruled by the bravest of living king8,t 
has roused a spirit Norman cannot 
break — ^kings to rule over must rule 
by — ^yes, that same Power is every- 
where abroad : it speaks, it conquers 
in the voice even of him who is before 
you; it unites in his cause all on 
whom but one glimmering of light 
has burst, all in whom one generous 
desire can be kindled I Know, Lord 

* It was about eight years afterwards 
that the long-smothered hate of the Vene- 
tian people to that wisest and most vigilant 
of all oligarchies, the Sparta of Italy, broke 
out in the conspiracy under Marino Faliero . 

t Edward in., in whose reign opinions 
far more popular than those of the following 
century began to work. The Civil Wars 
threw back the action into the blood. It was 
indeed an age throughout the world which 
put forth abundant blossoms, but crude 
and nnripened fruit ;— a singular leap, fol- 
lowed by as eiogular a pause. 



Vicar, that there is not a man in 
Rome, save our oppressors themselves 
— not a man who has learned one syl- 
lable of our ancient tongue — ^whose 
heart and sword are not with me. 
The peaceful cultivators of letters — 
the proud nobles of the second order 
— ^the rising race, wiser than their 
slothful sires ; above all, my Lord, the 
humbler ministers of religion, priests 
and monks, whom luxury hath not 
blinded, pomp hath not deafened, to 
the monstrous outrage to Christianity 
daily and nightly perpetrated in the 
Christian Capital; these, — all these, 
— are linked with the merchant and 
the artisan in one indissoluble bond, 
waiting but the signal to fidl or to 
conquer, to live freemen, or to die 
martyrs, with Bienzl and their coun- 
try T* 

• " Sayest thou so in trutii ] " said the 
Bishop, startled, and half rising. 
" Prove but thy words, and thou shalt 
not find the ministers of God are 
less eager than their lay brethren for 
the happiness of men." 

" What I say," rejoined Rienzi, in a 
cooler tone, " that can I show ; but I 
may only prove it to those who will 
be with us." 

"Fear me not," answered Raimond : 
" I know well the secret mind of his 
Holiness, whose delegate and repre- 
sentative I am ; and could he see but 
the legitimate and natural limit set to 
the power of the patricians, who, in 
their arrogance, have set at nought 
the authority of the Church itself, be 
sure that he would smile on the hand 
that drew the line. Nay, so certain of 
this am I, that if ye succeed, I, his 
responsible but unworthy vicar, will 
myself sanction the success. But be- 
ware of crude attempts ; the Church 
must not be weakened by linking itself 
to failure." 

"Right, my Lord," answered Rienzi; 
" and in this, the policy of religion is 
that of freedom. Judge of my pru- 
dence by my long delay. Ha "^Vska 
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can Bee all around him impatient — 
lumself not less so— and yet suppress 
the signal, and bide the hour, is not 
likely to lose his cause by rashness." 

" More, then, of this anon," said the 
Bishop, resettling himself in his seat. 
^As thy plans mature, fear not to 
communicate with me. Believe that 
Bome has no firmer friend than he 
who, ordmned to preserve order, finds 
himself impotent against aggression. 
Meanwhile, to the object of my pre- 
sent visit,'which links itself, in some 
measure, perhaps, with the topics on 
which we have conversed. . . Thou 
knowest that when his Holiness in- 
trusted thee with thy present office, 
he bade thee also announce his benefi- 
cent intention of granting a general 
Jubilee at Rome for the year 1560 — a 
most admirable design for two reasons, 
sufficiently apparent to thyself: first, 
that every Christian soul that may 
undertake the pilgrimage to Rome on 
that occasion, may thus obtain a gene- 
ral remission of sins ; and secondly, 
because, to speak carnally, the con- 
course of pilgrims so assembled, usu- 
ally, by the donations and offerings 
their piety suggests, very materially 
add to the revenues of the Holy Bee : 
at this time, by the way, in no very 
flourishing condition. This thou know- 
est, dear Bienzi." 

Bienzi bowed his head in assent, 
and the prelate continued — 

*' "Well, it is with the greatest grief 
that his Holiness perceives that his 
pious intentions are likely to be fhis- 
trated : for so fierce and numerous are 
now the brigands in the public ap- 
proaches to Bome, that, verily, the 
boldest pilgrim may tremble a little 
to undertake the journey ; and those 
who do so venture will, probably, be 
composed of the poorest of the Chris- 
tian commimity, — men who, bringing 
with them neither gold, nor silver, 
nor precious offerings, will have little 
to fear from the rapacity of the bri- 
gandsL Hence arise two consequences: 



on the one hand, the rich — whom. 
Heaven knows, and the Gospel has, 
indeed, expressly declared, have the 
most need of a remission of sina — ^will 
be deprived of this glorious occasion 
for absolution; and, on the other 
hand, the coffers of the Church will 
be impiously defi:«uded of that wealth 
which it would otherwise doubtlesB 
obtain from the zeal of her chUdrau" 

'^ Nothing can be more logically 
manifest, my Lord," said BienzL 

The Vicar continued — ^"Now, in 
letters received five days aince from 
his Holiness, he bade me ezpoee these 
fearful consequences to Chiistiaiiity 
to the various patricians who are le- 
gitimately fiefe of the Churdi, and 
command their resolute combination 
against the marauders of the road. 
With these have I conforred, axuL 
vainly." 

^ For by the aid, and from the 
troops, of those very brigands, these 
patriciam have fortified their palaces 
against each other," added Bienzi. 

"Exactly for that reason," rejoined 
the Bishop. " Nay, Stephen Colomoa 
himself had the audacity to confess it 
Utterly unmoved by the lose to so 
many precious souls, and, I may add, 
to the papal treasury, which ought to 
be little less dear to right-discerning 
men, they refuse to advance a step 
against the bandits. Now, then, 
hearken the second mandate of his 
Holiness : — ' Failing the nobles,* saith 
he, in his prophetic sagacity, * confer 
with Cola di Bienzi. He is a bold 
man, and a pious, and, thou tellest 
me, of great weight with the people ; 
and say to him, that if his wit can 
devise the method for extirpating 
these sons of Belial, and rendering a 
safe passage along the public ways, 
largely, indeed, will he merit at our 
hands, — ^lastmg will be the gratitude 
we shall owe to him; and whatever 
succour thou, and the servants of our 
See, can render to him, let it not be 
stinted.' " 
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"Said liis Holiness thus!" ex- 
daiiued RienzL ''I ask no more — 
the grstitnde is mine that he hath 
thought thus of his serrant, and in- 
trnsted me with this charge; at 
once I accept it — at once I pledge 
myself to saccess. Let ns, my Lord, 
.'let na, ^tiesi, clearly understand the 
Mmits ordained to my discretion. To 
curb ike brigands without the walls, I 
must have authority over those within. 
If I undertake, at peril of my life, to 
clear all the avenues to Eome of the 
robbers who now infest it, shall I have 
fiiU licence for conduct bold, peremp- 
tory, and severe 1 " 

"Such conduct the very nature of 
the charge demand^/' replied ]^- 
mond. 

" Ay — even though it be exercised 
against the arch offenders — against 
the supporters of the brigands — 
again^ the haughtiest of the nobles 
themselves 1 " 

The Bishop paused, and looked hard 
in the fece of the speaker. " I repeat," 
said he, at length, sinking his voice, 
and with a significant tone, " in these 
bold attempts, success is the sole sanc- 
tion. Succeed, and we will excuse 
thee all — even to the— — " 

" Death of a Colonna or an Orsim, 
should justice demand it ;andprovided 
it be according to the law, and only 
incurred by the violation of the law ! " 
added 'Biwam, lirmly. 

The Bishop did not reply in wor^, 
but a slight inotion of his head was 
sufficient answer to Bienzi. 

"My Lord," said he, "from this 
time, then, all is well ; I date the revo- 
lution—the restoration of order, of 
the state — ^from this hour, this very 
conference. Till now, knowing that 
justice must never wbak upon great 
offenders, I had hesitated, through 
fear lest thou and his Holiness might 
deem it severity, and blame him who 
replaces the law, because he smites 
the violators of law. Now I judge ye 
more rightly. Your hand, my Lord." 



The Bishop extended his hand; 
Bienzi grasped it firmly, and then 
raised it respectfully to his lips. 
Both felt that the compact was 
sealed. 

This conference, so long in recital, 
was short in, the reality ; but its ob- 
ject was already finished, and the 
Bishop rose to depart. The outer 
portal of the house was opened, the 
numerous servitors of the Bishop held 
on high their torches, and he had 
just turned from Kienzi, who had at- 
tended him. to the gate, when a female 
passed hastily through the Prelate's 
train, and starting as she beheld 
Bienzi, flung herself at his feet. 

" Qh, hasten. Sir ! hasten, for the 
love of Gk)d, hasten ! or the young 
Signora is lost for ever ! " 

** The Signora ! — ^Heaven and earth, 
Benedetta, of whom do you speak 1 — 
of my sister— of Irene) is she not 
within]" 

" Oh, Sir— theOrsini— the Orsini !" 

" What of th«n ?— speak, woman !" 

Here, breathlessly, and with many 
a break, Benedetta recounted to 
Bienzi, in whom the reader has already 
recognized the brother of Irene, so fiur 
of the adventure with Martino di 
Porto as she had witnessed : of the 
termination and result of the con- 
test she knew nought. 

Bienzi listened in silence ; but the 
deadly paleness of his countenance, 
and the writhing of the nether lip, 
testified the emotions to which he 
gave no audible vent. 

'^ You hear, my Lord Bishop— you 
hear," said he, when Benedetta had 
concluded; and turning to the Bishop, 
whose departure the narrative had de- 
layed — " you hear to what outrage the 
citizens of Bome are subjected. My 
hat and sword! instantly! My Lord, 
forgive my abruptness." 

"Whither art thou bent, then?" 
asked Baimond. 

"Whither— whither!— Ay, I for- 
got, my Lord, yon haxa T^a ^Ja&et. 
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Perhaps, ioo, you had no brother 1 — 
"No, no ; one victim at least I will live 
to save. Whither, yon ask mel — ^to 
the palace of Martino di Porto/' 

''To an Orsini alone, and for 
justice 1" 

"Alone, and for justice !^-'Sq\" 
shouted lUenzi, in a loud voice, as he 
seized his sword, now brought to him 
by one of his servants, and rushed from 
the house ; " but one man is sufficient 
for revenue r 



The Bishop paused for a moment's 
deliberation. '' He must not be lost," 
muttered he, " as he well may be, if 
exposed thus solitary to the wolf s rage. 
What, ho ! " he cried aloud ; " advance 
the torches I— quick, quick I We our- 
self— we, the Vicar of the Pope — ^will 
see to this. Calm yourselves, good 
people ; your young Signora shall be 
restored. On ! to the palace of Mar- 
tino di Porto I " 



CHAPTER YI. 



XREKB IN THB PALAOB Of ADRIAK DI OASTELLO. 



As the Cyprian gazed on the image 
in which he had embodied a youth of 
dreams, what time the living hues 
flushed slowly beneath the marble, — 
BO gazed the young and passionate 
Adrian upon the form reclined before 
him, re-awakening gradually to life. 
And, if the beauty of that fece were 
not of the loftiest or the most dazzling 
order, if its soft and quiet character 
might be outshone by many, of love- 
liness less really perfect, yet never 
was there a countenance that, to some 
eyes, would have seemed more charm- 
ing, and never one in which more 
eloquently was wrought that ineffiible 
and virgin expression which Italian 
art seeks for in its models, — ^in which 
modesty is the outward, and tender- 
ness the latent, expression ; the bloom 
of youth, both of form and heart, ere 
the first fraU and delicate freshness of 
either is brushed away: and when 
even love itself, the only unquiet 
visitant that should be known at such 
an age, is but a sentiment, and not a 
passion! 

** Benedetta !" murmured Irene, at 
length openingher eyes, unconsciously, 
upon him who knelt beside her, — eyes 
of that uncertain, that most liquid 
hue, on which you might gaze for 



years and ' never learn the secret of 
the colour, so changed it with the 
dilating pupil, — darkening in the 
shade, and brightening into azure in 
the light : 

Z " Benedetta," said Irene, " where 
art thou 1 Oh, Benedetta! I have had 
such a dream." 

" And I, too, such a vision T thought 
Adrian. 

" Where am II " cried Irene, rising 
from the couch. " This room — these 
hangings — Holy Virgin ! do I dream 
still ! — and you ! Heavens ! — it is the 
Lord Adrian di Castello !" 

''Is that a name thou hast been 
taught to fear T said Adrian ; " if so, 
I will forswear it." 

If Irene now blushed deeply, it was 
not in that wild delight with which 
her romantic heart might have fore- 
told that she would listen to the first 
words of homage from Adrian di Cas 
tello. Bewildered and confused, — 
terrified at the strangeness of the place 
and shrinking even from the thought 
of finding herself alone with one who 
for years had been present to her 
fancies, — alarm and distress were the 
emotions she felt the most, and whidx 
most were impressed upon her speak- 
ing countenance ; and afi Adrian now 
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drew nearer to her, despite the gentle- 
ness of his voice and the respect of 
his looks, her fears, not the less strong 
that they were vague, increased upon 
her : she retreated to the further end 
of the room, looked wildly round her, 
and then, covering her face with her 
hands, burst into a paroxysm of tears. 

Moved himself by these tears, and 
divining her thoughts, Adrian forgot 
for a moment all the more daring 
wishes he had formed. 

" Fear not, sweet lady," said he, 
earnestly : "recollect thyself, I beseech 
thee ; no peril, no evil can reach thee 
here; it was this hand that saved 
thee from the outrage of the Orsini — 
this roof is but the shelter of a friend ! 
Tell me, then, fair wonder, thy name 
and residence, and I will summon my 
servitors, and guard thee to thy home 
at once." 

Perhaps the relief of tears, even 
more than Adrian's words, restored 
Irene to herself, and enabled her to 
comprehend her novel situation ; and 
as her senses, thus cleared, told her 
what she owed to him whom her 
dreams had so long imaged as the 
ideal of all excellence, sherecoveredher 
self-possession, and uttered her thanks 
with a grace not the less winning, if 
it still partook of embarrassment. 

" Thank me not," answered Adrian, 
passionately. "I have touched thy 
hand — I am repaid. Repaid ! nay, 
all gratitude — all homage is forme to 
sender ! " 

Blushing again, but with far differ- 
ent emotions than before, Irene, after 
a momentary pause, replied, " Yet, my 
Lord, I must consider it a debt the 
more weighty that you speak of it so 
lightly. And now, complete the obli- 
gation. I do not see my companion 
— suffer her to accompany me home ; 
it is but a short way hence." 

"Blessed, then, is the air that I 
liave breathed so unconsciously ! " said 
Adrian. *' But thy companion, dear 
lady, is not here. She fled, I imagine, 

No. 3. 



in the confusion of the conflict ; and 
not knowing thy name, nor being able, 
in thy then state, to learn it from thy. 
lips, it was my happy necessity to 
convey thee hither ; — ^but I will be thy. 
companion. Nay, why that timid 
glance? my people, also, shall at- 
tend us." 

"My thanks, noble Lord, are of 
little worth ; my brother, who is not 
unknown to thee, will thank thee more 
fittingly. May I depart]" and Irene, 
as she spoke, was already at the door. 

" Art thou so eager to leave me ] " 
answered Adrian, sadly. "Alas! when 
thou hast departed from my eyes, it 
will seem as if the moon had left the 
night! — ^but it is happiness to obey 
thy wishes, even though they tear thee 
from me." 

A slight smile parted Irene's lips, 
and Adrian's heart beat audibly to 
himself, as he drew from that smile, 
and those downcast eyes, no unfavour- 
able omen. ' 

Reluctantly and slowly he turned 
towards the door, and summoned his 
attendants. " But," said he, as they 
stood on the lofty staircase, "thou 
sayest, sweet" lady, that thy brother's 
name is not unknown to me. Heaven 
grant that he be, indeed, a friend of 
the Colonna !" 

"His boast," answered Irene, eva- 
sively ; " the boast of Cola di Rienzi 
is, to be a friend to the friends of 
Rome." 

" Holy Virgin of Ara CoeU !— is thy 
brother that extraordinary man?" ex- 
claimed Adrian, as he foresaw, at the 
mention of that name, a barrier to his 
sudden passion. " Alas ! in a Colon- 
na, in a noble, he will see no merit ; 
even though thy fortunate deliverer, 
sweet maiden, sought to be his early 
friend!" 

"Thou wrongest him much, my 
Lord," returned Irene, warmly ; " he 
is a man above all others to sympa- 
thize with thy generous valour, even 
had it been exerted in defe\v<i^ c^l^Jaa 
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humblest woman in Bome, — how 
much more, then, when in protecticm 
of hisfiiBter!" 

" The times are, indeed, diseased/' 
answered Adrian, thoughtfully, as 
thej now found themselYes in the 
open street, "when men who alike 
mourn for the woes of their country 
are yet sospicioas of each other; 
when to be a patrician is to be re- 
garded as an enemy to the people ; 
when to be termed the friend of the 
people is to be coni^dered a foe to the 
patricians : but come what may, oh ! 
let me hope, dear lady, that no doubts, 
no divisions, shall banish from thy 
Iffeast one gentle memory of me t *' 

"Ah ! little, little do you know me ! 
began Irene, and stc^pped suddenly 
short. 

"Speak! speak again! — of what 
music has this envious silence de- 
prived my soul ! Thou wilt not, then, 
foiget me 1 And,*' eontimiied Adrian, 
" we shall meet again ? It is to Bienzi's 
house we are bound now ; to-morrow 
I shall visit my old companion, — to- 
morrow I shall see thee. Will it not 
besor 

In Irene's silenee was her answer. 

^ And as thou hast told me thy bro- 
fiier's name, make it sweet to my ear, 
and add to it thine own." 

"They call me Irene." 

"Irene, Irene) — 1^ me repeat it. 
It is a soft name, and dwells upon the 
lips as if loath to leave them — a fit- 
ting name for one like thee." 

Thus making his welcome court to 
Irene, in that flowered and glowing 
language which, if more peculiar to 
that age and to the gallantly of the 
south, is also the lai^age in which 
the poetry of youthful passion would, 
in all times and lands, utter its rich 
extravagance, could heart speak to 



heart, Adrian conveyed homeward hia 
beautiful charge, taking, however, the 
most drvoiious and lengthened route ; 
an artifice which Irene either per- 
ceived not, or silently forgave. They 
were now within sight of the street in 
which RieDzi dwelt, when a party of 
m^ bearing torches, came unexpect- 
edly upon them. It was the train of 
the Bishop of Orvietto, returning from 
the palace of Martino di Porto, and 
in their way (accompanied by Rienzi) 
to that of Adrian. They had learned 
at the former, without an interview 
with the Orsini, from the retainers in 
the court below, the fortune of the 
conflict, and the name of Irene's cham- 
pion ; and, despite Adrian's general 
reputation for gallantry, Eienzi knew 
enough of his character, and the noble- 
ness of his temper, to feel assured that 
Irene was safe in his protection. Alas t 
in that very safety to the person is 
often the most dimger to the heart. 
Woman never so dangerously le'veSy 
as when he who loves her, for her aake, 
subdues himself. 

Clasped to her brother's bmst, 
Irene bade him thank her deliverer ; 
and Rienzi, with that fascinatingfrank- 
ness which sits so well on those usnaiQy 
reserved, and which all who would 
rule the hearts of their fellow-men 
must at times command, advanced to 
the young Colonna, and poured forth 
his gratitude and praise. 

" We have been severed too long,—: 
we must know each other again," re« 
plied Adrian. " I shall seek thee, ere 
long, be assured." 

Turning to take his leave of Irene, 
he conveyed her hand to his lips, and 
pressing it, as it dropped from his 
clasp, was he deceived in thinking 
that those delicate fingers lightly, |in- 
voluntarily, returned the pressure? 
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CHAPTER TH. 



TTPON LOVE AND lOVBES. 



If, in adopting the legendary lore- 
tale of Borneo and Juliet, Shakespeare 
had changed the scene in which it is 
cast for a more northern clime, we 
may doubt whether the art of Shake- 
speare himself could hsye reconciled 
us at once to the suddenness and the 
strength of Juliet's passion. And, 
even as it is, perhaps there are few 
of our rational and sober-minded is- 
landers who would not honestly con- 
fess, if Mrly questioned, that they 
deem the romance and fervour of 
tiiose ill-starred lovers of Verona ex- 
aggerated and over-drawn. Yet, in 
Italy, the picture of that affection bom 
of a night— but " strong as death" — 
is one to which the veriest common- 
places of life would afford parallels 
without number. As in different ages, 
80 in different climes, love varies 
wonderfully in the shapes it takes. 
And even at this day, beneath Italian 
skies, many a rample girl would feel 
as Juliet, and many a homely gallant 
would rival theextravaganceof Romeo. 
Lfmg suits in that sunny land, wherein, 
ae whereof, I now write, are unknown. 
In no o^er land, perhaps, is there 
found so commonly the love at first 
mght, which in France is a jest, and in 
England a doubt ; in no other land, 
too, is love, though so suddenly con- 
ceived, more faithfully preserved. That 
which is ripened in fency comes at 
once to passion, yet is embalmed 
through all time by sentiment. And 
this must be my and their excuse, if 
the love of Adrian seem too prema- 
turely formed, and that of Irene too 
lomontically conceived ; — it is the ex- 
ense which they take from the air and 
nm, from the customs of their an- 
eestors, from the soft contagion of 
example. But while they yielded to 



the dictates of their hearts, it wbb 
with a certain though secret sadness 
— ^a presentiment that had, perhaps, 
its charm, though It was of cross and 
evil. Bom of so proud a race, Adrian 
could scarcely dream of marriage wi& 
the sister of a plebeian ; and Irene^ 
unconscious of the future gloiy of her 
brother, could hardly have cherished 
any hope, save that of being loved. 
Yet these adverse ciroumstanoeB, 
which, in the harder, the more pm- 
dent, the more self-denying, perhaps 
the more virtuous minds, that are 
formed beneath the northern skies, 
would have been an inducement to 
wrestle against love so placed, oni^ 
contributed to feed and to strengthen 
iheire by an opposition which has ever 
its attraction for romance. They found 
firequent, though short, opportunitiea 
of meeting— not quite alone, but only 
in the conniving presence of Bene- 
detta : sometimes in the public gar- 
dens, sometimes amidst the vast and 
deserted nuns by which the house of 
Rienzi was surrounded. They sur- 
rendered themselves, without much 
question of the future, to the excite- 
ment — theelysium — of the hour: they 
lived but from day to day ; their future 
was the next time they should meet ; 
beyond that epoch, the very mists of 
their youthful love closed in obscurity 
and shadow which they sought not to 
penetrate : and as yet they had not ar- 
rived at that period of affection when 
there was danger of their fall, — their 
love had not passed the golden portal 
where Heaven ceases and Earth begins. 
Everything for them was the poetty, 
the vagueness, the refinement,— ^ot 
the power, the concentration, the 
mortality,— of desire 1 The look— the 
whisper — the brief ^leoiBaLX^ ^1 ^^^ 
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hand, — at most, the first kisses of love, 
rare and few, — these marked the hu- 
man limits of that sentiment which 
filled them with a new life, which 
elevated them as with a new soul. 

The roving tendencies of Adrian 
were at once fixed and centered ; the 
dreams of his tender mistress had 
awakened to a life dreaming still, but 
"rounded with h truth." AU that 
earnestness, and energy, and fervour 
of emotion, which, in her brother, 
broke forth in the schemes of patriot- 
ism and the aspirations of power, 
were, in Irene, softened down into one 
object of existence, one concentration 
of BOul,---and that was love. Yet, in 
this range of thought and action, so 
apparently limited, there was, in 
reality, no less boundless a sphere 
than in the wide space of her bro- 
ther's many-pathed ambition. Not 
the less had she the power and scope 
for all the loftiest capacities granted 
to our clay. Equal was her enthu- 
siasm for her idol; equal, had she 
been equally tried, would have been 
her generosity, her devotion : — 
greater, be sure, her courage; more 
inalienable her worship; more un- 
sullied by selfish purposes and sordid 
views. Time, change, misfortune, 
ingratitude, would have left her the 
same! What state could fall, what 
liberty decay, if the zeal of man's 
noisy patriotism were as pure as the 
silent loyalty of a woman's love ? 
^ In them everything was young!— \ 



the heart nnchilled, unblighted, — 
that fulness and luxuriance of life's 
life which has in it something of 
divine. At that age, when it seems 
as if we could never die, how death- 
less, how flushed and mighty as with 
the youngness of a god, is all that our 
hearts create ! Our own youth is like 
that of the earth itself, when it peo- 
pled the woods and waters with divi- 
nities; when life ran riot, and yet 
only gave birth to beauty; — all its 
shapes, of poetry, — all its airs, the 
melodies of Arcady and Olympus ! 
The Golden Age never leaves the 
world : it exists still, and shall exist, 
till love, health, poetry, are no more ; 
but only for the young ! 

If I now dwell, though but for a 
moment, on this interlude in a drama 
calling forth more masculine passions 
than that of love, it is because I fore- 
see that the occasion will but rarely 
recur. If I linger on the description 
of Irene and her hidden affection, 
rather than wait for circumstances to 
portray them better than the author's 
words can, it is because I foresee that 
that loving and lovely image must 
continue to the last rather a shadow 
than a portrait, — ^thrown in the back- 
ground, as is the real destiny of such 
natures, by bolder figures and more 
gorgeous colours ; a something whose, 
presence is rather felt than seen, and 
whose very harmony with the whole 
consists in its retiring and subdued 
repose. 



CHAPTER Till. 

THE SKTHUSIASTIO MAN JUDGED BT THE DISOREET MAN. 



" Thoit wrongest me," said Rienzi, 
warmly, to Adrian, as they sat alone, 
towards the close of a long conference; 
"I do not play the part of a mere 
demagogue; I wish not to stir the 



great deeps in order that my lees of 
fortune may rise to the surface. So 
long have I brooded over the past, 
that it seems to me as if I had become 
a part of it — as if I had no separate 



THE LAST OP THE TBIBUNES. 



87 



existence. I have coined my whole 
soul into one master passion, — and its 
end is the restoration of Borne." 

" But by what means ] " 

" My Lord ! my Lord ! there is but 
one way to restore the greatness of a 
people — it is an appeal to the people 
themselves. It is not in the power of 
princes and barons to make a state 
permanently glorious ; they raise 
themselves, but they raise not the 
people with them. All great rege- 
nerations are the universal movement 
of the mass." 

"Nay," answered Adrian, "then 
have we read history differently. To 
me, all. great regenerations seem to 
have been the work of the few, and 
tacitly accepted by the multitude. 
But let us not dispute after the man- 
ner of the schools. Thou sayest loudly 
that a vast crisis is at hand ; that the 
€k)od Estate (fyaono stato) shall be 
established. Howl where are your 
arms ]— your soldiers ] Are the nobles 
less strong than heretofore] is the 
mob more bold, more constant ] 
Heaven knows that I speak not with 
the prejudices of my order — I weep 
for the debasement of my country ! 
I am a Boman, and in that name I 
forget that I am a noble. But I 
tremble at the storm you would raise 
so hazardously. If your insurrection 
succeed, it will be violent : it will be 
purchased by blood — ^by the blood of 
all the loftiest names of Bome. You 
will aim at a second expulsion of the 
Tarquins ; but it will be more like a 
second proscription of Sylla. Massa- 
cres and disorders never pave the way 
to peace. If, on the other hand, you 
fail, the chains of Bome are riveted 
for ever : an ineffectual struggle to 
escape is but an excuse for additional 
tortures to the slave." 

"And what, then, would the Lord 
Adrian have us do ? " said Bienzi, with 
that peculiar and sarcastic smile which 
has before been noted. "Shall we 
wait till the Colonna and Orsini 



quarrel no more ? shall we ask the 
Colonna for liberty, and the Orsini for 
justice] My Lord, we cannot appeal 
to the nobles against the nobles. We 
must not ask them to moderate 
their power; we must restore to our- 
selves that power. There may be dan- 
ger in the attempt — ^but we attempt 
it amongst the monuments of the 
Forum : and if we fall — ^we shall perish 
worthy of our sires ! Ye have high 
descent, and sounding titles, and wide 
lands, and you talk of your ancestral 
honours ! We, too, — :we plebeians of 
Bome, — ^we have ours! Our fathers 
were freemen I where is our heritage] 
not sold— not given away : but stolen 
from us, now by fraud, now by force 
— filched from us in our sleep; or 
wrung from us with fierce hands, 
amidst our cries and struggles. My 
Lord, we but ask that lawful heritage 
to be restored to us : to us — nay, to 
you it is the same ; your liberty, alike, 
is gone. Can you dwell in your other's 
house, without towers, and fortresses, 
and the bought swords of bravos] 
can you walk in the streets at dark 
without arms and followers] True, 
you, a noble, may retaliate ; though 
we dare not. You, in your turn, may 
terrify and outrage others ; but does 
licence compensate for liberty] They 
have given you pomp imd power — but 
the siSety of equal laws were a better 
gift. Oh, were I you — ^were I Stephen 
Colonna himself, I should pant, ay, 
thirstily as I do now, for that free air 
which comes not through bars and 
bulwarks against my fellow-citizens, 
but in the open space of Heaven- 
safe, because protected by the silent 
Providence of Law, and not by the 
lean fears and hollow-eyed suspicions 
which are the comrades of a hated 
power. The tyrant thinks he is free, 
because he commands slaves: the 
meanest peasant in a free state is 
more free than he is. Oh, my Lord, 
that you — the brave, the generous, 
the enlightened — yo^i, «&ssl^<«X» ^^^^ 
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amidst your order, in the knowledge 
that we had a country — oh, would 
that you who can sympathise with 
our BufieringSy would strike with us 
for their redress I " 

"Thou wilt war against Stephen 
Colonna, my kinsman ; and though I 
have seen him hut little, nor, truth to 
■ay, esteem him much, yet he is the 
boast of our house, — ^how can I join 
theer 

" His life will be sale, his posses- 
sioDBBafe, his rank safe. What do 
we war against? His power to do 
wrong to others." 

"Should he discorer that thou hast 
force beyond words, he would be less 
mercifiil to ihee" 

"And has he not discovered that 1 
Do not the shouts of the people tell 
kim that I am a man whom he should 
foarl Does he — the cautious, the 
wily, the profound — does he build 
fortresses, and erect towers) and not 
■ee from his battlements the mighty 
fiibric that I, too, have erected ] " 

" You ! where, Rienzi ? '* 

" In the hearts of Rome f Does he 
not seel" continued RienzL "No, 
no; he— all, all his tribe are blind. 
IsitnotsoT 

* " Of a certainty, my kinsman has 
BO belief in your power, else he would 
have crushed you long ere this. Nay, 
it was but three days ago that he said, 
garnAj, he would rather you ad- 
dressed the populace than the best 
priest in Christendom ; for that other 
orators inflamed the crowd, and no 
man so stilled and diq>erBed them as 
you did." 

" And I called him profound ! Does 
not Heaven hush the air most when 
most it prepares the storm? Ay, 
my Lord, I understand. Stephen 
€olonna despises me. I have been " 
— (here, as he continued, a deep blush 
mantied over his cheek) — "you re- 
member it— at his palace in my 
younger days, and pleased him with 
fritig^ iaJcB and light apoj^thegmfi. 



Nay — ^ha ! ha 1 — ^he would call me, I 
think, sometimes, in gay compliment^ 
his jester — his buffoon ! I have 
brooked his insult ; I have even bowed 
to his applause. I would undergo the 
same penance, stoop to the same 
shame, for the same motive, and in 
the same cause. What did I desire to 
effect? Can you tell me 1 No! I 
will whisper it, then, to you : it was 
— the contempt of Stephen Colonna. 
Under that contempt I was protected, 
till protection became no longer ne- 
cessary. I desired not to be thought 
formidable by the patricians, in order 
that, quietly and unsuspected, I might 
make my way amongst the people. 
I have done so ; I now throw aside 
the mask. Face to &ce with Stephen 
Colonna, I could tell him, this very 
hour, that I brave his anger ; that I 
laugh at his dungeons and armed, 
men. But if he think me the same 
Bienzi as of old, let him ; I can wait 
my hour." 

"Yet," said Adrian, widving an 
answer to the haughty language of 
his companion, "tell me, what dost 
thou ask for the people, in order to 
avoid an appeal to their passions? — 
ignorant and capricious as they are, 
thou canst not appeal to their reason." 

" I ask full justice and safety for 
all men. I will be contented with no 
less a compromise. I ask the nobles 
to dismantle' their fortresses ; to dis- 
band their armed retainers; to ac- 
knowledge no impunity for crime in 
high lineage ; to claim no protection 
save in the courts of the common 
kw." 

" Vain desire ! " said Adrian. " Ask 
what may yet be granted." 

" Ha — ^ha ! " replied Rienzi, laughr 
ing bitterly, "did I not tell you it 
was a vain dream to ask for law and 
justice at the hands of the great? 
Can you blame me, then, that I ask 
it elsewhere ? " Then, suddenly change 
ing his tone and manner, he added 
with great solemmtyw Waking UAs 
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liaib &1b0 aad yain dreams; but 
sleep is sometimes a mighty prophet 
37 sleep it is that Heav^i mysteri- 
oody communes with its creatures, 
and guides and sustains its earthly 
agents in the path to which its provi- 
deaoe kads tibtem on." 

Adxian made no reply. This was 
not the first time he had noted that 
Bienzi's strong intellect was stiang^ly 
conjoined with a deep and mystical 
superstition. And this yet more iur 
clined the young noble^ who, though 
sufficiently devout^ yielded but little 
to the wilder credulities of the time, 



to doubt the succe» of the schemer's 
projects. In this he erred greatly, 
though his error was that of the 
w(»*ldly wise. For nothing ever so 
inspires human daring, as the fond 
belief that it is the agent of a Diyiner 
Wisdom. Bevenge and patriotism, 
united in one man of genius and am- 
bition — such are the ArchimediaA 
levers that find, in fakatioism, the spot 
otrf of the world by which to move 
the world. The prudent man may 
direct a stafte ; but it is the enthusiast 
who regenerates it^— or ruins. 



CHAPTEB IX. 



' WHEN THE PEOPLE SAW THIS PICTUSE, SYESY OHS lUSVELLEn. 



Befobe the market-place,and at the 
foot of the Capitol, an immense*crowd 
was assembled. Each man sought to 
push before his neighbour; each 
struggled to gain access to one parti- 
cular spot, round which the crowd was 
wedged thick and dense. 

" Corpo di Dio ! ** said a man of 
huge stature, pressing onward, like 
some bulky ship, casting the noisy 
waves right and left from its prow, 
*' this is hot work ; but for what, in 
the holy Mother's name, do ye crowd 
so ? See you not. Sir Bibald, that my 
right arm is disabled, swathed, and 
bandaged, so that I camiot help 
myself better than a baby] and yet 
you push against me as if I were an 
old wall r 

"Ah, Cecco del Yecchio! — ^what, 
man I we must make way for you — 
you are too smaQ and tender to bustle 
through a crowd ! Come, I will pro- 
tect you J " said a dwarf of some four 
&ethigh, glancing up at the giant. 

" Faith,'' said the grim smith, look- 
ing zDund on the mob, who laughed 



loud at the dwarfs proffer, ''we all 
do want protection, big and smaQ. 
What do you laugh for, ye apes? — ay, 
you don't understand parables." 

** And yet it is a parable we are 
come to gaze upon," said one of the 
mob, with a slight sneer. 

** Pleasant day to you. Signer Ba- 
roncelK," answered Cecco delVecchio ; 
" you are a good man, and love the 
people; it xnakes one's heart smile 
to see you. What's all this pother 
fori" 

" Why the Pipe's Notary hath set 
up a great picture in the market- 
place, and the gapers say it relates 
to Borne ; so they are melting their 
brains out, this hot day, to guess at 
the riddle." 

" Ho ! ho ! " said the smith, push- 
ing on so vigorously that he left the 
speaker suddenly in the rear; ''if 
Cola di Bienzi hath aught in the 
matter, I would break through stone 
rocks to get to it" 

" Much good win a dead daub do 
us,"saidBaronce]li,sourly,and tumin^i^ 
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to his neighbours ; but no man listened 
to him, and he, a would-be demagogue, 
gnawed his lip in envy. 

Amidst half-awed groans and curses 
from the men whom he jostled aside, 
and open objurgations and shrill cries 
from the women, to whoso robes and 
head-gear he showed as little respect, 
the sturdy smith won his way to a 
space fenced round by chains, in the 
centre of which was placed a huge 
picture. 

" How came it hither? " cried one ; 
" I was first at the market." 

*' We found it here at day-break," 
said a vender of fruit : " no one was 

by." 

" But why do you fancy Rienzi had 
ahandinit]" 

" Why, who else could ] " answered 
twenty voices. 

" True ! Who elseV' echoed the 
gaunt smith. " I dare be sworn the 
good man spent the whole night in 
painting it himself. Blood of St. 
Peter ! but it is mighty fine I What 
is it about r* 

*' That 's the 'riddle," said a medi- 
tative fish-woman ; '' if I could make 
it out, I should die happy." 

" It is something about liberty and 
taxes, no doubt," said Luigi, the 
butcher, leaning over the chains. 
" Ah, if Kienzi were minded, every 
poor man would have his bit of meat 
in his pot." 

" And as much bread as he could 
eat," added a pale baker. 

" Chut ! bread and meat— every- 
body has that now ! — but what wine 
the poor folks drink! One has no 
encouragement to take pains with 
one's vineyard," said a vine-dresser. 

" Ho, hollo !— long life to Pandulfo 
di Quido ! make way for master Pan- 
dulfo ; he is a learned man ; he is a 
friend of the great Notary's ; he will 
tell us all about the picture; make 
way, there— make way I " 

Slowly and modestly, Pandulfo di 
Quido, a quiet, wealthy, and honest 



man of letters, whom nought save the 
violence of the times could have 
roused from his tranquil home, or his 
studious closet, passed to the chains. 
He looked long and hard at the pic- 
ture, which was bright with new, and 
yet moist colours, and exhibited some- 
what of the reviving art, which, 
though hard and harsh in its features, 
was about that time visible, and, 
carried to a far higher degree, we 
yet gaze upon in the paintings of 
Perugino, who flourished during the 
succeeding generation. The people 
pressed round the learned man, with 
open mouths ; now turning their eyes 
to the picture, now to Pandulfo. 

" Know you not," at length said 
Pandulfo, " the easy and palpable 
meaning of this design ] Behold how 
the painter has presented to you & 
vast and stormy sea — mark how its 
waves — " 

" Speak louder — louder I " shouted 
the impatient crowd. 

" Hush ! " cried those in the imme^ 
diate vicinity of Pandulfo, " the worthy 
Signer is perfectly audible ! '* 

Meanwhile, some of the more witty^ 
pushing towards a stall in the market- 
place, bore from it a rough table, from 
which they besought Pandulfo to 
address the people. The pale citizen, 
with some pain and shame, for he was 
no practised spokesman, was obliged 
to assent ; but when he cast his eyes 
over the vast and breathless crowd, 
his own deep sympathy with their 
cause inspired and emboldened him. 
A light broke from his eyes; his 
voice swelled into power; and his 
head, usually buried in his breast, 
became erect and commanding in its 
air. 

" You see before you in the picture" 
(he began again) "a mighty and 
tempestuous sea : upon its waves you 
behold five ships ; four of them are 
already wrecks, — their masts are 
broken, the waves are dashing 
through the rent planks, they are 
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past all aid and liope : on each of 
these ships lies the corpse of a woman. 
See jou not, in the wan fswie and livid 
limbs, how fidthfully the limner hath 
painted the hues and loathsomeness 
of death 1 Below each of these ships 
is a word that applies the metaphor 
to truth. Yonder, you see the name 
of Carthage ; the other three are Troy, 
Jerusalem, and Babylon. To these 
four is one common inscription. ' To 
exhaustion were we brought by in- 
justice ! ' Turn now your eyes to the 
middle of the sea, — ^there you behold 
the fifth ship, tossed amidst the waves, 
her mast broken, her rudder gone, 
her sails shivered, but not yet a wreck 
like the rest, though she soon may be. 
On her deck kneels a female, clothed 
in mourning ; mark the wo upon her 
countenance, — how cunningly the 
artist has conveyed its depth and 
desolation ; she stretches out her arms 
in prayer, she implores your and 
-Heaven's assistance. Mark now the 
superscription — 'This is Rome!' — 
Yes, it is your country that addresses 
you in this emblem ! " 

The crowd waved to and fro, and a 
deep murmur crept gathering over 
the silence which they had hitherto 
kept. 

" 'Now/* continued Pandulfo, "turn 
your gaze to the right of the picture, 
and you will behold the cause of the 
tempest, — ^you will see why the fifth 
vessel is thus perilled, and her sisters 
are thus wrecked. Mark, four diflfer- 
ent kinds of animals, who, from their 
horrid jaws, send forth the winds and 
storms which torture and rack the 
sea. The first are the lions, the wolves, 
the bears. These, the inscription tells 
you, are the lawless and savage signers 
of the state. The next are the dogs 



and swine, — ^these are the evil coun- 
sellors and parasites. Thirdly, you 
behold the dragons and the foxes,— 
and these are false judges and notaries, 
and they who sell justice. Fourthly, 
in the hares, the goats, the apes, that 
assist in creating the storm, you per- 
ceive, by the inscription, the emblems 
of the popular thieves and homicides, 
ravishers and spoliators. Are ye 
bewildered still, Romans ! or have 
ye mastered the riddle of the pic- 
ture ] " 

Far in their massive palaces the 
Savelli and Orsini heard the echo of 
the shouts that answered the question 
of Pandulfo. 

" Are ye, then, without hope ! " 
resumed the scholar, as the shout 
ceased, and hushing, with the first 
sound of his voice, the ejaculations 
and speeches which each man had 
turned to utter to his neighbour. 
"Are ye without hopel Doth the 
picture, which shows your tribulation, 
promise you no redemption 1 Behold, 
above that angry sea, the heavens 
open, and the majesty of God descends 
gloriously, as to judgment : and, from 
the rays that surround the Spirit of 
God extend two flaming swords, and 
on those swords stand, in wrath, but 
in deliverance, the two patron saints 
— the two mighty guardians of youF 
city I People of Rome, ferewell I tho 
parable is finished."* 



* M. Sismondi attributes to Rienzi a fine 
oration at the showing of the picture, in 
which he thundered against the vices of the 
patricians. The contemporary biographer 
of Rienzi says nothing of this harangue. 
But, apparently (since history has its liber- 
ties as well as fiction), M. Sismondi has 
thought it convenient to confound two OGoa- 
sions very distinct in themselves. 
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CHAPTER X. 



A lOUQH SPIBIZ BIXEOD, WHICH XAT HBBEAFTES BJOTD IHI YXKABAi 



Whilb thus aaimated was the scene 
around the Capitol, toiihin one of the 
apartments of the palace sat the agent 
i^ prime cause of that excitement 
In the company of his quiet scribes^ 
Bienzi appeared absorbed in the 
patittit details of his avocation. While 
the murmur and the hum, the shout 
and the tramp, of multitudes, rolled 
to his chamber, he seemed not to 
heed them, nor to rouse himself a 
moment from his task. With the 
unbroken regn^ilarity of an automaton, 
he continued to enter in his large 
book, and with the dear and beautiful 
characters of the period, those damn- 
ing figures which taught him, better 
than declamations, the frauds prac- 
tised on the people, and armed him 
with that weapon of plain £u:t which 
it la so difficult for abuse to parry. 

« Pi^ 2, Vol. R," said he, in the 
tranquil voice of business, to the 
clerks ; " see there, the profits of the 
salt duty; department No. 3 — ^very 
well. Page 9, Vol D.— what is the 
account rendered by Yescobaldi, the 
collector) What! twelve thousand 
florins] — no more? — unconscionable 
rascal !" (Here was a loud shout with- 
out of ' Pandulfo ! — long live Pan- 
dulfo ! ') " Pastrucci, my friend, your 
head wanders; you are listening to 
the noise without — ^please to amuse 
yourself with the calculation I en- 
trusted to you. Santi, what is the 
entry given in by Antonio Tralli?" 

A slight tap was heard at the door, 
and Pandulfo entered. 

The clerks continued their labour, 
though they looked up hastily at the 
pale and respectable visitor, whose 
name, to their great astonishment, had 
thus become a popular cry. 



''Ah, my friend,^ said Sienzi, 
calmly enough in voice, but his hands 
trembled with ill-suppressed emotJoPy 
" you would speak to me alone, eh 1 
well, well, — ^this way." Thus sayings 
he led the citizen into a small cabinet 
in the rear of the room of office, care- 
fully shut the door, and then givias 
himself up to the natural impatience 
of his character, seized Pandulfo by 
the hand : " Speak ! " cried he : '' d« 
they take the interpretation 1 — have 
you made it plain and palpabla 
enough 1 — has it sunk deep into thair 
souls r* 

« Oh, by St. Peter ! yes !" retnmfid 
the citizen, whose spirits were ele- 
vated by his recent discovery that ha, 
too, was an orator— a luxurious ple^ 
sure for a timid man. " They swal- 
lowed every word of the interpreta- 
tion ; they are moved to the marrow 
— you might lead them this very hoar 
to battle, and find them heroes. As 
for the sturdy smith — " 

"What! Cecco del Vecchiol" 
interrupted Bienzi; "ah, his heart 
is wrought in bronze — what did he ? * 

" Why, he caught me by the hem 
of my robe as I descended my rostrum^ 
(oh ! would you could have seen me .i— • 
perfede I had caught your mantle ! — 
I was a second you !) and said, weep- 
ing like a child, * Ah, Signor, I am. 
but a poor man, and of little worth ; 
but if every drop of blood in this body 
were a li£e, I would give it for my 
country ! ' " 

" Brave soul," said Rienzi, with 
emotion ; " would Eome had but fifty 
such I No man hath done us more 
good among his own class than Cecco 
del Vecchio.'* 

" They feel a protection in his very 
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aze,' said Pandnifo. "It is some- 
thing to hear sudi big words &oin 
such a big fellow." 

" Were there any voices lifted in 
disapprobation of the picture and its 
sentiment 1" 

" None." 

" The time is nearly ripe, then— a 
few sons more, and the fruit must be 
gathered. The Aventine, — ^the Late- 
rally — and then the aolibary trumpet!" 
Thns saying, Bienzi, with folded arms 
and downcast eyes, seemed sunk into 
a reveria 

**By the way," said Pandulfo, "I 
had almost forgot to tell thee, that 
the crowd wovM have poured them- 
8d<T«s hither, so impatient were they 
.to see thee; but I bade Cecco del 
Yecdbao mount the rostrum, and tell 
them, in his blunt way, that it would 
beuBseemly at the present time, when 
thoa wert engaged in the Capitol on 
«iyil and holy afiaira, to rush in so 
great a body into thy presence. Did 
i not right r' 

" Most right, my Pandulfo." 

** But Gecco del Vecchio says he 
must come and kiss thy hand: and 
tiiAu mayst expect him here the 
moment he can escape unobserved 
feom the crowd.". 

^ He is welcomo ! " said Rioizi, half 
mechaaically, for he was still absorbed 
in. thought. 

" And, lo ! here he is," — as one of 
the scribes aamonnced the visit of the 



*' Let him be admitted ! " said 
Bieaozi, seating himHijlf c-omposedly. 

When the huge smith found himself 
in the presence of Bienzi, it amused 
Pandulfo to perceive the wonderful 
. mflu^ices of mind over matter. That 
fierce and sturdy giant, who, in all 
popular commotions, towered above 
his tribe, with thews of stone, and 
nerves of iron, the rallying point 
and bulwark of the rest, — stood now 
colouring and trembling before the 
intellect, which (so had the eloquent 



spirit of Bienzi waked and fiinned the 
spark which, till then, had lain dQ]> 
mant in that rough bosom) might 
almost be said to have seated his own. 
And he, indeed, who first arouses in 
the bondsman the sense and soul of 
freedom, comes as near as is permitted 
to man, nearer than: the philosopher, 
nearer even than the poet, to the great 
creative attribute of God! — But, if 
the breast be uneducated, the gift may 
curse the giver ; and he who passes at 
once from the slave to the freeman may 
pass as rapidly from the freeman to 
the ruffian* 

" Approach, my friend," said Bienz^ 
after a moment's pause ; " I know all 
that thou hast done, and wouldst do, 
for Rome ! Thou art worthy of her 
best days, and thou art bom to share 
in their return." 

The smith dropped at the feet of 
Bienzi, who held out his hand to raise 
him, which Cecco del Yecchio seized, 
and reverentially kissed. 

** This kiss does not betray," said 
Bienzi, smiling ; " but rise, my friend, 
— ^this posture is only due to God and 
his saints!" 

'' He is a saint who helps us at 
need !" said the smith, bluntiy, ''and 
that no man has done as thou hast. 
But when," he added, sinking his 
voice, and fixing his eyes hard on 
Bienzi, as one may do who waits a 
signal to strike a blow, "when — when 
shall we make the great effort V' 

** Thou hast spoken to all the brave 
men in thy neighbourhood, — are they 
well prepared]" 

" To live or die,as Bienzi bids them!" 

" I must have the list — the number 
— ^names — houses and callings, this 
night." 

" Thou Shalt." 

" Each man must sign his name or 
mark with his own hand."^ 

« It shall be done." 

" Then, harkye ! attend Pandulfo 
di Guido at his house this evening, at 
sunset. He shall instruct the^^ ^b^&T^ 
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to meet this night some brave hearts ; — 
thou art worthy to be ranked amongst 
them. Thou wilt not fail ! " 

" By the holy Stairs ! I will count 
every minute till then," said the 
smith, his swarthy face lighted with 
pride at the confidence shown him. 

" Meanwhile, watch all your neigh- 
bours ; let no man flag or grow faint- 
hearted, — none of thy friends must be 
branded as a traitor ! " 

" I will cut his throat, were he my 
own mother's son, if I find one pledged 
man flinch ! " said the fierce smith. 

" Ha, ha ! " rejoined Rienzi, with 
that strange laugh which belonged to 
him; "a miracle! a miracle! The 
Picture speaks now ! " 

It was already nearly dusk when 
Bienzi left the Capitol. The broad 
space before its walls was empty and 
deserted, and wrapping his mantle 
closely round him, he walked mus- 
ingly on. 

" I have almost climbed the height," 
thought he, " and now the precipice 
yawns before me. If I fail, what a 
fall! The last hope of my country 
falls with me. Never will a noble rise 
against the nobles. Never will another 
plebeian have the opportunities and 
the power that I have! Rome is 
bound up with me — ^with a single life. 
The liberties of all time are fixed to a 
reed that a wind may uproot. But oh, 
Providence! hast thou not reserved 
and marked me for great deeds 1 
How, step by step, have I been led on 
to this solemn enterprise ! How has 
each hour prepared its successor ! And 
yet what danger ! if the inconstant 
people, made cowardly by long thral- 
dom, do but waver in the crisis, I am 
swept away ! " 



As he spoke, he raised his eyes, and 
lo, before him, the first star of twilight 
shone calmly down upon the crum- 
bling remnants of the Tarpeian Rock. 
It was no favouring omen, and Rien- 
zi's heart beat quicker as that dark 
and ruined mass frowned thus sud- 
denly on his gaze. 

*' Dread monument," thought he, 
" of what dark catastrophes, to what 
unknown schemes, hast thou been the 
witness! To how many enterprises, 
on which history is dumb, hast thou 
set the seal ! How know we whether 
they were criminal or justi How 
know we whether he, thus doomed as 
a traitor, would not, if successful, have 
been immortalized as a deliverer 1 
If I fidl, who will write my chronicle 1 
One of the people 1 alas! blinded 
and ignorant, they furnish forth no 
minds that can appeal to posterity. 
One of the patricians 1 in what 
colours then shall I be painted ! No 
tomb ■ will rise for me amidst the 
wrecks ;yno hand scatter flowers upon, 
my grave ! " 

Thus meditating on the verge of 
that mighty enterprise to which he 
had devoted himself, Rienzi pursued 
his way. He gained the Tiber, and 
paused for a few moments beside ita 
legendary stream, over which the pur- 
ple and star-lit heaven shone deeply 
down. He crossed the bridge which 
leads to the quarter of the Trastevere, 
whose haughty inhabitants yet boast 
themselves the sole true descendants 
of the ancient Romans. Here his 
step grew quicker and more light; 
brighter, if less solemn, thoughts 
crowded upon his breast; and am- 
bition, lulled for a moment, left his 
strained and over-laboured mind to 
the reign of a softer passion. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



NINA DI BASELLI. 



" I TOLL yoTi, Lucia, I do not love 
those stuffs ; they do not become me. 
Saw you ever so poor a dyel — ^this 
purple, indeed ! that crimson! Why 
did you let the man leave them? 
Let him take them elsewhere to-mor- 
row. They may suit the signoras on 
the other side the Tiber, who imagine 
everything Venetian must be perfect ; 
but I, Lucia, / see with my own eyes, 
and judge from my own mind." 

" Ah, dear lady," said the serving- 
maid, " if you were, as you doubtless 
will be, some time or other, a grand 
signora, how worthily you would wear 
the honours! Santa Cecilia ! no other 
dame in Rome would be looked at 
while the Lady Kina were by ! " 

" Would we not teach them what 
pomp was]" answered Nina. "Oh! 
what festivals would we hold ! Saw 
you not from the gallery the revels 
given last week by the Lady Giulia 
SavelUI" 

" Ay, signora; and when you walked 
up the hall in your silver and pearl 
tissue, there ran such a murmur 
through the gallery ; every one cried, 
' The Savelli have entertained an 
angel!''* 

" Pish ! Lucia ; no flattery, girl." 

" It is naked truth, lady. But that 
was a revel, was it not ] There was 
grandeur! — fifty servitors in scarlet 
and gold ! and the music playing all 
the while. The minstrels were sent 
for from Bergamo. Did not that 
festival please youl Ah, I warrant 
many were the fine speeches made to 
you that day ! " 

" Heigho ! — ^no, there was one voice 
wanting, and all the music was marred. 
But, girl, were / the Lady Giulia, I 
would not have been contented with 
60 poor a revel.* 



" How, poor ! Why all the nobles 
say it outdid the proudest marriage- 
feast of the Colonna. Nay, a Nea- 
politan who sat next me, and who had 
served under the young Queen Joanna, 
at her marriage, says, that even Naples 
was outshone." 

" That may be. I know nought of 
Naples ; but I know what my court 
should have been, were I what — ^what 
I am not, and may never be ! The 
banquet vessels should have been of 
gold ; the cups jewelled to the brim ; 
not an inch of the rude pavement should 
have been visible; all should have 
glowed with cloth of gold. The foun- 
tain in the court should have showered 
up the perfumes of the East; my 
pages should not have been rough 
youths, blushing at their own uncouth- 
ness, but fair boys, who had not told 
their twelfth year, culled from the 
daintiest palaces of Rome ; and, as for 
the music, oh, Lucia ! — each musician 
should have worn a chaplet, and de- 
served it; and he who played best 
should have had a reward, to inspire 
all the rest — a rose from me. Saw 
you, too, the Lady Giulia's rebel 
What colours ! they might have put 
out the sun at noonday ! — ^yellow, and 
blue, and orange, and scarlet! Oh, 
sweet Saints ! — ^but my eyes ached all 
the next day ! " 

" Doubtless, the Lady Giulia lacks 
your skill in the mixture of colours," 
said the complaisant waiting-woman. 

" And then, too, what a mien ! — no 
royalty in it ! She moved along the 
hall, so that her train well nigh 
tripped her every moment ; and then 
she said, with a foolish laugh, ' These 
holyday robes are but troublesome 
luxuries.' Troth, for the great there 
should be no holyday robes ; 'tia for 
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myself, not for others, that I would 
attire 1 Every day should have its 
new robe, more gorgeous than the last; 
—every day should be a holyday ! " 

"Methought," said Lucia, "that 
the Lord Giovanni Orsini seemed very 
devoted to my Lady." 

" He 1 the bear 1 " 

'* Bear, he may be t but he has a 
cofitly skin. His riches are untold." 

'' And the fool knows not how to 
qpend them." 

" Was not that the young Lord 
Adrian who^spoke to you just by the 
columns, where the music played ] " 

" It might be,— I forget" 

** Yet, I hear that few ladies forget 
when Lord Adrian di Castello woos 
thenu" 

" There was but one man whose 
company seemed to me worth the 
recollection," answered Nina, unheed- 
ing the insinuation of the artful hand- 
maid. 

, " And who was he 1 " asked Lucia. 
i' ** The old scholar from Avignon ! " 

" What ! he with the gray beardl 
Oh, Signora ! ** 

" Yes," said Nina^ with a grave and 
iad voice ; " when he spoke, the whole 
scene vanished from my eyes, — for he 
spoke to me of Him ! " 

As she said this, the Signora sighed 
deeply, and the tears gathered to her 
eyes. 

The waiting-woman raised her lips 
in disdain, and her looks in wonder ; 
but she did not dare to venture areply. 

" Open the lattice," said Nina, after 
a pause, "and give me yon paper. 
Not that, girl — but the verses sent 
me yesterday. What ! art thou Ita- 
lian, and dost thou not know, by 
instinct, that I spoke of the rhyme of 
Petrarch 1" 

Seated by the open casement, 
through which the moonlight stole 
soft and sheen, with one lamp beside 
her, from which she seemed to shade 
her eyes, though in reality she sought 
to hide her countenance from Lacia> 



the young Signora appeared absorbed 
in one of those tender sonnets which 
then turned the brains and inflamed 
the hearts of Italy.* 

Bom of an impoverished house, 
which, though boasting its descent 
from a consular race of Rome, scarcely 
at that day maintained a rank 
amongst the inferior order of nobilitj, 
Nina di Raselli was the spoiled child 
— the idol and the tyrant — of her 
parents. The energetic and self-willed 
character of her mind made her ndo 
where she should have obeyed ; axkd-SB 
in all ages dispositions can conquer 
custom, she had, though in a dkna 
and land where the young and wia 
married of her sex are usually chained 
and fettered, assumed, and by aasnm* 
ing won, the prerogative of indepeoid* 
ence. She possessed, it is true, mate 
learning and more genius than gene* 
rally fell to the share of women in 
that day ; and enough of both to be 
deemed a miracle by her parents,* — 
she had, also, what they valued moire, 
a surpassing beauty ; and, what thegr 
feared more, an indomitable haughti- 
ness ;— a haughtiness mixed with s 
thousand soft and endearing qualitaaa 
where she loved ; and which, indeed, 
where she loved, seemed to vanish* 
At once vain yet high-minded, ve> 
solute yet impassioned, there waa m 
gorgeous magnificence in her veij 
vanity and splendour, — an ideality^ 
her waywardness: her defects made 
a part of her brilliancy ; without them 
she would have seemed less wonum ; 
and, knowing her, you would have 
compared all women by her standard. 



• Although it is true that the love Mi&> 
nets of Petrarch were not then, as now, the 
most esteemed of his works, yet it has been 
a great, though a common error, to repre- 
sent them as little known and coldly ad^ 
mired. Their effect was, in reality, pro- 
digious and universaL Every ballad-singer 
sung them in the streets, and (says Filippo 
Yillani), " Grarissimi nesoiebant abstinere** 
—** Even the gravest could not abstain from 
them." 
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SeAerqialitiea be^de l^r seemed not 
more charming, but more insipid. 
She had no vulgar amlotton, for she 
had obstinately refused numy al- 
liauees which the daughter of Baselli 
conld scarcely have hoped to form. 
The imtntored minds and savage 
power of the Soman noUes seemed to 
her imagination, which was fall of the 
%>oetry of rank, its luxury and its 
graces, as something barbarous and 
revolting, at once to be dreaded and 
dei^ised. She had, therefore, passed 
lier twentieth year mmiarried, but 
not without love. The faults, them- 
selves, of her character, elevated that 
ideal of love which she had formed. 
She required some being round whom 
all her vainer qualities could rally ; 
she felt that where she loved she must 
adore ; she dmnanded no common idol 
before which to humble so strong and 
imperious a mmd. Unlike women of 
a gentler mould, who desire, for a 
idiort period, to exercise the caprices 
of sweet empire, — when she loved she 
m«8t cease to command ,* and pride, 
«t once, be humbled to devotion. So 
lare were the qualities that could 
attract her ; so imperiously did her 
haughtiness require that those quali- 
ties should be above her own, yet of 
the same order; that her love elevated 
its object like a god. Accustomed to 
despise, she felt all the luxury it is to 
venerate \ And if it w^e her lot to 
be united with one thus loved, her 
nature was that which might become 
elevated by the nature that it gazed 
on. For her beauty — Reader, shouldst 
thou ever go to Rome, thou wilt see 
in the Capitol the picture of the Cu- 
mssan Sibyl, which, often copied, no 
copy can even feintly represent. I 
beseech thee, mistake not this sibyl 
Ua another, for the Roman galleries 
abound in sibyls.* The sibyl I speak 



* The ribyi referred to is the well-known 
one hy Dcnnenichino. As a mere work of 
art, that by €Kierelno, called the Persian 



of is dark, and the ihce has an Eastem 
cast ; the robe and turban, gorgeous 
though they be, grow dim before the 
rich, but transparent roses of the 
ohedc ; the hair would be black, save 
for that golden glow which meUows it 
to a hue and lustre never seen but in 
the south, and even in the south most 
rare ; the features, not Grecian, are yet 
faultless ; the mouth, the brow, the 
ripe and exquisite contour, aU are 
human and voluptuous ; the expres- 
sion, the aspect, is something more ; 
the form is, perhaps, too full for the 
perfection of loveliness, for the pro- 
portions of sculpture, for the delicacy 
of Athenian models; but the luxu- 
riant fault has a majesty. Gaze long 
upon that picture : it charms, yet 
commands, the eye. While you gaze, 
you call back five centuries. You see 
before you the breathing image of 
Kina^Raselli! 

But it was not those ingenions and 
elaborate conceits in which Petrarch, 
great Poet though he be, has so often 
mistaken pedantry for passion, that 
absorbed at that moment the attention 
of the beautiful Nina. Her eyes rested 
not on the page, but on the garden 
that stretched below the casement. 
Over the old fruit-trees and hanging 
vines fell the moonshine ; and in the 
centre of the green, but half-neglected 
sward, the waters of a small and circu- 
lar fountain, whose perfect propor- 
ticAS spoke of days long past, played 
and sparkled in the starlight. The 
scene was still and beautiful; but 
neither of its stillness nor its beauty 
thought Nina: towards one, the 
gloomiest and most rugged, spot in 
the whole garden, turned her gaze; 
there, the trees stood densely massed 
together, and shut from view the loW 
but heavy wall which encircled the 
mansion of Raselli. The boughs on 



sibyl, in the same collection, is perhaps 
superior ; but in beauty, in character, there 
is no comjmrison. , 
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those trees stirred gently, but Nina 
saw them wave; and now from the 
copse emerged, slowly and cautiously, 
a solitary figure, whose shadow threw 
itself, long and dark, over the sward. 
It approached the window, and a low 
voice breathed Nina's name. 

" Quick, Lucia ! *' cried she, breath- 
lessly, turning to her handmaid : 
" quick ! the rope-ladder ! it is he ! he 
is come ! How slow you are ! haste, 
girl, — ^he may be discovered ! There, 
— joy> — joy J — My lover! my 
hero I my Bienzi ! " 

" It is you ! " said Bienzi, as, now 
entering the chamber, he wound his 
arms around her half-averted form, 
"and what is night to others is day 
to me ! " 

The first sweet moments of welcome 
were over ; and Rienzi was seated at 
the feet of his mistress : his head 
rested on her knees — his fauce looking 
up to hers — ^their hands clasped each 
in each. 

" And for me thou bravest these 
dangers ! " said the lover ; " the 
shame of discovery, the wrath of 
thy parents ! " 

" But what are my perils to thine 1 
Oh, Heaven ! if my father found thee 
here thou wouldst die ! " 

*' He would think it then so great 
a humiliation, that thou, beautiful 
Nina, who mightst match with the 
haughtiest names of Rome, shouldst 
waste thy love on a plebeian — even 
though the grandson of an emperor ! " 

The proud heart of Nina could 
sympathize well with the wounded 
pride of her lover : she detected the 
soreness which lurked beneath his 
answer, carelessly as it was uttered. 

" Hast thou not told me," she said, 
" of that great Marius, who was no 
noble, but from whom the loftiest 
Colonna would rejoice to claim his 
descent 1 and do I not know in thee 
one who shall yet eclipse the power 
of Marius, unsullied by his vices ] " 

"Delicious flattery! sweet pro- 



phet!" said Rienzi, with a melan- 
choly smile ; "never were thy support- 
ing promises of the future more 
welcome to me than now ; for to thee 
I will say what I would utter to none 
else — my soul half sinks beneath the 
mighty burthen I have heaped upon 
it. I want new courage as the dread 
hour approaches ; and from thy words 
and looks 1 drink it." 

" Oh ! " answered Nina, blushing 
as she spoke, " glorious is indeed the 
lot which 1 have bought by my love 
for thee : glorious to share thy 
schemes, to cheer thee in doubt, to 
whisper hope to thee in danger." 

"And give grace to me in triumph ! " 
added Rienzi, passionately. " Ah ! 
should the future ever place upon 
these brows the laurel-wreath due to 
one who has saved his country, what 
joy, what recompence, to lay it at thy 
feet! Perhaps, in those long and 
solitary hours of languor and exhaus- 
tion which fill up the interstices of 
time, — the dull space for sober 
thought between the epochs of excit- 
ing action, — perhaps I should have 
failed and flagged, and renounced 
even my dreams for Rome, had they 
not been linked also with my dreams 
for thee ! — had I not pictured to my- 
self the hour when my fate should 
elevate me beyond my birth ; when 
i thy sire would deem it no disgrace to 
give thee to my arms'; when thou, 
' too, shouldst stand amidst the dames 
, of Rome, more honoured, as more 
' beautiful, than all; and when I should 
I see that pomp, which my own. soul 
, disdains,* made dear and grateful to 
' me because associated with thee ! 
Yes, It is these thoughts that have in- 
spired me, when sterner ones have 
shrunk back appalled from the 
spectres that surround their goal. 



* " Quern semper abhorrui sicut cenuxn ** 
is the expression used by Rienzi, in his let- 
ter to his friend at Avignon, and which was 
probably sincere. Men rarely act according 
to the bias of their 0¥m tastes. 
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And oh! my Nina, sacred, strong, 
enduring must be, indeed, the love 
which lives in the same pure and ele- 
vated air as that which sustains my 
hopes of liberty and fame ! " 

This was the language which, more 
even than the vows of fidelity and the 
dear adulation which springs from 
the heart's exuberance, had bound 
the proud and vain soul of Nina to 
the chains that it so willingly wore. 
Perhaps, indeed, in the absence of 
Eienzi, her weaker nature pictured to 
herself the triumph of humbling the 
high-bom signoras, and eclipsing the 
barbarous magnificence of the chiefs 
of Rome; but in his presence, and 
listening to his more elevated and 
generous ambition, as yet all unsul- 
lied by one private feeling save the 
hope of her, her higher sympathies 
were enlisted with his schemes, her 
mind aspired to raise itself to the 
height of his, and she thought less of 
her own rise than of his glory. It 
was sweet to her pride to be the sole 
confidante of his most secret thoughts, 
as of his most hardy undertakings ; 
to see bared before her that intricate 
and plotting spirit; to be admitted 
even to the knowledge of its doubts 
and weakness, as of its heroism and 
power. 

Nothing could be more contrasted 
than the loves of Rienzi and Nina, 
and those of Adrian and Irene: in 
the latter, all were the dreams, the 
phantasies, the extravagance, of 
youth; they never talked of the 
future ; they mingled no other aspi- 
rations with those of love. Ambition, 
glory, the world's high objects, were 
nothing to them when together; 
their love had swallowed up the 
world, and left nothing visible be- 
neath the sun, save itself. But the 
passion of Nina and her lover was 
that of more complicated natures and 



more mature years : it was made up 
of a thousand feelings, each naturally 
severed from each, but compelled into 
one focus by the mighty concentra- 
tion of love; their talk was of the 
world; it was from the world thai 
they drew the aliment which sus- 
tained it ; it was of the future they 
spoke and thought; of its dreamg 
and imagined glories they made 
themselves a home and altar; their 
love had in it more of the Intellectual 
than that of Adrian and Irene; it was 
more fitted for this hard earth ; it had 
in it, also, more of the leaven of the 
later and iron days, and less of poetry 
and the first golden age. 

" And must thou leave me now 1 ** 
said Nina, her cheek no more averted 
from his lips, nor her form from his 
parting embrace. " The moon is high 
yet ; it is but a little hour thou hast 
given me." 

"An hour! Alas!" said Riend, 
"it is near upon midnight — our 
friends await me." 

"Go, then, my soul's best half I 
go; Nina shall not detain thee one 
moment from those higher objects 
which make thee so dear to Nina. 
When — ^when shall we meet again ! " 

"Not," said Rienzi, proudly, and 
with all his soul upon his brow, " not 
thus, by stealth ! no ! nor as I thus 
have met thee, the obscure and con- 
temned bondsman I When next thou 
seest me, it shall be at the head of the 
sons of Rome ! her champion ! her 

restorer ! or '* said he, sinking 

his voice — 

"There is no or!'* interrupted 
Nina, weaving her arms round him, 
and catching his enthusiasm ; " thou 
hast uttered thine own destiny ! " 

" One kiss more I — farewell !■ — ^the 
tenth day from the morrow shines 
upon the restoration of Rome ! "^ 



No. 4. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



THE STBANOE ADYSItTUKSS THAT BEFEL WALTER SE MONTREAL. 



It was upon that same evening, and 
while the earlier stars yet shone over 
the city, that Walter de Montreal, re- 
turning, alone, to the convent 'then 
associated with the church of Santa 
Maria del Priorata (both of which 
belonged to the Knights of the Hos- 
pital, and in the first of which Mon- 
treal had taken his lodgment), paused 
amidst the ruins and desolation which 
lay around his path. Though little 
skilled in the classic memories and 
associations of the spot, he could not 
but be impressed with the surround- 
ing witnesses of departed empire; 
the vast skeleton, as it were, of the 
dead giantess. 

**Now," thought he, as he gazed 
around upon the roofless columns and 
shattered walls, everywhere visible, 
over which the starlight shone, ghastly 
and transparent, backed by the frown- 
ing and embattled fortresses of the 
Frangipani, half hid by the dark 
foliage that sprung up amidst the 
very fanes and palaces of old — Nature 
exulting over the frailer Art ; " now," 
thought he, " bookmen would be in- 
spired, by this scene, with fantastic 
and dreaming visions of the past. 
But to me these monuments of high 
ambition and royal splendour create 
only images of the future. Rome may 
yet be, with her seven-hilled diadem, 
as Rome has been before, the prize of 
the strongest hand and the boldest 
warrior, — revived, not by her own 
degenerate sons, but the infused blood 
of a new race. William the Bastard 
could scarce have found the hardy 
Englishers so easy a conquest as Wal- 
ter the Well-bom may find these 
eunuch Romans. And which conquest 
were the more glorious, — the barbarou s 
Isle, or the Metropolis of the World 1 



Short step from the general to the 
podcsta — shorter step from the podesta 
to the king !" 

While thus revolving his wild, yet 
not altogether chimerical ambition, a 
quick light step was heard amidst the 
long herbage, and, looking up, Mon- 
treal perceived the figure of a tall 
female descending from that part of 
the hill then covered by many con- 
vents, towards the base of the A ventine. 
She supported her steps with a long 
staff, and moved with such elasticity 
and erectness, that now, as her face 
became visible by the starlight, it was 
surprising to perceive that it was the 
face of one advanced in years, — a 
harsh, proud countenance, withered, 
and ideeply wrinkled, but not without 
a certain regularity of outline. 

" Merciful Virgin !" cried Montreal, 
starting back as that &ce gleamed 
upon him : " is it possible 1 It is she ! 

—it is " 

He sprung forward, and stood right 
before the old woman, who seemed 
equally surprised, though more dis- 
mayed, at the sight of Montreal. 

"I have sought thee for years," 
said the Knight, first breaking the 
silence ; '* years, long years, — thy 
conscience can tell thee why." 

"Mine, man of blood!" cried the 
female, treml)ling with rage or fear ; 
" darest thou talk of conscience 1 That . 
the dishonourer — the robber-^— tic 
professed homicide ! Thou, disgrato 
to knighthood and to birth ! That . 
with the cross of chastity and of peaei 
upon thy breast ! Thou talk of col 
science, hypocrite ! — thou 1" 

"Lady — lady!" said Montreal 
dcprecatingly, and almost quail in.i 
beneath the fiery passion of that feeM 
woman, " I have sinned against thc^ 
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and thine. Bnt remember all my 
excuses! — early love — ^feital obstacles 
— ^rash vow — ^irresistible temptation ! 
Perhaps," he added, in a more 
haughty tone, " perhaps, yet, I may 
have the power to atone my error, 
and wring, with mailed hand, from 
the successor of St Peter, who hath 

power to loose as to bind " 

" Peijured and abandoned I " in- 
terrupted the female ; " dost thou 
dream that violence can purchase ab- 
solution, or that thou canst ever atone 
the past ?~a noble name disgraced, 
a father's broken heart and dying 
curse I Yes, that curse, I hear it now ! 
it rings upon me thrillingly, as when 
I watched the expiring clay ! it cleaves 
to thee — it pursues thee — it shall 
pierce thee through thy corselet — it 
shall smite thee in the meridian of 
thy power! Genius waated— ambi- 
tion blasted — ^penitence deferred — ^a 
life of brawls, and a death of shame 
— ^thy destruction the offspring of thy 
crime I — To this, to this, an old man's 
curse hath doomed thee ! — ^And thou 

▲RT BOOHSD !" 

These words were rather shrieked 
than spoken: and the flashing eye, 
the lifted hand, the dilated form of 
the speaker — the hour — the solilude 
of the ruins around— all conspired to 
give to the fearful execration the 
character of prophecy. The warrior, 
against whose undaunted breast a hun- 
dred spears had shivered in vain, fell 
appalled and humbled to the ground. 
He seized the hem of his fierce de- 
nouncer's robe, and cried, in a choked 
and hollow voice, " Spare me ! spare 
me!" 

" Spare thee !" said the unrelenting 
crone; "hast ^um ever spared man 
in thy hatred, or woman in thy lust ? 
Ah, grovel in the dust! — crouch — 
crouch ! — wild beast as thou art ! 
whose sleek skin and beautiful hues 
have taught the imwary to be blind 
to the talons that rend, and the 
grinders that devour;— crouch^ that 



the foot of the old and impotent may 
spurn thee !" 

" Hag !" cried Montreal, in the re- 
action of sudden fury and maddened 
pride, springinguptothe full height of 
his stature. " Hag ! thou hast passed 
the limits to which, remembering who 
thou art, my forbearance gave thee 
licence. I had well-nigh forgot that 
thou hadst assumed my part — I am 
the Accuser ! Woman ! — the boy !— 
shrink not ! equivocate not ! lie not ! 
— ^thou wert the thief!" 

"I was. Thou taughtest me the 
lesson how to steal a " 

" Render — ^restore him !" interrupted 
Montreal, stamping on the ground 
with such force that the splinters of 
the marble fragments on which he 
stood shivered under his armed heel. 

The woman little heeded a violence 
at which the fiercest warrior of Italy 
might have trembled; but she did 
not make an immediate answer. The 
character of her countenance altered 
from passion into an expression of 
grave, Intent, and melancholy thought. 
At length she replied to Montreal ; 
whose hand had wandered to his dag- 
ger-hilt, with the instinct of long 
habit, whenever enraged or thwarted, 
rather than from any design of blood ; 
which, stem and vindictive as he wap, 
he would have been incapable of form- 
ing against any woman, — ^much less 
against the <me then before him. 

" Walter de Montreal," said she, in 
a voice so calm that it almost sounded 
like that of compassion, *' the boy, I 
think, has never known brother or 
sister : the only child ofa once haughty 
and lordly race, on both sides, though 
now on both dishonoured — ^nay, why 
so impatient? thou wilt soon learn 
the worst — the boy is dead !" 

" Dead ! " repeated Montreal, re- 
coiling and growing pale ; '* dead ! — 
no, no — say not that ! He has a 
mother, — you know he has ! — a fond, 
meekhearted, anxious, hoping mother I 
—no !— no, he is not dead r 
k2 
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*' Thou canst feel, then, for a 
mother 1" said the old woman, seem- 
ingly touched by the tone of the Pro- 
yen9al. " Yet, bethink thee ; is it not 
better that the grave should save him 
from a life of riot, of bloodshed, and 
of crime 1 Better to sleep with God 
than to wake with the fiends !" 

" Dead ! " echoed Montreal ; " dead ! 
— ^the pretty one ! — so young ! — those 
eyes — the mother's eyes — closed so 
soon]" 

" Hast thou aught else to say 1 Thy 

• sight scares my very womanhood from 
my soul ! — let me be gone." 

"Dead! — ^may I believe theel or 
dost thou mock me ] Thou hast 
uttered thy curse, hearken to my 
warning : — If thou hast lied in this, 
thy last hour shall dismay thee, and 
thy death-bed shall be the death-bed 

• of despair I " 

" Thy lips," replied the female, with 
a scornful smile, " are better adapted 
for lewd vows to unhappy maidens, 
than for the denunciations which 
. sound solemn only when coming from 
the good. Farewell!" 

" Stay ! inexorable woman I stay ! 
— where sleeps he ? Masses shall be 
sung ! priests shall pray ! — the sins 
of the father shall not be visited on 
.that young head I" 

"At Florence !" returned the woman, 
hastily. "But no stone records the 
departed one ! — The dead boy had no 
name !" 

Waiting for no further question- 
ings, the woman now passed on, — 
pursued her way ; — and the long 
herbage, and the winding descent, 
soon snatched her ill-omened appari- 
tion from the desolate landscape. 

Montreal, thus alone, sunk with a 
deep and heavy sigh upon the ground, 
covered his face with his hands, and 
burst into an agony of grief ; his chest 
heaved, his whole frame trembled, 
and he wept and sobbed aloud, with 
all the fearful vehemence of a man 
whose passions are strong and fierce. 



but to whom the violence of grief 
alone is novel and unfamiliar. 

He remained thus, prostrate and 
unmanned, for a considerable time, 
growing slowly and gradually more 
calm as tears relieved his emotion; 
and, at length, rather indulging a 
gloomy reverie than a passionate grief. 
The moon was high and the hour late 
when he arose, and then few traces of 
the past excitement remained upon 
his countenance ; for Walter de Mon- 
treal was not of that mould in which 
woe can force a settlement, or to 
which any affliction can bring the 
continued and habitual melancholy 
that darkens those who feel more 
enduringly, though with emotions 
less stormy. His were the elementa 
of the true Franc character, though 
carried to excess: his sternest and 
his deepest qualities were mingled 
with fickleness and caprice ; his pro- 
found sagacity often frustrated by a 
whim ; his towering ambition deserted 
for some frivolous temptation; and 
his elastic, sanguine, and high-spirited 
nature, faithful only to the desire of 
military glory, to the poetry of a 
daring and. stormy life, and to the 
susceptibilities of that tender passion 
without whose colourings no portrait- 
of chivalry is complete, and in which 
he was capable of a sentiment, a ten- 
derness, and a loyal devotion, which 
could hardly have been supposed com- 
patible with his reckless levity and 
his undisciplined career. 

" Well," said he, as he rose slowly, 
folded his mantle round him, and 
resumed his way, "it was not for 
myself I grieved thus. But the pang 
is past, and the worst is known. 
Now, then, back to those things that 
never die — restless projects and daring- 
schemes. That hag's curse keeps my 
blood cold still, and this solitude has 
something in it weird and awful. 
Ha ! — ^what sudden light is that V* 

The light which caught Montreal's 
eye broke forth almost like a star. 
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scarcely larger, indeed, but more red 
and intense in its ray. Of itself it 
was nothing uncommon, and might 
have shone either from convent or 
cottage. But it streamed from a part 
of the Aventine which contained no 
habitations of the living, but only the 
empty ruins and shattered porticoes, 
of which even the names and memo- 
ries of the ancient inhabitants were 
dead. Aware of this, Montreal felt 
a slight awe (as the beam threw its 
:6teady light over the dreary land- 
scape) ; for he was not without the 
knightly superstitions of the age, and 
it was now the witching hour conse- 
crated to ghost and spirit. But fear, 
whether of this world or the next, 
could not long daunt the mind of the 
hardy freebooter; and, after a short 
hesitation, he resolved to make a 
digression from his way, and ascertain 
the cause of the phenomenon. Uncon- 
sciously, the martial tread of the 
barbarian passed over the site of the 
£9,med, or infamous. Temple of Isis, 
which had once witnessed those 
wildest orgies commemorated by 
Juvenal; and came at last to a thick 
and dark copse, from an opening in 
the centre of which gleamed the mys- 
terious light. Penetrating the gloomy 
foliage, the Kjiight now found him- 
self before a large ruin, grey and 
roofless, from within which came, 
indistinct and muffled, the sound of 
voices. Through a rent in the wall, 
forming a kind of casement, and 
About ten feet from the ground, the 
light now broke over the matted and 
Tank soil, embedded, as it were, in 
vast masses of shade, and streaming 
through a mouldering portico hard at 
hand. The Provenjal stood, though 
iie knew it not, on the very place 
once consecrated by the Temple : the 
Portico and the Library of Liberty 
(the first public library instituted in 
Rome), The wall of the ruin was 
covered with innumerable creepers 
;and wild brushwood, and it required 



but little a^ty on the part of Mon- 
treal, by the help of these, to raise 
himself to the height of the aper- 
ture, and, concealed by the luxuriant 
foliage, to gaze within. He saw a 
table, lighted with tapers, in the 
centre of which was a crucifix; a 
dagger, unsheathed; an open scroll, 
which the event proved to be of sacred 
character; and a brazen bowl. About 
a hundred men, in cloaks, and with 
black vizards, stood motionless around ; 
and one, taller than the rest, without 
disguise or mask — ^whose pale brow 
and stem features seemed by that 
light yet paler and yet more stem — 
appeared to be concluding some 
address to his companions. 

" Yes," said he, " in the church of 
the Lateran I will make the last 
appeal to the people. Supported by 
the Vicar of the Pope, myself an officer 
of the Pontifi*, it will be seen that Re- 
ligion and Liberty — the heroes and 
the martyrs — are united in one cause. 
After that time, words are idle ; action 
must begin. By this crucifix I pledge 
my faith, on this blade I devote my 
life, to the regeneration of Rome ! 
And you (then no need for mask or 
mantle !), when the solitary trump is 
heard, when the solitary horseman is 
seen, — youy swear to rally round the 
standard of the Republic, and resist 
— with heart and hand, with life and 
soul, in defiance of death, and in hope 
of redemption — the arms of the op- 
pressor 1 " 

" We swear — ^we swear!" exclaimed 
every voice : and, crowding toward 
cross and weapon, the tapers were 
obscured by the intervening throng, 
and Montreal could not perceive the 
ceremony, nor hear the muttered for- 
mula of the oath : but he could guess 
that the rite then common to conspi- 
racies — and which required each con- 
spirator to shed some drops of his own 
blood, in token that life itself was 
devoted to the enterprise — ^had not 
been omitted; when, the group ag,aln 
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receding, the same figure as before 
had addressed the meeting, holding 
on high the bowl with both hands, — 
while from the left arm, which was 
bared, the blood weltered slowly, and 
trickled^ drop by drop, upon the 
ground, — said, in a solemn voice and 
up-turned eyes : 

'' Amidst the ruins of thy temple, 
O Liberty ! we, Bomans, dedicate to 
thee this libation! We, beMended 
and inspired by no unreid and fiibled 
idols, but by the Lord of Hosts, and 
Him who, descending to earth, ap- 
pealed not to emperors and to princes, 
but to the fisherman and the peasant, 
—giving to the lowly and the poor 
the mission of Kevelation." Then, 
turning suddenly to his companions, 
as his features, singularly varying in 
their character and expression, bright- 
ened, from solemn awe, into a martial 



and kindling enthusiasm, he cried 
aloud, " Death to the Tyranny ! Life 
to the Eepublic I " The effect of the 
transition was startling. Each man, 
as by an involuntary and irresistible 
impulse, laid his hand upon Ms sword, 
as he echoed the sentiment; some, 
indeed, drew forth their blades, as if 
for instant action. 

"I have seen enow: they will 
break up anon," said Montreal to him- 
self: ''and I would rather fiice an 
army of thousands, than even half- 
a-dozen enthusiasts, so inflamed, — and 
I thus detected." And, with this 
thought, he dropped on the ground, 
and glided away, as, onoe again, 
through the still midnight air, broke 
upon his ear the muffled ^out — 
"Death to the Tyranht! — ^Lifbto 

THE BSPUBUC !" 



THE LAST OF THE TRIBUNES. 



55 



BOOK II. 

THE REVOLUTION. 

< Ogni Lasoivia, ogni male, nulla giustizia, nullo freno. Non o'era pin remedla, ogni 
persona periva. AUora Cola di Rienzi." iio.^Vita di Cola di Rienzit lib. i. ohap. 2. 

* Every kind of lewdness, e^ery form of evil ; no justice, no restraint. Remedy there 
was none ; perdition fell on all. Then Cola di Rienzi,** Scc-^Life cf Cola di Rienei, 



CHAPTER I. 



THB KNIGHT OF PROYENOE, AND HIS PBOPOSAL. 



It was nearly noon as Adrian en- 
tered the gatesof the palace of Stephen 
Colonna. The palaces of the nobles 
were not then as we see them now, 
receptacles for the immortal canvas of 
Italian^ and the imperishable sculpture 
of Grecian Art ; but still to this day are 
retained the massive walls^ and barred 
windows, and spacious courts, which 
at that time protected their rude re- 
tainers. High above the gates rose' a 
lofty and solid tower, whose height 
commanded a wide view of the muti- 
lated remains of Rome : the gate itself 
was adorned and strengthened on 
either side by columns of granite, 
whose Doric capitals betrayed the 
sacrilege that had torn them from one 
of the many temples that had formerly 
crowded the sacred Forum. From the 
same spoils came,too,the vast fragments 
of travertine which made the walls of 
the outer court. So common at that 
day were these barbarous appropria- 
tions of the most precious monuments 
of art, that the columns and domes of 
earlier Rome were regarded by all 
classes but as quarries, from which 
every man was free to gather the ma- 
terials^ whether for his castle or his 



cottage, — a wantonness of outrage far 
greater than the Goths', to whom a 
later age would fain have attributed 
all the disgrace, and which, more per- 
haps than even heavier offences, exi 
cited the classical indignation of 
Petrarch, and made him sympathise 
with Rienzi in his hopes of Rome. 
StUl may you see the churches of that 
or even earlier dates, of the most 
shapeless architecture, built on the 
sites, and from the marbles, conse- 
crating (rather than consecrated by) 
the names of Yenus, of Jupiter, of 
Minerva. The palace of the Prince of 
the Orsini, duke of Gravina, is yet 
reared above the graceful arches (still 
visible) of the theatre of Marcellus; 
then a fortress of the SavellL 

As Adrian passed the court, a heavy 
waggon blocked up the way, laden 
with huge marbles, dug from the 
unexhausted mine of the €k)lden 
House of Nero : they were intended 
for an additional tower, by which 
Stephen Colonna proposed yet more to 
strengthen the tasteless and barbarous 
edifice in which the old noble main* 
tained the dignity of outraging the 
law. 
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The friend of Petrarch and the pupil 
of Rienzi sighed deeply as he passed 
this vehicle of new spoliations, and as 
a pillar of fluted alabaster, rolling care- 
lessly from the waggon, fell with a 
loud crash upon the pavement. At 
the foot of the stairs grouped some 
dozen of the bandits whom the old 
Colonna entertained : they were play- 
ing at dice upon an ancient tomb, the 
clear and deep inscription on which 
(so different from the slovenly charac- 
ter of the later empire) bespoke it a 
memorial of the most power^l age of 
Home, and which, now empty even of 
ashes, and upset, served for a table to 
these foreign savages, and was strewn, 
even at that early hour, with fragments 
of meat and flasks of wine. They 
scarcely stirred, they scarcely looked 
up, as the young noble passed them ; 
and their fierce oaths and loud ejacu- 
lations, uttered in a northern patois, 
grated harsh upon his ear, as he 
mounted, with a slow step, the lofty 
and unclean stairs. He came into a 
vast ante-chamber, which was half- 
filled with the higher class of the pa- 
trician's retainers: some five or six 
pages, chosen from the inferior no- 
blesse, congregated by a narrow and 
deep sunk casement, were discussing 
the grave matters of gallantry and 
intrigue ; three petty chieftains of the 
band below, with their corselets donned, 
and their swords and casques beside 
them, were sitting, stolid and silent, 
at a table, in the middle of the room, 
and might have been taken for auto- 
matons, save for the solemn regularity 
with which they ever and anon lifted 
to their moustachioed lips their seve- 
ral goblets, and then, with a compla- 
cent grunt, re-settled to their contem- 
plations. Striking was the contrast 
which their northern phlegm presented 
to a crowd of Italian clients, and pe- 
titioners, and parasites, who walked 
restlessly to and fro, talking loudly to 
each other, with all the vehement ges- 
tures and varying physiognomy of 



southern vivacity. There was a gene- 
ral stir and sensation as Adrian broke 
upon this miscellaneous company. 
The bandit captains nodded their 
heads mechanically ; the pages bowed, 
and admired the fiishion of his plume 
and hose ; the clients, and petitioners, 
and parasites, crowded round him, 
each with a separate request for inte- 
rest with his potent kinsman. Great 
need had Adrian of his wonted urba- 
nity and address, in extricating him- 
self from their grasp ; and painfully 
did he win, at last, the low and narrow 
door, at which stood a tall servitor, 
who admitted or rejected the appli- 
cants, according to his interest or 
caprice. 

"Is the Baron alone?" asked Adrian. 

"Why, no, my Lord: a foreign signer 
is with him — but to you he is of course 
visible." 

" Well, you may admit me. I would 
inquire of his health." 

The servitor opened the door — 
through whose aperture peered many 
a jealous and wistful eye — and con- 
signed Adrian to the guidance of a 
page, who, older and of greater esteem 
than the loiterers in the ante-room, 
was the especial henchman of the Lord 
of the Castle. Passing another, but 
empty chamber, vast and dreary, 
Adrian found himself in a small cabi- 
net, and in the presence of his kins- 
man. 

Before a table, bearing the imple- 
ments of writing, sate the old Colonna : 
a robe of rich furs and velvet hung 
loose upon his tall and stately frame ; 
from a round skull-cap, of comforting 
warmth and crimson hue, a few grey 
locks descended, and nixed with a 
long and reverent beard. The coun- 
tenance of the aged noble, who had 
long passed his eightieth yeai*, still 
retained the traces of a comeliness for 
which in earlier manhood he was re- 
markable. His eyes, if deep-sunken, 
were still keen and lively, and sparkled 
with all the fire of youth ; his mouth 
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curved upward in a pleasant, though 
half-satiric, smile ; and his appearance 
on the whole was prepossessing and 
commanding, indicating rather the 
high blood, the shrewd wit, and the 
gallant valour of the patrician, than 
his craft, hypocrisy, and habitual but 
disdainful spirit of oppression. 

Stephen Colonna, without being ab- 
solutely a hero, was indeed far braver 
than most of the Romans, though he 
held fast to the Italian maxim — never 
to fight an enemy while it is possible 
to cheat him. Two faults, however, 
marred the effect of his sagacity : a 
supreme insolence of disposition, and 
a profound belief in the lights of his 
experience. He was incapable of ana- 
logy. What had never happened in 
his time, he was perfectly persuaded 
never could happen. Thus, though 
generally esteemed an able diplomatist, 
he had the cunning of the intriguant, 
and not the providence of a statesman. 
If, however, pride made him arrogant 
in prosperity, it supported him in mis- 
fortune. And in the earlier vicissi- 
tudes of a life which had partly been 
consumed in exile, he had developed 
many noble qualities of fortitude, en- 
durance, and real greatness of soul; 
which showed that his failings were 
rather acquired by circumstance than 
derived from nature. His numerous 
and high-bom race were proud of their 
chief; and with justice; for he was 
the ablest and most honoured, not only 
of the direct branch of the Colonna, 
but also, perhaps^ of all the more 
powerful barons. 

Seated at the same table with Ste- 
phen Colonna was a man of noble 
presence, of about three or four and 
thirty years of age, in whom Adrian 
instantly recognised "Walter de 
Montreal. This celebrated knight 
was scarcely of the personal appear- 
ance which might have corresponded 
with the terror his name generally 
excited. His face was handsome, 
ahnost to the extreme of womanish 



delicacy. His fair hair waved long 
and freely over a white and un- 
wrinkled forehead : the life of a camp 
and the suns of Italy had but little 
embrowned his clear and healthful 
complexion, which retained much of 
the bloom of youth. His features 
were aquiline and regular ; his eyes, of 
a light hazel, were large, bright, and 
penetrating ; and a short, but curled 
beard and moustachio, trimmed with 
soldier-like precision, and very little 
darker than the hair, gave indeed a 
martial expression to his comely coun- 
tenance, but rather the expression 
which might have suited the hero of 
courts and tournaments, than the chief 
of a brigand's camp. The aspect, 
manner, and bearing, of the Pro- 
ven9al were those which captivate ra- 
ther than awe, — blending, as they did, 
a certain military frankness with the 
easy and graceful dignity of one con- 
scious of gentle birth, and accustomed 
to mix, on equal terms, with the great 
and noble. His form happily con- 
trasted and elevated the character of 
a countenance which required strength 
and stature to free its uncommon 
beauty from the charge of effeminacy, 
being of great height and remarkable 
muscular power, without the least 
approach to clumsy and unwieldy 
bulk : it erred, indeed, rather to the 
side of leanness than flesh, — ^at once 
robust and slender. But the chief 
personal distinction of this warrior, 
the most redoubted lance of Italy, was 
an air and carriage of chivalric and 
heroic grace, greatly set off at this 
time by his splendid dress, which was 
of brown velvet sown with pearls, 
over which hung the surcoat worn by 
the Knights of the Hospital, whereon 
was wrought, in white, the eight- 
pointed cross that made the badge of 
his order. The Knight's attitude was 
that of earnest conversation, bending 
slightly forward towards the Colonna, 
and resting both his hands — which 
(according to the usual distin.ct\<^\iL ^1 
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the old Nonnan race,* from whom, 
though bora in Provence, Montreal 
boasted his descent) were small and 
delicate, the fingers being covered 
with jewels, as was the fiishion of the 
day — ^upon the golden hilt of an enor- 
mous sword, on the sheath of which 
was elaborately wrought the silver 
lilies that made the device of the 
Provencal Brotherhood of Jeru- 
salem. 

" Good morrow, fair kinsman 1 " 
said Stephen. " Seat thyself, I pray ; 
and know in this knightly visitor the 
celebrated Sieur de Montreal." 

"Ah, my Lord," said Montreal, 
smiling, as he saluted Adrian;. "and 
how is my lady at home V* 

" You mistake. Sir Knight," quoth 
Stephen ; " my young kinsman is not 
yet married : 'faith, as Pope Boniface 
remarked, when he lay stretched on a 
sick bed, and his confessor talked to 
him about Abraham's bosom, 'that 
is a pleasure the greater for being 
deferred*" 

" The Signer will pardon my mis- 
take," returned Montreal. 

" But not," said Adrian, " the ne- 
glect of Sir Walter in not ascertaining 
the fact in person. My thanks to 
him, noble kinsman, are greater than 
you weet of; and he promised to 
visit me, that he might receive them 
at leisure." 

"I assure you. Signer," answered 
Montreal, " that I have not forgotten 
the invitation; but so weighty hitherto 
have been my affairs at Rome, that I 
have been obliged to parley with my 
impatience to better our acquaint- 
ance." 



• Small hands and feet, however dispro- 
portioned to the rest of the person, were at 
that time deemed no less a distinction of 
the wqll-bom, than they haye been in a 
more refined age. Many readers will re- 
member the pain occasioned to Petrarch by 
his tight shoes. The supposed beauty of 
this peculiarity is more derived fhxm the 
feudal than the oUisie time. 



"Oh, ye knew each other before 1** 
said Stephen. " And how ? " 

" My Lord, there is a damsel in the 
case ! " replied Montreal. " Excuse 
my silence." 

"Ah, Adrian, Adrian! when will 
you leara my continence ! " said 
Stephen, solemnly stroking his gfiey 
beard. " What an example I set you ! 
But a truce to this light conversation, 
— let us resume our theme. You 
must know, Adrian, that it is to the 
brave band of my guest I am indebted 
for those valiant gentlemen below, 
who keep Rome so quiet, though my 
poor habitation so noisy. He has 
called to proffer more assistance, if 
need be; and to advise me on the 
affairs of Northern Italy. Continue^ 
I pray thee, Sir Knight; I have no 
disguises from my kinsman." 

"Thou seest," said Montreal, fixing 
his penetrating eyes on Adrian, "then 
seest, doubtless, my Lord, that Italy 
at this moment presents to us a re* 
markable spectacle. It is a contest 
between two opposing powers, which 
shall destroy the oUier. The one - 
power is that of the unruly and tur- 
bulent people— « power which they 
call 'liberty;* the other power ia 
that of the chiefs and princes — a 
power which they more appropriately 
call * Order.' Between these parties - 
the cities of Italy are divided. In. 
Florence, in Genoa, in Pisa, for in- 
stance, is established a Free State — a . 
Bepublic, God wot I and a more riot* 
ous, unhappy state of government^, 
cannot well be imagined." 

"That is perfectly true," quoth 
Stephen; "they banished my own 
first cousin from Genoa." 

"A perpetual strife, in short," con- 
tinued Montreal, " between the great 
families; an alternation of prosecu- 
tions, and confiscations, and banish- 
ments: to-day, the Guel& proscribe 
the Qhibellines — ^to-morrow, the Ghi- 
bellines drive out the Guelfs. This 
may be liberty, but it is the liberty of 



THE LAST OF THE TRIBUNES. 



59- 



the strong against the weak. In the 
other cities, as Milan, as Yerona, as 
Bologna, the people are under the rule 
of one man, — ^who calls himself a 
prince, and whom his enemies call a 
tyrant. Having more force than any 
other citizen, he preserves a firm 
government; having more constant 
demand on his intellect and energies 
than the other citizens, he also pre- 
serves a wise one. These two orders 
of government are enlisted against 
each other : whenever the people in 
the one rebel against their prince, the 
people of the other — that is, the Free 
States — send arms and money to their 
assistance." 

"You hear, Adrian, how wicked 
those last are," quoth Stephen. 

" Now it seems to me," continued 
Montreal, "that this contest must end 
some time or other. All Italy must 
become republican or monarchical. It 
is easy to predict which will be the 
result." 

" Yes, Liberty must conquer in the 
end ! " said Adrian, warmly. 

"Pardon me, young Lord; my 
opinion is entirely the reverse. You 
perceive that these republics are com- 
mercial, — are traders; they esteem 
wealth, they despise valour, they cul- 
tivate all trades save that of the 
armourer. Accordingly, how do they 
maintain themselves in war? By 
their own citizens ? Not a whit of it I 
Either they send to some foreign 
chief, and promise, if he grant them 
his protection, the principality of the 
city for five or ten years in return; 
or else they borrow from some hardy 
adventurer, like myself, as many 
troops as they can afford to pay for. 
Is it not so, Lord Adrian ]" 

Adrian nodded his reluctant assent. 

" Well, then, it is the fe,ult of the 
foreign chief if he do not make his 
power permanent ; as has been already 
done in States once free by the 
Visconti and the Scala : or else it is 
the fault of the captain of the mer- 



cenaries if he do not convert his 
brigands into senators, and himself 
into a king. These are events so 
natural, that one day or other they 
will occur throughout all Italy. And 
all Italy will then become monarchical. 
Now it seems to me the interest of all 
the powerful families — your own, at 
Rome, as that of the Visconti, at 
Milan — ^to expedite this epoch, and to 
check, while you yet may with ease, 
that rebellious contagion amongst the 
people which is now rapidly spread- 
ing, and which ends in the fever of 
licence to them, but in the corruption 
of death to you. In these free States, 
the nobles are the first to suffer : first 
your privileges, then your property, 
are swept away. Nay, in Florence, 
as ye well know, my Lords, no noble is 
even capable of holding tiie meanest 
office in the State 1 " 

"Villains I" said Colonna, "they 
violate the first law of nature ! " 

" At this moment," resumed Mon- 
treal, who, engrossed with his subject, 
little heeded the interruptions he re- 
ceived from the holy indignation of 
the Baron : "at this moment, there 
are many — ^the wisest, perhaps, in the 
free States — ^who desire to renew the 
old Lombard leagues, in defence of 
their common fireedom everywherei, 
and against whosoever shall aspire to 
be prince. Fortunately, the deadly 
jealousies between these merchant 
States — the base plebeian jealousies — 
more of trade than of glory — interpose 
at present an irresistible obstacle to 
this design ; and Florence, the most 
stirring and the most esteemed of all, 
is happily so reduced by reverses of 
commerce as to be utterly unable to 
follow out so great an imdertaking. 
Now, then, is the time for us, my 
Lords; while these obstacles are so 
great for our foes, now is the time for 
us to form and cement a counter- 
league between all the princes of Italy. 
To you, noble Stephen, I have come, 
as your rank demandav--*la^^> ^^ ^ 
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tke barons of Rome, — ^to propose to 
you this hononrable union. Observe 
what advantages it proffers to your 
house. The popes have abandoned 
Borne for ever; there is no counter- 
poise to your ambition, — ^thereneed be 
none to your power. You see before 
you the examples of Yisconti and 
Taddeo di Pepoli. You may found in 
Rome, the first city of Italy, a supreme 
and uncontrolled principality, subju- 
gate utterly your weaker rivals, — the 
Savelli, the Malatesta, the Orsini, — 
and leave to your sons' sons an here- 
ditary kingdom that may aspire once 
more, perhaps, to the empire of the 
world." 

Stephen shaded his face with his 
hand as he answered: ''But this, 
noble Montreal, requires means : — 
money and men." 

"Of the last, you can command 
from me enow — my small company, 
the best disciplined, can (whenever I 
please) swell to the most numerous in 
Italy: in the first, noble Baron, the 
rich House of Colonna cannot fail; 
and even a mortgage on its vast 
estates may be well repaid when you 
have possessed yourselves of the whole 
revenues of Rome. You see," con- 
tinued Montreal, turning to Adrian, 
in whose youth he expected a more 
warm ally than in his hoary kinsman : 
"you see, at a glance, how feasible 
is this project, and what a mighty field 
it opens to your House." 

"Sir Walter de Montreal," said 
Adrian, rising from his seat, and 
giving vent to the indignation he had 
with difficulty suppressed, " I grieve 
much that, beneath the roof of the 
first citizen of Rome, a stranger 
should attempt thus calmly, and with- 
out interruption, to excite the ambition 
of emulating the execrated celebrity 
of a Visconti or a Pepoli. Speak, my 
Lord ! (turning to Stephen) — speak, 
noble kinsman ! and tell this Knight 
of Provence, that if by a Colonna the 
iiacient grandeur of Rome cannot be 



restored, it shall not be, at least, by a 
Colonna that her last wrecks of liberty 
shall be swept away." 

" How now, Adrian ! — ^how now, 
sweet kinsman!" said Stephen, thus 
suddenly appealed to, " calm thyself, 
I pr'ythee. Noble Sir Walter, he is 
young — ^young, and hasty— he means 
not to offend thee." 

" Of that I am persuaded," returned 
Montreal, coldly, but with great and 
courteous command of temper. "He 
speaks from the impulse of the mo- 
ment, — a praiseworthy fault in youth. 
It was mine at his age, and many a 
time have I nearly lost my life for the 
rashness. Nay, Signer, nay ! — touch 
not your sword so meaningly, as if 
you fancied I intimated a threat ; far 
from me such presumption. I have 
learned sufficient caution, believe me, 
in the wars, not wantonly to draw 
against me a blade which I have seen 
wielded against such odds." 

Touched, despite himself, by the 
courtesy of the Knight, and the allu- 
sion to a scene in which, perhaps, his 
life had been preserved by Montreal, 
Adrian extended his hand to the 
latter. 

" I was to blame for my haste," said 
he, frankly; "but know, by my very 
heat," he added more gravely, " that 
your project will find no friends among 
the Colonna. Nay, in the presence of 
my noble kinsman, I dare to tell you, 
that could even his high sanction lend 
itself to such a scheme, the best hearts 
of his house would desert him ; and I 
myself, his kinsman, would manyonder 
castle against so unnatural an ambi- 
tion!" 

A slight and scarce perceptible 
cloud passed over Montreal's counte- 
nance at these words ; and he bit his 
lip ere he replied : ,' 

" Yet if the Orsini be less scrupu- 
lous, their first exertion of power would 
be heard in the crashing house of the 
Colonna." 

" Kno wyou," returned Adrian, " that 
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one of our mottoes is this hangbty 
address to the Romans, — * If we fell, 
ye fall also]* And better that fate, 
than a rise upon the wrecks of our 
native city." 

"Well, well, well!" said Montreal, 
re-seating himself, " I see that I must 
leave Rome to herself, — ^the League 
must thrive without her aid. I did 
but jest, touching the Orsini, for they 
have not the power that would make 
their efforts safe. Let us sweep, then, 
our past conference from our recollec- 
tion. It is the nineteenth, I think. 
Lord Colonna., on which you propose 
to repair to Cometo, with your friends 
and retainers, and on which you have 
invited my attendance V 

"It is on that day. Sir Knight," 
replied the Baron, evidently much 
relieved by the turn the conversation 
had assumed. " The fact is, that we 
have been so charged with indifference 
to the interests of the good people, 
that I strain a point in this expedition 
to contradict the assertion; and we 
. propose, therefore, to escort and pro- 
tect, against the robbers of the road, 
a convoy of com to Cometo. In truth, 
I may add another reason, besides 
fear of the robbers, that makes me 
<lesire as numerous a train as possible. 
I wish to show my enemies, and the 
people generally, the solid and grow- 
ing power of my house ; the display 
of such an armed band as I hope to 
levy, will be a magnificent occasion to 
strike awe into the riotous and refrac- 
tory. Adrian, you will collect your 
servitors, I trast, on that day; we 
would not be without you." 

" And as we ride along, fair Signor," 
said Montreal, inclining to Adrian, 
" we will find at least one subject on 
which we can agree: all brave men 
and tme knights have one common 
topic, — and its name is Woman. You 
must make me acquainted with the 
names of the fairest dames of Rome ; 
and we wUl discuss old adventures in 
the Parliament of Love^ and hope for 



new. By the way, I suppose, Lord 
Adrian, you, with the rest of your 
countrymen, are Petrarch-stricken]** 

" Do you not share our enthusiasm ? 
slur not so your gallantry, I pray you." 

" Come, we must not again disagree ; 
but, by my halidame, I think one 
troubadour roimdel worth all that 
Petrarch ever wrote. He has but 
borrowed from our knightly poesy, to 
disguise it, like a carpet coxcomb." 

"Well," said Adrian, gaily, "for 
every line of the troubadours that you 
quote, I will cite you another. I will 
forgive you for iiyustice to Petrarch, 
if you are just to the troubadours." 

"Just !" cried Montreal, with real 
enthusiasm : " I am of the land, nay 
the very blood of the troubadour! 
But we grow too light for your noble 
kinsman ; and it is time for me to bid 
you, for the present, farewell. My Lord 
Colonna, peace be with you; fere- 
well. Sir Adrian, — brother mine in 
knighthood, — ^remember your chal- 



And with an easy and careless grace 
the Knight of St. John took his leave. 
The old Baron, making a dumb sign 
of excuse to Adrian, followed Montreal 
into the adjoining room. 

"Sir Knight!" said he, "Sir 
Knight ! " as he closed the door upon 
Adrian, and then drew Montreal to 
the recess of the casement, — "a word 
in your ear. Think not I slight your 
offer, but these young men must be 
managed ; the plot is great — ^noble, 
— grateful to my heart ; but it requires 
time and caution. I have many of 
my house, scrupulous as yon hot- 
skull, to win over; the way is pleasant, 
but must be sounded well and careftilly ; 
you understand ]" 

From under his bent brows, Mon- 
treal darted one keen glance at Stephen, 
and then answered : 

"My friendship for you dictated my 
offer. The League may stand without 
the Colonna, — ^beware a time when tho 
Colonna cannot stand without tho 
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Leagae. My Lord, look well aronnd 
you; there are more freemen — ay, 
bold and stirring ones, too — in Borne, 
than you imagine. Beware Bienzi! 
Adieu, we meet soon again." 

Thus saying, Montreal departed, 
soliloquising as he passed with his 
careless step through the crowded 
ante-room : 

''I shall fail here! — ^these caitiff 
nobles have neither the courage to be 
great, nor the wisdom to be honest. 
Let them £Edl! — I may find an 
adventurer from the people, an ad- 
venturer like myself, worth them all." 

No sooner had Stephen returned to 
Adrian than he flung his arms affec- 
tionately round his ward, who was 
preparing his pride for some sharp 
rebuke for his petulance. 

"Nobly feigned, — admirable, ad- 
mirable!" cried the Baron; "you 
have learned the true art of a states- 
man at the Emperor's court. I always 
thought you would — always said it. 
You saw the dilemma I was in, thus 
taken by surprise by that barbarian's 
mad scheme ; afraid to refuse, — more 
afraid to accept. You extricated me 
with consummate address : that pas- 
sion, — so natural to your age, — was a 
famous feint ; drew off the attack ; 
gave me time to breathe; allowed 
me to play with the savage. But we 
must not offend him, you know : all 
my retainers would desert me, or sell 
me to the Orsini, or cut my throat, if 
he but held up his finger. Oh! it was 
admirably managed, Adrian — admir- 
ably!" 

"Thank Heaven!" said Adrian, 
with some difficulty recovering the 
breath which his astonishment had 
taken away, "you do not think of 
embracing that black proposition 1 " 

"Think of it! no, indeed!" said 
Stephen, throwing himself back on his 
chair. " Why, do you not know my 
age, boy] Hard on my ninetieth 
year, I should be a fool indeed to 
throw myself into such a whirl of tur- 



bulence and agitation. I want to 
keep what I have, not risk it by grasp- 
ing more. Am I not the beloved of 
the pope ? shall I hazard his excom- 
munication'? Am I not the most 
powerful of the nobles 1 should I be 
more if I were king ? At my age, to 
talk to me of such stuff! — ^the man 's 
an idiot. Besides," added the old 
man, sinking his voice, and looking 
fearfully round, " if I were a king, my 
sons might poison me for the succes- 
sion. They are good lads, Adrian, 
very ! But such a temptation I — I 
would not throw it in their way; these 
grey hairs have experience 1 Tl^nrants 
don't die a natural death ; no, no ! 
Plague on the Knight, say I ; he has 
already cast me into a cold sweat" 

Adrian gazed on the working fea- 
tures of the old man, whose selfishness 
thus preserved him from crime. He 
listened to his concluding words — ^fuU 
of the dark truth of the times ; and 
as the high and pure ambition of 
Rienzi flashed upon him in contrast, 
he felt that he could not blame its 
fervour, or wonder at its excess. 

"And then, too," resumed the 
Baron, speaking more deliberately as 
he recovered his self-possession, " this 
man, byway of a warning, shows me, 
at a glance, his whole ignorance of 
the state. What think you? he has 
mingled with the mob, and taken their 
rank breath for power ; yes, he thinks 
words are soldiers, and bade me — me, 
Stephen Colonna — beware — of whom, 
think youl No, you will never gness! 
— of that speech-maker, Bienzi ! my 
o\^ii old jesting guest ! Ha ! ha I ha ! 
— the ignorance of these barbarians ! 
ha 1 ha ! ha I " and the old man 
laughed till the tears ran down his 
cheeks. 

" Yet many of the nobles fear that 
same Bienzi," said Adrian, gravely. 

" Ah I let them, let them 1— they 
have not our experience — our know- 
ledge of the world, Adrian. Tut, man, 
-^when did declamation ever over- 
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throw castles, and conquer soldiery ? 
I like Rienzi to harangue the mob 
about old Eome, and such stuff; it 
gives them something to think of and 
prate about, and so all their fierceness 
evaporates in words ; they might burn 
a house if they did not hear a speech. 
But, now I am on that score, I must 
own the pedant has grown^ impudent 
in his new office; here, here, — I re- 
ceived this paper ere I rose to-day. I 
hear a similar insolence has been 
shown to all the nobles. Bead it, will 
you," and the Colonna put a scroll 
into his kinsman's hand. 

"I have received the like," said 
Adrian, glancing at it. "It is a re- 
quest of Bienzi'B to att^id at the 



Church of St. John of Lateran, to hear 
explained the inscription on a Table 
just discovered. It bears, he saith, 
the most intimate connexion with the 
welfare and state of Rome." 

" Very entertaining, I dare to say, 
to professors and bookmen. Pardon 
me, kinsman ; I forgot your taste for 
these things; and my son, Gianni, 
ioo, shares your fantasy. Well, well ! 
it is innocent enough ! Go — the man 
talks weU." 

" Will you not attend, too 1 " 
" I — my dear boy — I ! " said the old 
Colonna, opening his eyes in such 
astonishment that Adrian could not 
help laughing at the simplicity of his 
own question. 



CHAPTER 11. 



THE INTERVIEW, AND THE DOUBT. 



As Adrian turned from the palace 
of his guardifm, and bent his way in 
the direction of the Forum, he came 
somewhat unexpectedly upon Rai- 
mond, bishop of Orvietto, who, 
mounted upon a low palfrey, and 
accompanied by some three or four 
of his waiting-men, halted abruptly 
when he recognised the young noble. 

"Ah, my son! it is seldom that I 
see thee : how fares it with thee 1 — 
well] So, so! I rejoice to hear it. 
Alas ! what a state of society is ours, 
when compared to the tranquil plea- 
sures of Avignon! There, all men 
who, like us, are fond of the same 
pursuits, the same studies, delidcB 
musarumy hum ! hum ! (the Bishop 
was proud of an occasional quotation, 
right or wrong), are brought easily 
and naturally together. But here we 
scarcely dare stir out of our houses, 
save upon great occasions. But, talk- 
ing of great occasions, and the Muses, 
reminds me of our good Rionzi's invi- 



tation to the Lateran : of course you 
will attend; 'tis a mighty knotty 
piece of Latin he proposes to solve — 
so I hear, at least ; very interesting 
to us, my son, — ^very I " 

" It is to-morrow," answered Adrian. 
" Yes, assuredly ; I will be there." 

" And, harkye, my son," said the 
Bishop, resting his hand affectionately 
on Adrian's shoulder, " I have reason 
to hope that he will remind our poor 
citizens of the Jubilee for the year 
Fifty, and stir them towards clearing 
the road of the brigands : a necessary 
injunction, and one to be heeded 
timeously ; for who will come here for 
absolution when he stands a chance 
of rushing unannealed upon purga- 
tory by the way? You have heard 
Rienzi, — ay % quite a Cicero — quite ! 
Well, Heaven bless you, my son! 
you will not fail 1 " 

"Nay, not I." 

" Yet, stay — ^a word with you : just 
suggest to all whom you may meet the 
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adyisability of a full meeting ; it IooIlb 
well for the city to show respect to 
letters." 

" To say nothing of the Jubilee,** 
added Adrian, smiling. 

" Ah, to say nothing of the Jubilee 
— ^very good ! Adieu for the present ! ** 
And the Bishop, resettling himself on 
his saddle, ambled solemnly on to 
visit his various Mends, and press 
them to the meeting. 

Meanwhile, Adrian continued his 
course till he had passed the Capitol, 
the Arch of Severus, the crumbling 
columns of the &ne of Jupiter, and 
found himself amidst the long grass, 
the whispering reeds, and the ne- 
glected vines, that wave over the now- 
vanished pomp of the (Jolden House 
of Nero. Seating himself on a fallen 
pillar — by that spot where the travel- 
ler descends to the (so called) Baths 
of Livia — he looked impatiently to 
the sun, as to blame it for the slowness 
of its march. 

Not long, however, had he to wait 
before a light step was heard crushing 
the fragrant grass; and presently 
through the arching vines gleamed a 
face that might well have seemed the 
nymph, the goddess of the scene. 

"My beautiful! my Irene! — ^how 
shall I thank thee ! " 

It was long before the delighted lover 
suffered himself to observe upon Irene's 
^e a sadness that did not usually 
cloud it in his presence. Her voice, 
too, trembled ; her words seemed con- 
strained and cold. 

" Have I offended thee 1 " he asked; 
"or what less misfortune hath oc- 
curred]" 

Irene raised her eyes to her lover's, 
and said, looking at him earnestly, 
"Tell me, my Lord, in sober and 
simple truth, tell me, would it grieve 
thee much were this to be our last 
meeting 1 " 

Paler than the marble at his feet 
grew the dark cheek of Adrian. It 
was some moments ere he could reply, 



and he did so then with a forced smile 
and a quivering lip. 

" Jest not so, Irene ! Last ! — ^that 
is not a word for us ! " 

" But hear me, my Lord " 

"Why so cold]— call me Adrian I 
— ^friend ! — ^lover ! or be dumb I ** 

" Well, then, my soul's soul ! my 
all of hope ! my life's life I '* ex- 
claimed Irene, passionately, ''hear 
me i 1 fear that we stand at this 
moment upon some gulf whose depth 
I see not, but which may divide us for 
ever ! Thou knowest Uie real nature 
of my brother, and dost not misread 
him as many do. Long has he planned, 
and schemed, and commimed with 
himself, and, feeling his way amidst 
the people, prepared the path to some 

great design. But now (thon 

wilt not betray — thou wilt not injure 
him ] — ^he is thy friend !) " 

" And thy brother ! I would gire 
my life for his ! Say on ! " 

"But now, then," resumed Irene, 
" the time for that enterprise, what- 
ever it be, is coming fast. I know 
not of its exact nature, but I know 
that it is against the nobles — against 
thy order — ^against thy house itself f 
If it succeed — oh, Adrian I thou thy- 
self mayst not be free from danger ; 
and my name, at least, will be coupled 
with the name of thy foes. If it £ul, 
— ^my brother, my bold brother, is 
swept away ! He will fall a victim to 
revenge or justice, call it as you will. 
Your kinsman may be his judge — ^hia 
executioner ; and I — even if I should 
yet live to mourn over the boast and 
glory of my humble line — could I per- 
mit myself to love, to see, one in 
whose veins flowed the blood of his 
destroyer] Oh! I am wretched — 
wretched ! these thoughts make me- 
well-nigh mad ! " and, wringing her 
hands bitterly, Irene sobbed aloud. * 

Adrian himself was struck forcibly 
by the picture thus presented to him, 
although the alternative it embraced 
had often before forced itself dimlj on 
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his mind. It was true, however, that, 
not seeing the schemes of Bienzi 
backed by any physical power, and 
never yet having witnessed thS mighty 
force of a moral revolution, he did not 
conceive that any rise to. which he 
might instigate the people could be 
I>ermanently successful : and, as for 
his punishment, in that city, where 
all justice was the slave of interest, 
Adrian knew himself powerful enough 
to obtain forgiveness even for the 
greatest of all crimes — ^armed insur- 
rection against the nobles. As these 
thoughts recurred to him, he gained 
the courage to console and cheer Irene. 
But his efforts were only partially 
Buccessfdl. Awakened by her fears 
to that consideration of the future 
which hitherto she had forgotten, 
Irene, for the first time, seemed deaf 
to the charmer's voice. 

"Alas! " said she, sadly, "even at 
the best, what can this love, that we 
have BO blindly encouraged — what can 
it end in 1 Thou must not wed with 
one like me; and I! how foolish I 
have been ! " 

"Recall thy senses then, Irene," 
Bud Adrian, proudly, partly perhaps 
in anger, partly in Ms experience of 
the sex. " Love another, and more 
wisely, if thou wilt ; cancel thy vows 
with me, and continue to think it a 
crime to love, and a follj» to be 
true!" 

"Cruel!" said Irene, falteringly, 
and in her turn alarmed. " Dost thou 
Bpeak in earnest ? " 

" Tell me, ere I answer you, tell me 
this : come death, come anguish, 
come a whole life of sorrow, as the 
end of this love, wouldst thou yet repent 
that thou hast loved 1 If so, thou 
knowest not the love that I feel for 
thee." 

" Never ! never can I repent ! " said 
Irene, falling upon Adrian's neck; 
" forgive me ! " 



"But is there, in truth," said 
Adrian, a little while after this lover- 
like quarrel and reconciliation, "is 
there, in truth, so marked a differ- 
ence between thy brother s past and 
his present bearing 1 How knowest 
thou that the time for action is so 
near] " 

" Because now he sits closeted whole 
nights with all ranks of men; he 
shuts up his books, — he reads no 
more, — but, when alone, walks to 
and fro his chamber, muttering to 
himself. Sometimes he pauses before 
the calendar, which of late he has 
fixed with his own hand against the 
wall, and passes his finger over the 
letters, till he comes to some chosen 
date, and then he plays with his 
sword and smiles. But two nights 
since, arms, too, in great number were 
brought to the house; and I heard 
the chief of the men who brought 
them, a grim giant, known well 
amongst the people, say, as he wiped 
his brow, — 'These will see work 
soon ! * " 

" Arms ! Are you sure of that 1 " 
said Adrian, anxiously. " Nay, then, 
there is more in these schemes than 
I imagined ! But (observing Irene's 
gaze bent fearfully on him as his voice 
changed, he added, more gaily) — ^but 
come what may, believe me, — my 
beautiful ! my adored ! that while I 
live, thy brother shall not suffer from 
the wrath he may provoke, — nor I, 
though he forget our ancient friend- 
ship, cease to love thee less." 

"Signora! Signora! child! it is 
time ! we must go ! " said the shrill 
voice of Benedetta, now peering 
through the foliage. " The working 
men pass home this way ; I see them 
approaching." 

The lovers parted ; for the first time 
the serpent had penetrated into their 
Eden, — they had conversed, they had 
thought, of other things than Love. 



No 5. 



SIBNZI. 



CHAFT£& IIL 



f SI IIXI7AZ»UI or ▲ lOPUULB PAIUOUS IS TDUB 01 KOBVUlA BIMOimiT.— 

09 IB 



Thi Bituation of a Patrician wlio 
]MD£stly loYtB tke people ia, in those 
eyil times, when power op^presses and 
freedom Btragglea, — whcA the tim 
diviaiona of men are wreetUng: againat 
each other, — the moat irluome and 
perplexing that deatinj can poealbly 
contrive. Shall he take pari with the 
nobleaV-he betiaya hia conaciencel 
With the people) — he deserts his 
Ccienda t But that conaequence of 
the laat altematiye la not the sole — 
nor, perhaps^ to a atcoag mind, the 
moat severe. All men are swayed and 
chained by public opinion — ^it is the 
pobiic judge ; but public opinion ia 
not the same for all ranka. The pub- 
lic opioioa that ezeitea or deters the 
plebeian, is the opinion of the ple- 
beians,^f those whom he seea^ and 
meet% and knows; of those with 
whom he ia brought in ooniact^ — 
those with whom he haa mixed from 
childhood, — those whose praiaes are 
daily heard, — whose censure frowna 
upon bun with every hour.* So^ also,, 
the public opinion of the great ia the 



♦ ItUttenoM inatmBMOtedMsiona. 
Tbe public opinion for Uwy«ra te tbat of 
lawyen; of ■oldien, that of the army; o£ 
scholars, it is that of men of literature and 
science. And to the susceptible amongst 
the latter, the hostile critfcism of laaming 
haa been moM stingiat thaa th« seTweat 
moral censures of tha vulgac Many a maa 
haa done a giraat act, or oompoaed a groai 
work, solely to please the two or three per- 
sona constantly present to htm. Their voioe 
was hit public opinion. The paUia opinisn 
tbat operated on Bishop, the mmderer, was 
the opinion of the Burkers, hIa comradea. 
Did that condemn him? No! He knew 
no other public opinion tm he came to be 
hanged, and eaught the loathing ayea, and 
heard the hissing execrations of the crowd 
below his -gibbet. 



Opinion of theur e<iBil8,— -of ikam 
whom birth and aoeideni catt forev« 
in their wi^ This distinction ia foU 
of important pnetieal deductlona; it 
ia one which, mc^e than most m^^iTna^ 
should Beyer be forgotten by a polil^ 
cian who desires to be profound, it 
ii^ then, an ordeal terrible to paai 
which idw ptebeiana ever pass, wbidi 
it ia therelbctt uijuat to expeet pslii 
ciana to crosa untelteringlj — tlM 
ordeal of opposiBg the public oplnioa 
which exista for tktn^ Tlwy caimol 
help doubting their own judgment,— 
they cannot help thiaking the Toico 
of wiadom or of virtue qwaks in those 
sounds which have been deeoaed aokf 
des from their cradlcL Intfaetribuial 
of Sectarian Pnyodka they imagina 
ihej recognise lie court of the Uai!* 
versal Conscience. Anothtt poweiftd 
antidote to the activity of &p>trirfan 
so placed, ia in the certainij that to 
the last the motives of each ncthdigr 
will be alika miaconatnied hy tbe 
aristocracy h» deaerta and tha peopto 
he joins.. It neema m> unnatusal ia m 
man ia fly in the Um of hia cam 
order, that the world is willing to 
suppose any dna to tha myataiy aare 
that of honeat CMivictiAn or loft^ 
patriotism. '' Ambition 1" s^Tacaau 
'' Disappointment r^ criea another. 
"Some private grudge 1" hints m 
third. ''^Ceh^artingvanitrfaBeeES 
a fourth. The people adalm at imt, 
but suspect afterwaids. The moment 
he thwarts a popular wish, there ia no 
redemption for him : he is accused of 
having acted the hypocrite,— of hav- 
ing worn the sheep's fleece : and mm, 
say they,—" See ! Ihe wolf 'a teeihr 
peep out ! " Is he familiar with the 
people ?— it is cajolery I Is he distant 1 
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-^it is pride t What, then, sastams a 
maa in such a gitiiation, following his 
•wn conadenee, with* his eyes opened 
to all the perils of the patii) Awsy 
with the cant of pubHe epiniei^ — 
sway with the poor dehision of post- 
humoos justice; he will effimd the 
first, he will sever obtais the last 
What sustains lam ) His oww sovL ! 
A man thoroughly greait has a certaia 
contempt Ibr hia Iditd whaiv he aids 
them : their weal or woe are tSi ; tiieir 
applause — their blame — are nothing 
to him. He walks forth tram, the 
circle of birth and habit; he is deaf 
to the little motives of little m&u 
High,, throujg^ the widest spwse his 
orbit Burf ^Menbe^ he hokk oa his 
course txr guide or te enlighten; but 
the noiser below reaeh him not t Until 
the wheel is broken, — until the daark 
▼oid swallow up the 0laiv-»it makes 
melody, night aasd day^ to- its own 
ear : thirsting Ibr 4U> sound from the 
earth it JlkniineE^ anxious ibr no 
eompanionship in the pnth through 
which it rolls, conseious of its own 
glory, and contented, therefore, to^ be 
alone/ 

But mutds of this order ars nsre. 
All ages cannot produce them. They 
are exceptions to ther ordinary md 
human Tirtue, wfaic^ is influeneed and 
regulated by extermdt cirenmstaaee. 
At a tim« w^ea even to be merslgr 
susceptible to'tJie voice of ftme was a 
great pre-eminence ia moral eneigies 
oyer the rest of mankii^ it would be 
xmpoBsiMe thait ai^ one idiould; erer 
hare formed the conceptioa ef that 
more refined and metaphyt^cal senti- 
ment^ tSiat puree excitement te high 
deeds— that gibry in one's own heaSrt^ 
which is so immeasurably aboTo the 
desire of a renowa tha* Uicfceys the 
keelb of othere. In fiict, before we 
ca» dispense with 1^ world; we musty 
by a long and seyere novitiate — by 
iAie probation of much thought, and 
much sorrow— by deep an* sad coos 
viction of the vanity of all that the 



world eaoi give ns^ have raised our 
selves— not in tke Burvour of an hour, 
but habitually-- <iSove the world r tat 
abstiaction-*-aB tdea^m— which, ia 
<»ir wiser age, how few even of tha 
wisest can attain f Tet, till we an 
thas flirtunate, we know not the true 
divinity of contemplation, nor the al^ 
saffiemg mightiness ef conscience; 
nor can we retreat with solemn foot- 
st^s into tlmt Holy of Holies in our 
own souls, wherein we know, and fee^ 
how mneh ouar nature is o^ble ef ths 
self^ezistsnee of a Qod t 

But to return to the things and 
thoughts of earth. Those eoasidexA- 
tion% and those links of circumstanoi^ 
whiek, in » similar situation have 
(dumged so many honest and eoi&> 
rageous misodsy changed also the mind 
of Adrian. He felt in a fiilse position. 
His reason and conscience 8hax«d in 
the schemes of Bien2Ei,and his natnxal 
hardihood and love of esterpriBS 
would have led him aetlvsly te siMfs 
the dangef of tiieir ezecutioit. Bui 
this, all his associations, his fMeiid^ 
shipi^ hia private and hou8di<dd tiei^ 
Itmilty forbade; Agahast his order, 
agatmt his house, against the com* 
panions of his youths how^ could he 
phut seoiel2y, or aet stet^y 1 By the 
goal to> whifek; Iw was impelled by 
ptttriotiBDi, stood hgrpQcrisy aad ingia- 
titods; Who would betieve him the 
hoaeal chaniipioD: of Ws countiy who 
was a traitor t«> hlafH^mds? Thxa, 
indeed^ , 

' Tke astiVe hae of i«8(tfDtltni-y 

Was rfflkIM oter wttli^ep%eut of 
tboasbt !** 

And he who should have been hy 
nature a leader of the time became 
only its spectator. Tet Adrian en- 
desmnued to* console himself for his 
present passiveness in a conviction of 
the policy of his conduot. He whe 
ti^es no shareiir the commencement 
of civil revolutions, can often become, 
with the most effoct, a mediator 
between the passions and the parties 
f2 
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subsequently formed. Perhaps, under 
Adrian's circumstances, delay was 
really the part of a prudent states- 
man ; the very position which cripples 
at the first, often gives authority 
before the end. Clear from the ex- 
cesses, and saved from the jealousies, 
of rival fitctions, all men are willing 
to look with complaisance and respect 
to a new actor in a turbulent drama ; 
his moderation may make him trusted 
by the people ; his rank enable him 
to be a fitting mediator with the 
nobles; and thus the qualities that 
would have rendered him a martyr at 
one period of the Revolution, raise 
him perhaps into a saviour at another. 

Silent, therefore, and passive, 
Adrian waited the progress of events. 
If the projects of Bienzi failed, he 
might, by that inactivity, the better 
preserve the people from new chains, 
and their champion from death. If 
those projects succeeded, he might 
equally save his house from the popu- 
lar wrath — and, advocating liberty, 
check disorder. Such, at least, were 
his hopes; and thus did the Italian 
sagacity and caution of his character 
control and pacify the enthusiasm of 
youth and courage. 

The sun shone, calm and cloudless, 
upon the vast concourse gathered 
before the broad space that surrounds 
the Church of St. John of Lateran. 
Partly by curiosity — partly by the 
desire of the Bishop of Orvietto — 
party because it was an occasion in 
which they could display the pomp of 
their retinues — ^many of the principal 
Barons of Bome had gathered to this 
spot. 

On one of the steps ascending to the 
church, with his mantle folded round 
him, stood Walter de Montreal, gazing 
on the various parties that, one after 
another, swept through the lane which 
the soldiers of the Church preserved 
unimpeded, in the middle of the 
crowd, for the access of the principal 
nobles. He watched with interest. 



though with his usual carelessness of 
air and roving glance, the difierent 
marks and looks of welcome given 
by the populace to the different per- 
sonages of note . Banners and penons 
preceded each Signer, and, as they 
waved aloft, the witticisms or nick- 
names — the brief words of praise or 
censure, that imply so much—which 
passed to and fr^ among that lively 
crowd, were treasured carefully in his 
recollection. 

" Make way, there I — way for my 
Lord Martino Orsini — Baron di 
Porto I " 

" Peace, minion !— draw back I way 
for the Signor Adrian Colonna, Baron 
di Castello, and Knight of the Empire.** 

And at those two rival shouts, you 
saw waving on high the golden bear 
of the Orsini, with the motto — 
" Beware my embrace ! " and the soli- 
tary column on an azure ground, of 
the Colonna, with Adrian's especial 
device-^" Sad, but strong." The train 
of Martino Orsini was much more 
numerous than that of Adrian, which 
last consisted but of ten servitors. 
But Adrian's men attracted far greater 
admiration amongst the crowd, and 
pleased more the experienced eye of 
the warlike Knight of St. John. 
Their arms were polished like mir- 
rors ; their height was to an inch the 
same; their march was regular and 
sedate ; their mien erect ; they looked 
neither to the right nor left; they 
betrayed that inefl&ble discipline — 
that harmony of order— which Adrian 
had learned to impart to his men 
during his own apprenticeship of 
arms. But the disorderly train of the 
Lord of Porto was composed of men 
of all heights. Their arms were ill- 
polished and ill-fitshioned, and they 
pressed confusedly on each other; 
they laughed and spoke aloud ; and 
in their mien and bearing expressed 
all the insolence of men who despised 
alike the master they served and the 
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people they awed. The two bands 
coming unexpectedly on each other 
through this narrow defile, the jea- 
lousy of the two houses presently 
declared itself. Each pressed forward 
for the precedence ; and, as the quiet 
regularity of Adrian's train, and even 
its compact paucity of numbers, ena- 
bled it to pass before the serritors of 
his rival, Uie populace set up a loud 
shout—" A Colonna forever ! "— " Let 
the Bear dance after the Column ! " 

" On, ye knaves !" said Orsini aloud 
to his men. " How have ye suffered 
this afl&onti* And passing himself 
to the head of his men, he would 
have advanced through the midst of 
his rival's train, had not a tall guard, 
in the Pope's livery, placed his baton 
in the way. 

"Pardon, my Lord I we have the 
Vicar's express commands to suffer no 
struggling of the different trains one 
with another." 

"Knave! dost thou bandy words 
with me V said the fierce Orsini; and 
with his sword he clove the baton in two. 

" In the Vicar's name, I command 
you to foil back!" said the sturdy 
guard, now placing his huge bulk in 
the very front of the noble's path. 

" It is Cecco del Vecchio ! " cried 
those of the populace, who were near 
enough to perceive the interruption 
and its cause. 

" Ay," said one, " the good Vicar 
has put many of the stoutest fellows 
in the Pope's livery, in order the better 
to keep peace. He could have chosen 
none better than Cecco." 

" But he must not fiill ! " cried an- 
other, as Orsini, glaring on the smith, 
drew back his sword as if to plunge it 
through his bosom. 

"Shame — shame! shall the Pope 
be thus insulted in his own cityl" 
cried several voices. " Down with the 
sacrilegious — down I " And, as if by 
a preconcerted plan, a whole body of 
the mob broke at once through the 
lane, and swept like a torrent over 



Orsini and his jostled and ill-assorted 
train. Orsini himself was thrown on 
the ground with violence, and tram- 
pled upon by a hundred footsteps; 
his men, huddled and struggling as 
much against themselves as against 
the mob, were scattered and overset ; 
and when, by a great effort of the 
guards, headed by the smith himself, 
order was again restored, and the line 
reformed, Orsini, well nigh choked 
with his rage and humiliation, and 
greatly bruised by the rude assaults 
he had received, eould scarcely stir 
from the ground. The officers of the 
Pope raised him, and, when he was on 
his legs, he looked ^dly around for 
his sword, which, foiling from his 
hand, had been kicked amongst the 
crowd, and seeing it not, he said, be- 
tween his ground teeth, to Cecco del 
Vecchio — 

" Fellow, thy neck shall answer this 
outrage, or may God desert me I " and 
passed along through the space ; while 
a half-suppressed and exultant hoot 
from the bystanders followed his path. 

"Way there!" cried the smith, 
"for the Lord Martino di Porto, and 
may all the people know that he has 
thi^eatened to take my life for the dis- 
charge of my duty in obedience to 
the Pope's Vicar ! " 

"He dare not!* shouted out a 
thousand voices; "the people can pro- 
tect their own ! " 

This scene had not been lost on the 
Proven5al, who well knew how to con- 
strue the wind by the direction of 
straws, and saw at once, by the bold- 
ness of the populace, that they them- 
selves were conscious of a coming 
tempest. " Par JHeu," said he, as he 
saluted Adrian, who, gravely, and 
without looking behind, had now won 
the steps of the church, "yon tall 
fellow has a brave heart, and many 
friends, too. What think you," he 
added, in a low whisper, "is not this 
scene a proof that the nobles are less 
safe than they wot of 1" 
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''The beast begini io kick agaiDst 
thespur. Sir KEUgh^^ftnawered Adrisn, 
''a wise honeman should, ia such a 
case, take cure how he pull thearein too 
tight, lest the beast «hould jrear, and 
he ha oyertfarowa-<^ye(t that k the 
policy thou wonldst reeommemd." 

" You mistake/' returned ilitttreal^ 
.''my wish vas to gi^e Borne one lore- 
fsigoi instead of many tyrants, — but 
hark 1 what means that hell ^ " 

^ The ceremony iM about to begin," 
answered Adrian. ''Shall we enter 
the ehurch together?'* 

Seldom had a temple eonsecrated to 
Ood witneaaed so singular a spectacle 
as that idiich now animated the aidemn 
•pace of the Lateraa. 

In the centre ot the church, seats 
-were raised in an amphitheatre, at the 
Ihr end of which was a scaffolding, a 
little higher than the rest ; below this 
jq>ot, but high enough to be in sight 
cf all the concourae, was placed a rast 
table of iron, on whidi was graren an 
ancient inscription, and bearing in its 
.centre a clear and prominent devioe, 
presently to be explainad. 

The seats w^re oorered with cloth 
and rich tapestry. In the rear of the 
-church was drawn a purple curtain. 
Around the amphitheatre were the 
officers of the Church, in the party- 
.coloured liyeries of the Pope. To the 
Tight of the scaffold sate Baimond, 
Bishop of Orvietto, in his robes of 
state. On the benches round him 
you saw all the marked personages of 
Borne — the judges, the men of letters, 
•tiie nobles, from the lofty rank of the 
SaTolli to the inferior grade of a 
Baselll The space beyond the am- 
phitheatre was filled with the people, 
who now poured &st in, stream alter 
stream : all the while rang, clear and 
Wnd, the great bell of the church. 

At length, as Adrian and Montred 
seated themselves at a little distance 
from Baimond, the beU suddenly 
■ceased — the murmun of the people 
were stilled — the purple curtain was 



withdrawn, and Bienzi came forth 
with alow and nuyestie steps. He 
came— but not in his usual sombre 
and plain attire. Over his broad breast 
he wore a Test of dazzling whiteness 
— a long rdbfi, in the ample fashion of 
the toga, descended to his feet and 
Bwept the floor. On his head he wore 
a fold of white cloth, in the centre of 
which shone a golden crown. But 
the crown was divided, or cloven, as 
it were, by the mystic ornament of a 
silver sword, which, attracting the 
universe attention, testified at once 
that this strange garb was worn, not 
from the vanity of display, bat for 
the sake of presenting to the con- 
courae — ^in the person of the cttizea — 
a type and emblem of that state of the 
city on which he was about to descanl 

" Faith,** whispered one of the old 
nobles to his neighbour, '^ the |debeian 
assumes it bravely.*' 

*' It will be rare sport," said aseeond. 
'^ I trust the good man will pnt some 
jests in his disooarse." 

" What showman's tridu are these V 
said a third. 

"He is certainly crazed i" said a 
fourth. 

'' How handsome he is I " said the 
women, mixed with the populace. 

** This is a man who has learned the 
people by heart," observed Montreal 
to Adrian. " He knows he must speak 
to the eye, in order to win the mind : 
a knave, — a wise knave ! " 

And now Bienzi had ascended the 
scaffold ; and as he looked long and 
steadfastly around the meeting, the 
high and thoughtful repose of his 
nu^estie countenance, its deep and 
solemn gravity, hushed all the muv* 
murs, and made its eflfoet equally felt 
by the sneeriag nobles as iJks Impa- 
tient populaee. 

''Signors of Borne,** said he, at 
length, " and ye, friends, and dtixem, 
you have heard why -we are met 
together this day ; and you, my Lord 
Bishop of Orvietto,— and ye, fellow 
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U^onreraidth me in tlie field of lei- 
tiers, — y% too, are aware that it is 
upon some matter r^atire to th^t 
Ancient Rome, the rifio and ike declme 
of uliose past power and glozks we 
have spent our youth ki endeayouiing 
to comprehend. But this, believe m«, 
is no vain enigma of «raditi(my usefial 
bilt to the studious — referrii^f but to 
the dead. Let %}» Past perish {--4et 
darkness shroud it !— let it vleep for 
ever over the CTtimMiiig tem]^ and 
desolate tombs of its fexgottea sona, — 
if it ciumat afford m», tcom its dis- 
buried secrets, a guide for the Present 
and the Future. What, my Lords, ye 
have thought that it was fi>r the Bak» of 
antiquityalone that we have wasted our 
nigiits and days in studying what an- 
tiquity can teach us ! You are mis- 
taken ; it is nothing to know what we 
have be^ unless it is with the desire 
of knowing that which we ought to 
be. Our ancestors are mere dust and 
kshes, save when they speak to our 
posterity; and then their voices re- 
sound, not frmas the eaith below, but 
tike heaven above. There is an ^o- 
quence in Memory, beeause it is the 
fturse of Hope. There is a sanctify in 
the Past, but only becaose of the 
dironicles It retains^ — ehronitdea of 
the progress of mankind, — st^pii^ 
stones in civilisation, in liberty, and 
in knowledge. Our fitthers forbid us 
to recede,— they teach us what is our 
rightful heniager-^tbef bid « re- 
claim, they bid us augment^ that h^ 
ritage,— preserve their virtues, and 
9^oid th^ errors. These are tiie true 
uses of the Past^ Like the sacred edi- 
fice in which we are,->it is a ton^ 
upos which to rear a temi^ i see 
that you marrel at this kmg begin- 
ning; ye look toeaeh ether— ye arii 
to n^at it tends. Behold ^is bread 
plate of iron ; upon k » graven an 
inscription but lately disinterred from 
the heaps of stone and ruin, which — 
O shame to Rome! — ^were once the 
pahiees of empire^ aoid the arches of 



triumphant poww. The device in 
the centre of the table, which you be- 
held, conveys the act of the Roman 
Senators, — ^who are conferring upon 
Vespasian the imperial authority. It 
is this inscription which I have invited 
you to hear read ! It i^ecifies the veiy 
terms and Imiits of tiie authority thus 
eonferred. To the Emperor was con- 
fided the power of making laws and 
alliances with whatsoever nation, — of 
increasing; or of diminishing the 
limits of towns and dist^cts,— of— 
mark this, my Lords ! — exalting men 
to the rank of dukcA and kings, — ay, 
and of deposing and degrading them | 
— of making cities, and of unmaking : 
in short, of all the attributes of impe- 
rial power. Yes, to that Emperor was 
confided this vast authority ; but, by 
whom? Heed — listen, I pray you — 
let net a word be lost ; — ^by whom, I 
say 1 By the Roman Senate! What 
was the Roman Senate 1 The Repre- 
sentative of the Roman People ! " 

'* I knew he would come to that ! * 
said the smith, who stood at the door 
with hie fellows, but to whose ear,^ 
clear and distinct^ rolled the silver 
voice of RienzL 

^ Brave fellow 1 and this, too, in the 
hearing of the Lords ! " 

" Aj, you see what the people were I 
and we should never have known this 
but for Mm." 

''Peacet, fellows;" said the officer 
to those of the crowd, from whom 
oame these whsq>ered sentences. 

Rienzi oontinaedw — ^' Yes, it is the 
people who Intrusted this power— te 
the people, therefore, it belo^fs 1 Did 
the haugMy Emperor airogate the 
erown % Could he assume the autho- 
rity of himself) Was it bora with 
himi Bid he derive % my Lord 
Barons, from the possession of towered 
eastles — of lofty lineage ! No ! all- 
powerful as he was, he had no right to 
ene atom of that power, save from the 
voice and trust of the Roman people. 
Such, O my countrymen ! such was 
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even at that day, when Liberty was 
but the shadow of her former self, — 
such was the acknowledged preroga- 
tive of your fothers I All power was 
the gift of the people. What have ye 
to give nowl Who, who, I say, — ^what 
single person, what petty chief, asks 
you for the authority he assumes 1 
His senate is his sword ; his chart of 
license is written, not with ink, but 
blood. The people ! — ^there is no 
people ! Oh ! would to God that we 
might disentomb the spirit of the Past 
as easily as her records ! " 

"If I were your kinsman," whis- 
pered Montreal to Adrian, " I would 
give this man short breathing-time 
between his peroration and confession." 

** What is your Emperor 1 " conti- 
nued Rienzi ; " a stranger ! What the 
great head of your Church t — an exile ! 
Ye are without your lawful chiefs; 
and whyl Because ye are not without 
your law-defying tyrants ! The licence 
of your nobles, their discords, their 
dissensions, have driven our Holy 
Father from the heritage of St. Peter ; 
— they have bathed your streets in 
your own blood ; they have wasted the 
wealth of your labours on private 
quarrels and the maintenance of hire- 
ling ruffians! Your forces are ex- 
hausted against yourselves. You have 
made a mockery of your country, once 
the mistress of the world. You have 
iteeped her lips in gall — ^ye have set a 
crown of thorns upon her head 1 
What, my Lords I " cried he, turning 
sharply round towards the Savelli and 
Orsini, who, endeavouring to shake off 
the thrill which the fiery eloquence of 
Bienzi had stricken to their hearts, 
now, by contemptuous gestures and 
scornful smiles, testified the displea- 
sure they did not dare loudly to utter 
in the presence of the Yicar and the 
people. — " What ! even while I speak 
— ^not the sanctity of this place restrains 
you ! I am an humble man — a citizen | 
of Rome ; — ^but I have this distinc- 1 
tion: I have raised against myself | 



many foes and scofiers for that which 
I have done for Rome. I am hated, 
because I love my country ; I am des« 
pised, because I would exalt her. I 
retaliate — I shall be avenged. Three 
traitors in your own palaces shall be- 
tray you : their names are — Luxury, 
Envy, and Dissension ! " 

" There he had them on the hip ! " 

"Ha, ha 1 by the Holy Cross, that 
was good I " 

" I would go to the hangman for 
such another keen stroke as that ! " 

" It is a shame if toe are cowards, 
when one man is thus brave," said the 
smith. 

" This is the man we have always 
wanted ! " 

"Silence ! " proclaimed the officer. 

" Romans ! " resumed Rienzi, pas- 
sionately — " awake ! I conjure you ! 
Let this memorial of your former 
power — ^your ancient liberties — sink 
deep into your souls. In a propitious 
hour, if ye seize it, — ^in an evil one, if 
ye sufier the golden opportunity to 
escape, — ^has this recoid of the past 
been unfolded to your eyes. Recollect 
that the Jubilee approaches." 

The Bishop of Orvietto smiled, and 
bowed approvingly; the people, the 
citizens, the inferior nobles, noted 
well those signs of encouragement ; 
and, to their minds, the Pope himself, 
in the person of his Yicar, looked 
benignly on the daring of Rienzi. 

" The Jubilee approaches, — the eyes 
of all Christendom will be directed 
hither. Here, where, from all quar- 
ters of the globe, men come for peace, 
shall they find discord ? — seeking ab- 
solution, shall they perceive but crime? 
In the centre of God's dominion, shall 
they weep at your weakness 1 — in the 
seat of the martyred saints, shall they 
shudder at your vices] — in the foun- 
tain and source of Christ's law, shall 
they find all law unknown ! You 
were the glory of the world— will you 
be its by-word 1 You were its ex- 
ample—will you be its warning 1 Rise, 
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while it is yet time ! — clear your roads 
from the bandits that infest them ! — 
your walls from the hirelings that 
they harbour! Banish these civil 
discords, or the men — ^how proud, how 
great, soever — ^who maintain them! 
Pluck the scales from the hand of 
Fraud ! — the sword from the hand of 
Violence ! — the balance and the sword 
are the ancient attributes of Justice ! 
— ^restore them to Iver again ! This 
be your high task, — ^these be your 
great ends ! Deem any man who op- 
poses them a traitor to his country. 
Gain a victory greater than those of 
the Caesars — ^a victory over yourselves! 
Let the pilgrims of the world behold 
the resurrection of Rome ! Make one 
epoch of the Jubilee of Religion and 
the Restoration of Law! Lay the 
sacrifice of your vanquished passions 
— ^the first-fruits of your renovated 
liberties — ^upon the very altar that 
these walla contain ! and never ! oh, 
never ! since the world began, shall 
men have made a more grateful offer- 
ing to their God!" 

So intense was the sensation these 
words created in the audience — so 
breathless and overpowered did they 
leave the souls which they took by 
storm — ^that Rienzi had descended 
the scaffold, and already disappeared 
behind the curtain from which he had 
emerged, ere the crowd were fully 
aware that he had ceased. 

The singularity of this sudden ap- 
parition — ^robed in mysterious splen- 
dour, and vanishing the moment its 
errand was fulfilled — ^gave additional 
effect to the words it had uttered. 
The whole character of that bold ad- 
dress became invested with a some- 
thing pretematursd and inspired ; to 
the minds of the vulgar, the mortal 
was converted into the oracle; and, 
marvelling at the unhesitating cou- 
rage with which their idol had rebuked 
and conjured the haughty barons, — 
each of whom they regarded in the 
light of sanctioned executioners, 



' whose anger could be made manifest 
at once by the gibbet or the axe, — 

I the people could not but supersti- 

I tiously imagine that nothing less than 
authority from above could have gifted 
their leader with such hardihood, 

I and preserved him from the danger it 
incurred. In fact, it was in this very 
courage of Rienzi that his safety con- 
sisted ; he was placed in those circum- 
stances where audacity is prudence. 
Had he been less bold, the nobles 
would have been more severe ; but so 
great a license of speech in an officer 
of the Holy See, they naturally ima- 
gined, was not unauthorised by the 
assent of the Pope, as well as by the 
approbation of the people. Those 
who did not (like Stephen Colonna) 
despise words as wind, shrank back 
from the task of punishing one whose 
voice might be the mere echo of the 
wishes of the pontiff. The dissensions 
of the nobles among each other, were 
no less favourable to Rienzi. He 
attacked a body, the members of 
which had no union. 

" It is not my duty to slay him ! " 
said one. 

"I am not the representative of 
the barons ! " said another. 

"If Stephen Colonna heeds him 
not, it would be absurd, as well as 
dangerous, in a meaner man to make 
himself the champion of the order ! " 
said a third. 

The Colonna smiled approval, when 
Rienzi denounced an Orsini — an Orsini 
laughed aloud, when the eloquence 
burst over a Colonna. The Cesser 
nobles were well pleased to hear at- 
tacks upon both : while, on the other 
hand, the Bishop, by the long impu- 
nity of Rienzi, had taken courage to 
sanction the conduct of his fellow- 
officer. He affected, indeed, at times, 
to blame the excess of his fervour, 
but it was always accompanied by the 
praises of his honesty ; and the ap- 
probation of the Pope's Vicar con- 

I firmed the impression of the nobles 
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as to tke ftj^obation of the Pope. 
Thus, from the very rashness of his 
entfaiMriasin had grown his security 
and SQocesL 

Still, hofwerer, when the barons had 
a little reoovered from the stnpor into 
which Bienzi had cast them, th^ 
looked rouid to each other ; and their 
looks confessed their sense of the inso- 
lence of the orator, and the affiront 
offered to themselves. 

'*Ferfeder' quoth Beginaldo di 
Orsini, "this is past bearing, — the 
plebeisA has gone too far T' 

" Look at the populace below 1 how 
they murmur and gape, — and how 
their eyes f^uurkle — and what looks 
they bend at us ! " said Luca di Savelli 
to his mortal enemy, Castruccio Mala- 
testa : the sense of a common dang»> 
nnited in one moment^ but only for a 
moment^ the enmity of years. 

''Di&Tolo rmutteredBaselli (Nina's 
&ther) to a baron, equally poor, '' but 
the clerk has truth in his lips. Tis a 
pity he is not noble." 

"What a 'clever brain marred!" 
fiaid a Florentine merchant. "That 
man might be something, if he were 
efficiently rich.'' 

Adrian and Montreal were olent : 
the first seemed lost in thought, — the 
last was watching the various effects 
produced upon the audience. 

"Silence !" proclaimed the officers. 
" Silence, for my Lord Vicar." 

At this announcement^ every eye 
tamed to Baimond, who, rising with 
much clerical importance thus ad- 
dressed the assembly : — 

^' Although, Barons and dtiiens of 
Some, my wellrbeloved flock, and ehit 
dren, — I, no more than yourselves, 
•nticq»stod the exact natme of the 
address ye have just heard, — and, 
albeit, I cannot feel unafloyed con- 
tentment at the manner, nor, I may 
say, at the whole matter of that fer^ 
▼ent exhortation — f^ (laying great 
emphaais on the last word), I cannot 
suffer you to depart without adding 



to the prayers of onr Holy FatheFa 
servant, those, also, of hu Holiness*! 
q>iritual representative. It is true ! 
the Jubilee approaches ! The Jubilee 
approaches — and yet our roads, even 
to the gates of Some, are infested 
with murderous and godless ruffians 1 
What pilgrim can venture across the 
Apennines to worship at the altars 
of St Peterl The Jubilee ap* 
proaches: what scandal shall it be 
to Rome if these shrinea be without 
pilgrims — ^if the timid recoil from, if 
the bold fall victims to, the dangers of 
the way ! Wherefore, I pray you all, 
citizens and chiefis alike, — ^I pn^ you 
an to lay aside those nnhi^ppy dissen- 
sions which have so long ecmsnmed 
the strength of our sacred city ; and, 
uniting with oach other ia the ties <^ 
amity and brotherhood, to form a 
blessed league againil the msraudera 
of the road. I see amongst yon, mf 
Lords, many of the boasts and pUlait 
of the state ; buty aUs) I think with 
grief and dismay on the oansdess and 
idle hatred that has grownup betweeii 
you! — a scandal to our ei^, and 
reflecting, let me add, my Loo^ no 
honour on your fidtii as GhristkuM^ 
nor on your dignily aa de&ndeni ef 
the Church." 

Amongst the inferiornohles— alcmg 
the seatsof the judges and the laen^ 
letters — ^through the vast ceaoearse 
of the people — ran a loud mamur oC 
approbation at these words. The 
greater barona kx^ced proudly, hat not 
eontemptuously, at the eoantenanoa 
of the prelate, and prBsenred » striet 
and unrevealing silence. 

"In this holy spot^" coniimMd the 
Biahop^ "lei me beseech yoa to buy 
those fruitless animotttiea whkh. havt 
already cost enough of Uood and tnir 
sure; and let us quit these walla with 
one common determination to swinee 
our courage and display our ehivaliy 
only against our universal foes,*— 
those ruffians whe lay wasteeur fields 
and infest our puUio ways,-^he foey 
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•like of ibe people we ebould protect, 
and the Qod whom we should serve 1 " 

The Boliop resumed his aeat ; the 
nobles looked at each other without 
replj; ihe people began to whisper 
loudly among t^emselyes ; mhien, after 
a short pause^ Adrian di CasteUo rose. 

^ Pardon me^ my Lords^ and you, 
reverend Father, if I, inexperienced 
in years and'of little maik or dignity 
amongst you, presume to be the first 
to embrace the proposal we have just 
heard. WilBngly do I renounce all 
ancient cause of enmity with any of 
my compeere. Fortonatdy fm me, 
my long absence &om Bome has sw^ 
from my renirembranee the feuds aad 
riraliies fiunifiar to my eariy youth ; 
and in this noble conclave I see but 
one man (glancing at Martiao di 
Porto, who sat sullenly looking down) 
against whom I have, at any time, 
deemed it a duty to draw my sword ; 
the gage that I once cast to that noble 
is yet, I rejoice to think, unredeemed. 
I withdraw it. Henceforth my only 
foes shall be the foes of Rome ! • 

*' Nobly spoken ! " said the Bishop, 
aloud. 

" And^" continued Adrian, casting 
down hhi glove amongst the nobles, 
" I throw, my Lords, the gage, thus 
resumed, amongst you all, in chaHenge 
to a wider rivahy, and a more noble 
field. I invite any mua. to vie with 
me in the zeal tiiat lie shall show to 
restore tranqulllily to o«r roads^ and 
order to onr state. H is a contest in 
which, if 1 be vanquiglied with reluct- 
ance, I will yield the prize wi^out 
envy. In i«n days from tins time, 
reverend Father, I will raise forty 
horsemen-«t<ffms, ready to(Aey what- 
ever orders shiK be agreed upon for 
the secoiily of the BoimHi state. And 
you, O Romans, AruIbs, 1 pray yon, 
from your mind^ tiiose eloquent in- 
veetives against your fsUow-eitizens 
which ye have lately heard. All of 
us, of what rank soever, may have 
shared in the excesses of these un- 



happy times ; let us endeavour, not to 
avenge nor to imitate, but to reform 
and to unite. And may the people 
hereafter find, that the true boast of 
a patrician is, that his power the better 
enables him to serve his oountiy." 

"Brave words 1 *' quoth the smith, 
sneeringly, 

"If they were all l&e him .«" sud 
the smith's neighbour. 

" He has helped the nobles out of a 
dilemma," said Pandulfo. 

"He has shown grey wit under 
young hairs," said an aged Malatesta. 

" You have turned the tide, but not 
stemmed it, noble Adnan," whispered 
the ever-boding Montreal, as, amidst 
the murmurs of the general approba- 
tion, the young Colonna resumed his 



" How mean you ? " said Adrian. 

" That your soft words, like all pa- 
trician conciliations, have come too 
late." 

Not another noble stirred, though 
they felt, perhaps, disposed to join in 
the general feeling of amnesty, and 
appeared, by signs and whispers, to 
i^plaad the speech of Adrian. They 
were too habituated to the ungraceful- 
ness of an unlettered pride, to bow 
themselves to address ooneiliating 
language ^ther to the people or their 
foes. And JEbumond, glancing round, 
and not willing that their unseemly 
silence slumld be long remarked, rose 
at once, to give it the beat construe* 
tkm in hui power. 

"My son, thou hast spoken as a 
patriot and a Christian; by the ap- 
proving silenoe of your peers we idl 
fecH that they share your sentiments. 
Break we up the meeting — its end it 
obtained. The manner of our pro- 
ceeding against the leagued robbers 
of the road requires maturer consi- 
deration elsewhere. This day shall 
be an epoch in our history." 

" it shall," quoth Ceceo del Veechio^ 
gruffly, between his teeth. 

^Children, my blessing upon yov 
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all ! " concluded ihe Vicar, spreading 
his anns. 

And in a few niinutes more the 
crowd poured firom the church. The 
dilTerent servitors and flag-bearers 
ranged themselves on the steps with- 
out, each train anxious for their mas- 
ter's precedence; and the nobles, 
gravelj collecting in small knots, in 
the which was no mixture 'of rival 
blood, followed the crowd down the 
aisles. Soon rose again the din, and 
the noise, and the wrangling, and the 
oaths, of the hostile bands, as, with 
pain and labour, the Yicar^s ofiicers 
marshalled them in "order most dis- 
orderly." 

But so true were Montreal's words 
to Adrian, that the populace already 
half forgot the young noble*s generous 
appeal, and were only bitterly com- 



menting on the ungracious silence of 
his brother Lords. What, too, to 
them was this crusade against the 
robbers of the road 1 They blamed 
the good Bishop for not saying boldly 
to the nobles — " Ye are the first rob- 
bers we must march against ! " The po- 
pular discontents had gone far beyond 
palliatives ; they had arrived at that 
point when the people Idnged less for 
reform than change. There are times 
when a revolution cannot be warded 
off; it must eome— H:ome alike by 
resistance or by concession. Wo to 
that race in which a revelation pro- 
duces no fruits ! — in which the thun- 
derbolt smites the high place, but 
does not purify the air t To suffer in 
vain is often the lot of the noblest 
individuals ; but when a People suffer 
in vain, let them curse themselves ! 



CHAPTER IV. 



THB AMBITIOUS OITIZEH, AHD THB AXBITIOUS SOLDIXB. 



The Bishop of Orvietto lingered last, 
to confer with Bienzi, who awaited him 
in the recesses of the Lateran. Bai- 
mond had the penetration not to be 
seduced into believing that the late 
scene could effect any reformation 
amongst the nobles, heal their divi- 
sions, or lead them actively against 
the infestors of the Campagna. But, 
as he detailed to Eienzi all that had 
occurred subsequent to the departure 
of that hero of the scene, he concluded 
with saying : — 

" You will perceive from this, one 
good result will be produced : the first 
armed dissension — the first fray among 
the nobles — will seem like a breach 
of promise ; and, to the people and to 
the Pope, a reasonable excuse for des- 
pairing of all amendment amongst 
the Barons, — an excuse which will 



sanction the efforts of the first, and 
the approval of the last." 

" For such a fray we shall not long 
wait," answered BienzL 

" I believe the prophecy," answered 
Raimond, smiling ; " at present all runs 
well. Qo you wiUi us homeward 1" 

" Nay, I think it better to tarry 
here till the crowd is entirely dis- 
persed ; for if they were to see me, in 
their present excitement, they might 
insist on some rash and hasty enter- 
prise. Besides, my Lord," added 
Bienzi, "with an ignorant people, 
however honest and enthusiastic, this 
rule must be rigidly observed — stale 
not your presence by custom. Kever 
may men like me, who have no exter- 
nal rank, appear amongst the crowd, 
save on those occasions when the mind 
is itself a rank." 
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''That is trne, as you have no train," 
answered Baimond, thinking of his 
own well-liveried menials. "Adieu, 
then I we shall meet soon." 

" Ay, at Philippi, my Lord. Reve- 
rend Father, your blessing ! " 

It was some time subsequent to this 
conference that Ricnzi quitted the 
sacred edifice. As he stood on the steps 
of the church — now silent and de- 
serted — the hour that precedes the 
brief twilight of the South lent its 
magic to the view. There he beheld the 
sweeping arches of the mighty Aque- 
duct extending fax along the scene, 
and backed by the distant and purpled 
hills. Before — ^to the right — rose the 
gate which took its Roman name from 
the Coelian Mount, at whose declivity 
it yet stands. Beyond — ^from the 
height of the steps — he saw the vil- 
lages scattered through the grey Com- 
pagna, whitening in the sloped sun ; 
and in the furthest distance the moun- 
tain shadows began to darken over the 
roofs of the ancient Tusculum, and 
the second Alban* city, which yet 
rises, in desolate neglect, above the 
vanished palaces of Pompey and Do- 
mitian. 

The Roman stood absorbed and mo- 
tionless for some moments, gazing on 
the scene, and inhaling the sweet balm 
of the mellow air. It was the soft 
spring-time — the season of flowers, 
and green leaves, and whispering winds 
— the pastoral May of Italia's poets : 
but hushed was the voice of song on 
the banks of the Tiber — ^the reeds gave 
music no more. From the sacred 
Mount in which Saturn held his home, 
the Dryad and the Nymph, and Italy's 
native Sylvan, were gone for ever. 
Rienzi's original nature — its enthu- 
siasm — ^its veneration for the past — its 



* The first Alba— the Alba Longa— whose 
origin Fable ascribes to Ascanius, was de- 
stroyed by Tullus HostiliuB. The second 
Alba, or modem Albano, was erected on the 
plain below the ancient town, a little before 
the time of Nero. 



love of the beautiful and the great — 
that very attachment to the graces and 
pomp which give so florid a character 
to the harsh realities of life, and which 
power afterwards too luxuriantly de- 
veloped ; the exuberance of thoughts 
and fancies, which poured itself from 
his lips in so brilliant and inexhaust- 
ible a flood — all bespoke those intel- 
lectual and imaginative biasses, which, 
in calmer times, might have raised 
him in literature to a more indisput- 
able eminence than that to which 
action can ever lead ; and something 
of such consciousness crossed his spirit 
at that moment. 

" Happier had it been for me," 
thought he, *' had I never looked out 
from my own heart upon the world. 
I had all within me that makes con- 
tentment of the present, because I had 
that which can make me forget the 
present. I had the power to re-people 
— to create : the legends and dreams 
of old — the divine faculty of verse, in 
which the beautiful superfluities of the 
heart can pour themselves — these were 
mine ! Petrarch chose wisely for him- 
self ! To address the world, but from 
without the world; to persuade — to 
excite — ^to command, — for these are 
the aim and glory of ambition ; — ^but 
to shun its tumult, and its toil ! His 
the quiet cell which he fills with the 
shapes of beauty — the solitude, from 
which he can banish the evil times 
whereon we are fitllen, but in which 
he can dream back the great hearts 
and the glorious epochs of the past. 
For me — to what cares I am wedded! 
to what labours I am bound! what 
instruments I must use I what dis- 
guises I must assume ! to tricks and 
artifice I must bow my pride! base 
are my enemies — uncertain my friends! 
and verily, in this struggle with blinded 
and mean men, the soul itself becomes 
warped and dwarfish. Patient and 
darkling, the Means creep through 
caves and the soiling mire, to gain at 
last the light which is the End." 
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in theM refleetums there was a truth, 
the whole gloom and sadneas of which 
the Roman had not yet expcriencwL 
However angait be tiM object we pre- 
pose to oursehree^ every leas worthy 
path we take to inaure it cdstorta the 
mental sight of our ambition; and the 
mean% by degrees^ abase the end to 
their own standard. Thia ia the trae 
misfortone of a man nobler than hia 
age — that the insiniments he must 
use soil himself : half he reforms his 
times; but half, too, the times will 
corrupt the reiSormer. Hia own craft 
nnc^enninea hia safety; — the people, 
whom he himself accustoms to a &lse 
excitement, perpetually crave it ; and 
when their ruler oeases to seduce their 
fimcy. he fUls their victim. The re- 
form he makes by these means is hol- 
low and momentary — it is sw^ away 
with himself: it was bat the tridc — 
the show — ^the wasted genius of a con- 
juror : the curtain fitlls — the magic is 
over — the cup and balls are kicked 
aside. Better one slow step in en- 
lightenment, — ^which being made by 
the reason of a whole people, cannot 
recede, — than these sudden flashes 
in the depth of tiie general nighty 
which the darkness^ by contrast 
doubly dark, swallowB vp everlastingly 
again! 

As^ slowly and muain^y, Rienzi 
turned to quit the church, he felt a 
light touch upon his shoulder. 

" Fair evening te you, S^ Scholar," 
said a frank voice. 

" To you, I return the courtesy," an- 
swered ^enzi, gaoing upon the person 
who thus suddenly accosted him$ and 
in wtiose white cross and martial bear- 
ing the reader recognises the Knight 
of St. John. 

" Yoa know me not, I think}" said 
Montreal; "but that matters little, 
we may easily commence our acquaint- 
ance : for me, indeed, I am fortunate 
enough to have made myself already 
acquainted with you." 

" Possibly we have met elsewhere, 



at the house ef one of tnose nobles to 
whose rank yon seem to belong 1 " 

••Belbng ! ne^ net exactly ! " returned 
Montreal, prowily. '* High-born and 
great a» year magnstes deem them- 
selves, I would net, while the moun- 
taina cao jiM eoe free spot for my 
footstep, change my place in the world's 
many grades for theirs. To the brave, 
there is but one sort of plebeiait, and 
that k the coward. But yon, sage 
Bienzi," continued the Eni^, in a 
g^ysr tone, ** I have seen in more sth«- 
nDff scenes than the haHof aBomaa 
Baron." 

Bienzi glanced keenly at Montreal, 
who met his eye with an open brow. 

''Year resumed the Knight— '*but 
let ua walk on; suffer me for a fow 
moments to be yonr companion. Yea! 
I have listened to yon — the othweve, 
when you addressed thepopnlaee, and 
to-day, when you reboked the neMea^ 
and at midnight, too», net long'sinee, 
iHien (your ear, fur Qir t — Slower; it n 
a secret !) — at midnight, too, whfen yon 
administered the oath ef brotherhood 
to the bold oonf^iraton^ wk the ruined 
Aventine!'^ 

As he concluded, the Elnight drew 
himself aside to wvtohj upon Btenai's 
couBtenanee^theeffMstwl^di hiawevds 
might prodnoe. 

A slight tremor passed ever t&e 
frame of the com^irator — ^for ee,.iai£e8S 
the oonspira^ sueoeed, would Sienai 
be termed^ by odiem than Montreal : 
he turned abrupt^ ronnd te^eonfitHit 
the Knight^ and place«l his hand in- 
voluntarily on his«word> bat presently 
reHnquished iAm gvasp» 

** Ha ! " said the Bomaa^ dewfy, ''if 
this be true, fall Bbmel There is 
treason even among til« free ! * 

*' If o treason, brsfeS&rr'*sn8wered 
Montreal ; " I possess thy secret — 
but none have betrayed it to me." 

" And is it as friend" or foe that thou 
hast learned iti" 

" That as it may be," returned Mon- 
treal, carelessly. " Enough, at present^ 
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tbat I conld send thee to ike gibbet, 
tf I said b«t the word, — to akow my 
power to be thy foe ; enough, that I 
hare not done it, to proye my di^o- 
iition to be thy friend.** 

"Thon mi^akest, stranger f that 
man does not lire who could shed my 
Mood in the streets of Borne ! The 
gibbet ! Little dost thoH know of the 
power which snrrounds Rienzi.'* 

These words were said with some 
■com and bitterness; but, after a 
moment's paose, Rienzi resumed, more 
calmly t— 

" ^y the cross on thy mantle, thou 
belongest to one of the proudest orders 
of knij^tiiQod : thou art a foreigner, 
and a cayalier. What generous sym- 
palhies can eo&yert thee into a Mend 
of the Roman people f ** 

" Cola di Rienzi," returned Mon- 
treal, " the E^mpathies that unite us 
are those whkh unite all men who, by 
their own eflbrts, rise aboyetfae herd. 
True, I was bom noble — ^but powerless 
and poor : at my beck now moye, from 
city to city, the armed instruments of 
aoUiority : my breath is the law of 
thousandisb This empire I haye not 
Inherited; I won it by a cool brain 
and a feariese arm. Enow me for 
Walter de Montreal ; is it not a name 
that speaks a spirit kindred to thine 
own I Is not ambition a common sen- 
^ment between us I I do not marshal 
soldiers fbr gain only, though men haye 
temied me ayaricious — nor butcher 
peasants Ibr the loye of blood, though 
men haye called me cmel-. Arms and 
wealth are the sinews of power; it is 
powerthat Idesire; — thou, bold Rienzi, 
stmgglest thou not lor the same ? Is 
it the rank breath of the garlic-chew- 
ing mob— is it the whispered envy of 
schoolmen — is it the hollow mouthing 
of boys who call thee patriot and free- 
man, words to trick the ear — ^that will 
content thee ? These are but iky in- 
struments to power, Haye I spoken 
trulyr 

Whatever distaste Rienzimight con- 



ceiye at this speech he masked efiec 
tnally. " Certes," said he, " it would 
be in yam, renowned Captain, to deny 
that I seek but that power of which 
thou speakest. But what union can 
there be between the ambition of a 
Roman citizen and the leader of paid 
armiies that take their cause only ao 
cording to their hire — to-day, fight for 
liberty in Florence — to-morrow, for 
tyranny in Bologna? Pardon my 
frankness;, fiar in this age that is 
deemed no disgrace which I impute 
to thy armieSb Valour and generalship 
are held to consecrate any cause they 
distinguish ; and he who is the master 
of princes, may be weH honoured by 
them as their equal.*" 

" We are entering in*o a less de- 
serted quarts of the town,**" said the 
Knight ; " is there no secret place — 
no Ayentine — in this direction, where 
we can confer?'* 

" Hush 1 " replied Rienzi, cautiously 
looking round. •* I thank thee, noble 
Montreal, for the hint ; nor may it be 
well for us to be seen together. Wilt 
thou deign to follow me to my home, 
by the Palatine Bridge ]* there we can 
conyerse undisturbed and secure.** 

''Be it so,'* said Montreal, fiiUing 
back. 

With a quick and hurried step, 
Rienzi passed through the town, in 
which, wherever he was discovered, 
the scattered citizens saluted him with 
marked respect ; and, turning through 
a labyrinth of dwk alleys, as if to 
shun the more public thoroughfixres, 
arrived at length at a broad space 
near the river. The first stars of night 
shone down on the ancient temple of 



* The picturesque Tvuna ahovm at this 
day aa having oooe been the habitation of 
the celebrated Cola di Riensi, were long 
asserted by the antiquarians to have be- 
longed to another Cola or Nicola. I belfe^» 
however, that the dispute has been lately 
decided: and, indeed, no one but* an anti- 
quary, and that a Roman one, could sup« 
pose that there were two Colas to whom the 
inscription on the house would apply. 
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Fortuna Virilis, which the chances of 
Time had already converted into the 
Church of St. Mary of Egypt ; and 
fiicing the twice-hallowed edifice stood 
the house of Rienzi. 

** It is a fiur omen to have my man- 
»on facing the ancient Temple of 
Fortune/' said Bienzi, smiling, as 
Montreal followed the Boman into 
the chamher I have already described. 

" Yet Valour need never pray to 
Fortune," said the Knight ; " the first 
commands the last** 

Long was the conference between 
these two men, the most enterprising 
of their age. Meanwhile, let me make 
the reader somewhat better acquainted 
with the character and designs of 
Montreal, than the hurry of events 
has yet permitted him to become. 

Walter de Montreal, generally 
known in the chronicles of Italy by 
the deiiignation of Fra Moreale, had 
passed into Italy— a bold adventurer, 
worthy to become a successor of those 
roving Normans (from one of the 
most eminent of whom, by the mo- 
ther's side, he claimed descent) who 
had formerly played so strange a part 
in the chivalric errantly of Europe, — 
realizing the fables of Amadis and 
Palmerin — (each knight, in himself a 
host), winning territories and overset- 
ting thrones ; acknowledging no laws 
save those of knighthood ; never con- 
founding themselves with the tribe 
amongst which they settled; inca- 
pable of becomingcitizens, and scarcely 
contented with aspiring to be kings. 
At that time, Italy was the India of 
all those well-bom and penniless ad- 
venturers who, like Montreal, had in- 
flamed their Imagination by the bal- 
lads and legends of the Roberts and 
the Godfreys of old; who had trained 
themselves from youth to manage the 
barb, and bear, through the heats of 
summer, the weight of arms; and 
who, passing into an effeminate and 
distracted land, had only to exhibit 
bravery in order to command wealth. 



It was considered no disgrace for some 
powerful chieftain to collect together a 
band of these hardy aliens, — to subsist 
amidst the mountains on booty and 
pillage, — ^to make war upon tyrant or 
republic, as interest suggested, and to 
sell, at enormous stipends, the immu- 
nities of peace. Sometimes they hired 
themselves to one state to protect it 
against the other ; and the next year 
beheld them in the field against tiieir 
former employers. These bands of 
Northern stipendiariesassumed, there- 
fore, a civil, as well as a military, im- 
portance ; they were as indispensable 
to the safety of one state as they were 
destructive to the security of aU- But 
five years before the present date, the 
Florentine Bepublic had hired the 
services of a celebrated leader of these 
foreign soldiers, — Qualtier, duke of 
Athens. By acclamation, the people 
themselves had elected that warrior to 
the state of prince, or tyrant, of their 
state ; before the year was completed, 
they revolted against his cruelties, or 
rather against his exactions, — ^for, de- 
spite all the boasts of their historian^ 
they felt an attack on their purses 
more deeply than an assault on their 
liberties, — ^they had chased him from 
their city, and once more proclaimed 
themselves a Bepublic. The bravest, 
and most fisivoured of the soldiers of 
the Duke of Athens had been Walter 
de Montreal ; he had shared the rise 
and the downfall of his chief. Amongst 
popular commotions, the acute and 
observant mind of the Knight of St. 
John had learned no mean civil expe- 
rience; he had learned to sound a 
people — to know how fer they would 
endure — to construe the signs of revo- 
lution — to be a reader of the times. 
After the down&ll of the Duke of 
Athens, as a Free Companion, in . 
otherwordsaFreebooter,Montrealhad 
augmented under the fierce Werner 
his riches and his renown. At pre- 
sent without employment worthy his 
spirit of enterprise and intrigue, the 
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disordered and chiefless state of Rome 
had attracted him thither. In the 
league he had proposed to Colonna 
•—in the suggestions he had made to 
the vanity of that Signor — his own 
object was to render his services indis- 
pensable — to constitute himself the 
head of the soldiery whom his pro- 
posed designs would render necessary 
to the ambition of the Colonna, could 
it be excited — and, in the vastness of 
his hardy genius for enterprise, he 
probably foresaw that the command 
of such a force would be, in reality, 
the command of Rome ; — a counter- 
revolution might easily unseat the 
Colonna and elect himself to the prin- 
cipality. It had sometimes been the 
custom of Roman, as of other Italian, 
States, to prefer for a chief magistrate, 
under the title of Podesta, a foreigner 
to a native. And Montreal hoped 
that he might possibly become to 
Rome what the Duke of Athens had 
been to Florence — ^an ambition he 
knew well enough to be above the 
gentleman of Proven9e, but not 
above the leader of an army. But, 
as we have already seen, his sagacity 
perceived at once that he could not 
move the aged head of the patricians 
to those hardy and perilous measures 
which were necessary to the attain- 
ment of supreme power. Contented 
with his present station, and taught 
moderation by his age and his past 
reverses, Stephen Colonna was not the 
man to risk a scaffold from the hope 
to gain a throne. The contempt 
which the old patrician professed for 
the people, and their idol, also taught 
the deep-thinking Montreal that, if 
the Colonna possessed not the ambi- 
tion, neither did he possess the policy, 
requisite for empire. The Elnight 
found his caution against Rienzi in 
vain, and he turned to Rienzi him- 
self. Little cared the Knight of St. 
John which party were uppermost — 
prince or people — so that his own ob- 
jects were attained ; in fact^ he had 
No. 6. 



studied the humours of a people, not 
in order to serve, but to rule them ; 
and, believing all men actuated by a 
similar ambition, he imagined that, 
whether a demagogue or a patrician 
reigned, the people were equally to be 
victims, and that the cry of " Order" 
on the one hand, or of " Liberty" on 
the other, was but the mere pretext by 
which the energy of one man sought 
to justify his ambition over the herd. 
Deeming himself one of the most 
honourable spirits of his age> he be- 
lieved in no honour which he was 
unable to feel ; and, sceptic in virtue, 
was therefore credulous of vice. 

But the boldness of his own nature 
inclined him, perhaps, rather to the 
adventurous Rienzi than to the self- 
complacent Colonna ; and he consi- 
dered that to the safety of the first he 
and his armed minions might be even 
more necessary than to that of the 
last. At present his main object was 
to learn from Rienzi the exact strength 
which he possessed, and how far he 
was prepared for any actual revolt 

The acute Roman took care, on the 
one hand, how he betrayed to the 
Knight more than he yet knew, op 
he disgusted him by apparent reserve 
on the other. Crafty as Montreal was, 
he possessed not that wonderful art of 
mastering others which was so pre- 
eminently the gift of the eloquent and 
profound Rienzi, and the difference 
between the grades of their intellect 
was visible in their present conference. 

" I see," said Rienzi, " that amidst 
all the events which have lately smiled 
upon my ambition, none is so favour- 
able as that which assures me of your 
countenance and friendship. In truth, 
I require some armed alliance. Would 
you believe it, our Mends, so bold in 
private meetings, yet shrink from a 
public explosion. They fear not the 
patricians, but the soldiery of the 
patricians; for it is the remarkable 
feature in the Italian courage, that 
they have no terror for each other, but 
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the CMque and ftword of & foreign 
hiroling make them quail like deer.** 

" They will welcome gladly, then, 
the aasoranoe that sach hirelings shall 
be in their service — not against Uiem ; 
and as mxay as yon desire for the 
rerolntiott, so many shall you receiT©." 

" But the pay and the conditions/' 
said Rienzi, with his diy, sareastic 
smilei ''How shall we arrange the 
first, and what shall we hold to be the 
second r' 

" that is an aflbir eaally oondtided/' 
replied Montreal. " For me, to tell 
yon firankly, the glory and e^rcitement 
of so great a remlsion wo«kl lUone 
snflloe. I like to teek myself neoeesary 
to the completion of high events. For 
my men it is otherwise. Tonr first 
aot will be to seice the re^vvnnes of 
the state. Well, whatever they amount 
to, the product of the first year, great 
or small, shall be divided amongst ns. 
Ton the one half, I and my men the 
other half." 

" It is much," (Mi Rienzi, gravely, 
and as tf in cakulation,^^" but Rome 
cannot purchase hwlibertlMtoo dearly. 
So be it then dedded." 

" Amen I'^and now, then, what is 
your force 1 for these eighty or a hun- 
dred dgnors of the Aventine,-*-worthy 
men, doubtless^—^scarce suffice for a 
revolt 1 " 

Qazing cautiously round the ro<mi, 
the Roman placed his hand on Mon- 
treal's arm^ — 

" Betireen you and me> it requires 
time to cement it. We shall be unable 
to stir Uiese five weeks. I have too 
rashly antidpated the period. The 
oem is indeed cut, but I must now, by 
pitvate a<\)ttTation and address, bind 
up the scattered sheaves." 

" Ftve weeks," repeated Montreal ; 
" thai! is fitf- longer than I anticipated." 

" What I desire," continued Rienzi, 
fixing hW searching eyes upon Mo&- 
trcttl, "is, that, in the meanwhile, we 
should preserve a profound calm, — we 
should remove eveiy suspicion. I 



shall bury myself in my studies, and 
convoke no more meetings.'' 

" Well—" 

"And for yourself, noble Knight, 
might I venture to dictate, I wouM 
pray you to mix with the nobles — to 
profess for me and for the people the 
profoundest contempt •^and to contri- 
bute to rock them yet more in the 
cradle of their false security. Mean- 
while, you could quietly withdraw as 
many of the armed mercenaries as you 
influence fh)m Rome, and leave the 
nobles without their only defenders. 
Collecting these hardy warriors in 
the recesses of the mountains, a 
day's march f5rom hence, we may be 
able to summon them at need, and 
they i^all appear at our gates, and in 
the midst ot our rising— hailed as 
delitcmers by the nobles, but in reality 
allies with the people. In the confu- 
sion and despair of our enemies at 
discovering their mistake, they willfiy 
ttom the city." 

" And its revenues and its empire 
will become the appanage of the 
hardy soldier and the intrigtdng de- 
magogue!" cried Montreal, with a 
laugh. 

" Sir Knight, the division shall be 
equal." 

"Agreed!" 

"And now, noble Montreal, a flask 
of our best vintage ! " said Bieniu, 
changing his tone. 

" You know the Prov^njds," an- 
swered Montreal, gaily. 

The wine was brought, the conver- 
sation became fi?ee and fiimiliar, and 
Montreal, whose crafl was acquired, 
and whose fhmkness was natural, 
unwittingly committed his secret pro- 
jects imd ambition more nakedly to 
Rienzi than he had dedgned to do. 
They parted apparently the best of 
friends. 

" By the way," said Rienzi, as they 
drained the last goblet, "Stephen 
Oolonna betakes him to Cometo, with 
a convoy of com, on the 19th. Will it 
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not be as well if you join liim 1 Ton 
can take that opportunity to whisper 
discontent to the mercenaries that 
accompany him on his mission, and 
induce them to our plan." 

" I thought of that before," returned 
Montreal ; " it shall be done. For the 
present, farewell ! " 

** * His barb, and his 8Word» 
And his lady, the peerlesi^ 
Are all that are prized 
By Orlando the foKtlum, 

" * Bncoesa to the Norman, 
The darling of story ; 
His glory is pleasure— 
His pleasure is glory.* *' 

' Chanting this rude ditty as he 
resumed his mantle, the Eiiight waved 
his hand to Rienzi, and departed. 

Eienzi watched the receding form 
of his guest with an expression of 



hate and fear upon his countenance. 
" Give that man the power," he mut- 
tered, "and he may be a second 
TotilOk* Methinks I see, in his griping 
and ferocious nature,— through all the 
gloss of its gaiety and knightly grace, 
— the very personification of our old 
Gothic foes. I trust I have lulled 
him I Verily, two suns could no more 
blaze in one hemisphere, than Walter 
de Montreal and Cola di Bienzi live 
in the same city. The star-seers teU 
us that we feel a secret and uncontrol- 
lable antipathy to those whose astral 
influences destine them to work us 
evil ; such antipathy do I feel for yon 
fair-feced homicide. Cross not my 
path, Montreal !— cross not my path ! " 
With this soliloquy Eienzi turned 
within, and, retiring to his apartment, 
was seen no more that night. 



CHAPTER V. 



THB PlUXJISSIOlf or THB BABOVS. — IHB BEOINiriKO CfB THE EKn. 



It was the morning of the 19th of 
May, the air was brisk and clear, and 
the sun, which had just risen, ^one 
cheerily upon the glittering casques 
and spears of a gallant procession of 
armed horsemen, sweeping through 
the long and principal street of Rome. 
The neighing of the horses, the ring- 
ing of the hoofs, the dazzle of the 
armour, and the tossing to and fro of 
tlie standards, adorned with the proud 
insignia of the Colonna, presented 
one of the gay and brilliant spectacles 
peculiar to the middle ages. 

At the head of the troop, on a stout 
palfrey, rode Stephen Colonna. At 
his right was the Knight of Provence, 
curbing, with an easy hand, a slight, 
but fiery steed of the Arab race: 
beliind him followed two squires, the 
one leading his war-horse, the other 



bearing his lance and helmet. At the 
left of Stephen Colonna rode Adrian, 
grave and silent, and replying only by 
monosyllables to the gay bavardage of 
the Knight of Proven9e. A consider- 
able number of the flower of the 
Roman nobles followed the old Baron; 
and the train was closed by a serried 
troop of foreign horsemen, completely 
armed. 

There was no crowd in the street, — 
the citizens looked with seeming 
apathy at the procession from their 
half-closed shops. 

''Have these Romans no passion 
for shows 1 " asked Montreal ; " if they 
could be more easily amused they 
would be more easily governed." 



* Innocent TI., some years afterwards, 
proclaimed Montreal to be worse than 
Totila. 
o2 



84 



RIBNZI, 



"Oh, Kienzi, and such buffoons, 
amuse them. We do better, — we ter- 
rify ! " replied Stephen. 

" What sings the troubadour, Lord 
Adrian 1 " said Montreal. 

<* * Smiles, false smiles, should form the 
school 
For those who rise, and those who rule : 
The brave they trick, the fair subdue, 
Kings deceive, and States undo. 

Smiles, false smiles ! 

** ' Frowns, true frowns, ourselves betray, 
The brave arouse, the fair dismay. 

Sting the pride, which blood must heal, 
Mix the bowl, and point the steel. 

Frownsb true frowns !* 

" The lay is of France, Signor ; yet 
methinks it brings its wisdom fix>m 
Italy ; — ^for the serpent smile is your 
countrymen's proper distinction, and 
the frown ill becomes them." 

" Sir Knight, " replied Adrian, 
sharply, and incensed at the taunt, 
" you Foreigners have taught us how 
to frown : — a virtue sometimes." 

" But not wisdom, unless the hand 
could maintain what the brow me- 
naced," returned Montreal, with 
haughtiness ; for he had much of the 
Franc vivacity which often overcame 
his prudence ; and he had conceived 
a secret pique against Adrian since 
their interview at Stephen's palace. 

"Sir Ejiight," answered Adrian, 
colouring, "our conversation may lead 
to warmer words than I would desire 
to have with one who has rendered mo 
80 gallant a service." 

" Nay, then, let us go back to the 
troubadours," said Montreal, indiffer- 
ently. " Forgive me if I do not think 
highly, in general, of Italian honour, 
or Italian valour; your valour I ac- 
knowledge, for I have witnessed it, 
and valour and honour go together, — 
let that suffice ! " . . 

As Adrian was about to answer, his 
eye fell suddenly on the burly form of 
Cecco del Vecchio, who was leaning 
his bare and brawny arms over his 
anvil, and gazing, with a smile, upon 



the group. There was something ia 
that smile which turned the current 
of Adrian's thoughts, and which ho 
could not contemplate without aa 
unaccountable misgiving. 

" A strong villain, that," said Mon- 
treal, also eyeing the smith. " I should 
like to enlist him. Fellow ! " cried 
he, aloud, "you have an arm that 
were aa fit to wield the sword as to 
fashion it. Desert your anvil, and 
follow the fortunes of Fra Moreale ! " 

The smith nodded his head. "Signor 
Cavalier," said he, gravely, " we poor 
men have no passion fw war ; we want 
not to kill others — we desire only 
ourselves to live, — ^if you will let us!" 

"By the Holy Mother, a slavish 
answer I But you Bomans " 

"Are slaves 1 " interrupted the 
smith, turning away to the interior of 
his forge. 

" The dog is mutinous ! " said the 
old Colonna. And as the band swept 
on, the rude foreigners, encouraged by 
their leaders, had each some taunt or 
jest, uttered in a barbarous attempt 
at the southern patois, for the lazy 
giant, as he again appeared in front of 
his forge, leaning on his anvil as be- 
fore, and betraying no sign of atten- 
tion to his insultors, save by a height- 
ened glow of his swarthy visage; — 
and so the gallant procession passed 
through the streets, and quitted the 
Eternal City. 

There was a long interval of deep 
silence— of general calm — ^throughout 
the whole of Rome : the shops were 
still but half-opened ; no man betook 
himself to his business ; it was like 
the commencement of some holyday, 
when indolence precedes enjoyment. 

About noon, a few small knots of 
men might be seen scattered about the 
streets, whispering to each other, but 
soon dispersing ; and every now and 
then, a single passenger, generally 
habited in the long robes used by the 
men of letters, or in the more sombre 
garb of monks, passed hurriedly up the 
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fttreet towards the Church of St. Mary 
of Egypt, once the Temple of Fortune. 
Then, again, all was solitary and 
deserted. Suddenly, there was heard 
the sound of a single trumpet ! It 
swelled — it gathered on the ear. 
Cecco del Vecchio looked up from his 
anvil ! A solitary horseman paced 
slowly by the forge, and wound a long 
loud blast of the trumpet suspended 
round his neck, as he passed through 
the middle of the street. Then might 
you see a crowd, suddenly, and as by 
magic, appear emerging from every 
comer; the street became thronged 
with multitudes ; but it was only by 



the tramp of their feet, and an indis- 
tinct and low murmur, Ihat they broke 
the silence. Again the horseman 
wound his trump, and when the note 
ceased, he cried aloud — " Friends and 
Romans ! to-morrow, at dawn of day, 
let each man find himself unarmed 
before the Church of St. Angelo. Cola 
di Rienzi convenes the Romans to 
provide for the good state of Rome." 
A shout, that seemed to shake the 
bases of the seven hills, broke forth 
at the end of this brief exhortation ; 
the horseman rode slowly on, and the 
crowd followed. — This was the com- 
mencement of the Revolution I 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE CONSPIBATOB BECOMES THE UAGISTRATE. 



At midnight, when the rest of the 
city seemed hushed in rest, lights 
were streaming from the windows of 
the Church of St. Angelo. Breaking 
from its echoing aisles, the long and 
solemn notes of sacred music stole at 
frequent inteiTals upon the air. Rienzi 
was praying within the church ; thirty 
masses consumed the hours from night 
till mom, and all the sanction of reli- 
gion was invoked to consecrate the 
enterprise of liberty.* The sun had 
long risen, and the crowd had long 
been assembled before the church 
door, and in vast streams along every 
street that led to it, — ^when the bell 
of the church tolled out long and 



* In fact, I apprehend that if ever the 
life of Cola di Rienzi shaU be written by a 
hand worthy of the task, it will he shoum 
that a strong religious feeling was blended 
Vfith the political enthusiasm of the people^ 
— M« religious feeling of a premature and 
cruiie r^ormation, the legacy of Arnold of 
Brescia. It was not, however, one excited 
against the priests, but favoured by them. 
The principal conventual orders declared 
for the Revolution. 



merrily ; and as it ceased, the voices 
of the choristers within chanted tbe 
following hymn, in which were some- 
what strikingly, though barbarously, 
blended, the spirit of the classic pa- 
triotism with the fervour of religious 
zeal : — 

THE ROMAN HYMN OF LIBERTY. 
Let the mountains exult around ! * 
On her seven-hill'd throne renown'd. 
Once more old Rome is crown'd ! 

Jubilate ! 

B'mg out, O Vale and Wave ! 
Look up from each laurell'd grave. 
Bright dust of the deathless brave ! 
Jubilate I 

Pale Vision, what art thou ?— Lo, 
From Time's dork deeps. 
Like a Wind , It sweeps, [blow : 

Like a Wind, when the tempests 

A shadowy form— as a giant ghost- 
It stands in the midst of the armed host ! 



* « Exultent in circuito Vestro Montes," 
&c.— Let the mountains exult around ! So 
begins Rienzi's letter to the Senate and 
Roman people : preserved by Ilocsemius 
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The dead man's ahroud on Itt awful limlw; 
And the gloom of«It8 presence the day-Ugbt 

dims: 
And the tremhltog world looks on aghast — 
All hail to the Soul of tub mighty Past ! 
HaU ! aU haU ! 

Ai we nx«k-a8 we hallow— It moyee, It 

breathes ; 
Ynm iU clouded oreat bud the laurel 

wreaths— 
As a Sun that leaps up from the anna of 

Night. 
The shadow takes shape, and the gk)om takes 

light. 

HaU! aUbaU! 

Thb 80UI. OF THB PAer, again 

To its ancient home. 

In the hearts of Rome, 
Hath come to resume its reign ! 

O Fame, with a prophet's voice. 
Bid the ends of the Earth rejoice ! 
Wherever the Proud are Strong, 
And Right is oppress'd by Wrong ;— 
Wherever the day dim shines 
Through the cell where the captive pines ;— 
Go forth, with a trumpet's sound ! 
And tell to the Nations round- 
On the Hills which the Heroes trod— 
In the shrines of the Sainta of God- 
In the Ccsars' hall, and the Martyrs* pri- 
son- 
That the slumber is broke, and the Sleeper 

arisen! 
Tliat the reign of the Goth and the Vandal 

is o'ar : 
And Earth feels the tread of Thm Bojuan 
once more ' 

As the hymn ended, the gate of the 
church opened ; the crowd gave way 
on either side, and, preceded by three 
of the young nobles of the inferior 
order, bearing standards of allegorical 
design, depicting the triumph of 
Liberty, Justice, and Concord, forth 
issued Rienzi,clad in complete armour, 
the helmet alone excepted. His face 
Tras pale with watching and intense 
excitement — but stem, grave, and 
solemnly composed; and its expres- 
sion so repelled any vociferous and 
vulgar burst of feeling, that those 
who beheld it hushed the shout on 
their lips, and stilled, by a simulta- 
neous cry of reproof, the gratulations 
of the crowd behind. Side by aide with 



Rienzi moved Baimond, Bishop of 
Orvietto : and behind, marching two 
by two, followed a hundred men-at- 
arms. In complete alienee the pro- 
cession began its way, until, as it ap- 
proached the Capitol, the awe of the 
crowd gradually vanished, and thou- 
Bands upon thousands of voices rent 
the air with ahouts of exultation and 
joy. 

Arrived at the foot of the great 
staircase, which then made the prin- 
cipal ascent to the square of the 
Capitol, the procession halted; and 
aa the crowd filled up that vast space 
in front — adorned and hallowed by 
many of the most majestic columns 
of the temples of old — Rienzi addressed 
the Populace, whom he had suddenly 
elevated into a People. 

He depicted forcibly the servitude 
and misery of the citizens — ^the utter 
absence of all law — ^the want even of 
common security to life and property. 
He declared that, undaunted by the 
peril he incurred, he devoted his life 
to the regeneration of their common 
country; and he solemnly appealed 
to the people to assist the enterprise, 
and at once to sanction and consoli- 
date the Revolution by an established 
code of law and a Constitutional As- 
sembly. He then ordered the chart 
and outline of the Constitution he 
proposed, to be read by the Herald to 
the multitude. 

It created,— or rather revived, with 
new privileges and powers, — a Repre- 
sentative Assembly of Councillors. It 
proclaimed, as its first law, one that 
seems simple enough to our h^>pier 
times, but never hitherto executed at 
Rome: Every wilful homicide, of 
whatever rank, was to be punished by 
death. It enacted, that no private 
noble or citizen should be su£fered to 
maintain fortifications and garrisons 
in the city or the country ; that the 
gates and bridges of the State should 
be under the control of whomsoever 
should be elected Chief Magistrate* 
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It forbade all harbour of brigands, 
mercenaries, and robbers, on payment 
of a thousand marks of silver ; and it 
made the Barons who possessed the 
neighbouring territories responsible 
for the safety of the roads, and the 
transport of merchandise. It took 
under the protection of the State the 
widow and the orphan. It appointed* 
in each of the quarters of the city, an 
armed militia, whom the tolling of 
the bell of the Capitol, at any hour, 
waa to assemble to the protection of 
the State. It ordained, that in ea«h 
harbour of the coast, a vessel should 
be stationed, for the safeguard of com- 
merce. It decreed the sum of one 
hundred florins to the heirs of every 
man who died in the defence of Borne ; 
and it devoted the public revenues 
to the service and protection of the 
State. 

Such, moderate at once and effectual, 
was the outline of the Kew Constitu- 
tion ; and it may amuse the reader to 
consider how great must have been 
the previous disorders of the city, 
when the common and elementary 
provisions of civilisation and security 
made the character of the eode pro- 
posed, and the Umit of a popular 
rovolution. 

The most rapturous shouts followed 
this sketch of the New Constitution : 
and, amidst the clamour, up rose the 
huge form of Ceoco del Vecchio. 
Despite his condition, he was a man 
of great importance at the present 
crisis : his zeal and his courage, and, 
perhaps, still more, his brute passion 
and stubborn prejudice, had made 
him popular. The lower order of 



mechanics looked to him as their 
head and representative; out, then, 
he spake loud and fearlessly, — speak- 
ing well, because his mind was full of 
what he had to say. 

" Countrymen and Citizens ! — This 
New Constitution meets with your 
approbation— IK) it ought But what 
are good laws, if we do not have good 
men to execute them? Who can 
execute a law so well aa the man who 
designs it 1 If yoa ask me to give 
you a notion how to make a good 
shield, And my notion pleases you, 
would you ask me, or another smith, 
to TOBke it for yoal If you ask 
another, he may make a good shield, 
but it would not be the same as that 
which I should have m^de, and the 
description of which contented you. 
Cola di Rienz] has proposed a Code of 
Law that .shall be our shield. Who 
should see that the shield become 
what he proposes, but Cola di Rlenzil 
Bomians ! I suggest that Cola di Bienzi 
be intrusted by the people with the 
authority, by whatsoever name he 
pleasea, of earrying the New Consti- 
tution into effect ; — ^and whatever be 
the means, we, the People, will bear 
him harmless." 

"Long life to Bienzi! — ^long live 
Cecoo del Yecchio ! He hath spoken 
well !— none but the Law-maker shall 
be the Gk)vemor ! " 

Such w^e the jacclamations which 
greeted the ambitious heart of the 
Scholar. The voice of the people 
invested him with the supreme power. 
He had created a Commonwealth-*- 
to become, if he desired it, a Despot t 
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CHAPTER VII. 



LOOKINQ AFTER THB HALTER WHEN THE MARE IS 8T0LEK. 



While Buch were the events at 
Borne, a servitor of Stephen Colonna 
was aJready on his waj to Cometo. 
The astonishment with which the old 
Baron received the intelligence maj 
be easily imagined. He lost not a 
moment in convening his troop ; and, 
while in all the bustle of departure, the 
Knight of St. John abruptly entered 
his presence. His mien had lost its 
usual frank composure. 

''How is this]" said he, hastily; 
"a revolt 1— Bienzi sovereign of Rome 1 
—can the news be believed 1 '* 

" It is too true 1 " said Colonna, with 
a bitter smile. " Where shall we hang 
him on our return 1 " 

"Talk not so wildly. Sir Baron," 
replied Montreal, discourteously ; 
" Rienzi is stronger than you think 
for. I know what men are, and you 
only know what noblemen are ! Where 
is your kinsman, Adrian 1 " 

" He is here, noble Montreal," said 
Stephen, shrugging his shoulders, 
with a half-disdainful smile at the 
rebuke, which he thought it more 
prudent not to resent ; " he is here ! 
—see him enter 1 " 

"You have heard the newsl" ex- 
claimed Montreal 

" I have." 

** And despise the revolution! " 

"Ifearitl" 

" Then you have some sense in you. 
But this is none of my aflSiir : I will 
not interrupt your consultations. 
Adieu for the present ! " and, ere 
Stephen could prevent him, the Knight 
had quitted the chamber. 

"What means this demagogue?" 
Montreal muttered to himself. "Would 
he trick me 1 — has he got rid of my 
presence in order to monopolise all 



the profit of the enterprise ? I fear 
me so I — the cunning Roman ! We 
northern warriors could never com- 
pete with the intellect of these Italians 
but for their cowardice. But what 
shall be done] I have already bid 
Rodolf communicate with the bri- 
gands, and they are on the eve of 
departure from their present lord. 
Well ! let it be so ! Better that I 
should first break the power of the 
Barons, and then make my own terms, 
sword in hand, with the plebeian. 
And if I fail in this, — sweet Adeline! 
I shall see thee again i — ^that is some 
comfort ! — and Louis of Hungary will 
bid high for the arm and brain of 
Walter de Montreal. What, ho! 
Rodolf! " he exclaimed aloud, as the 
sturdy form of the trooper, half-armed 
and half-intoxicated, reeled along the 
court-yard. "Knave! art thou drunk 
at this hour?" 

" Drunk or sober," answered Rodolf, 
bending low, " I am at thy bidding." 

" Well said ! — are thy friends ripe 
for the saddle?" 

" Eighty of them already tired of 
idleness and the dull air of Rome, will 
fly wherever Sir Walter de Montreal 
wishes." 

" Hasten, then, — bid them mount ; 
we go not hence with the Colonna — 
we leave while they are yet talking ! 
Bid my squires attend m6 !" 

And when Stephen Colonna was set- 
tling himself on his palfrey, he heard, 
for the first time, that the Knight of 
Provence, Rodolf the trooper, and 
eighty of the stipendiaries, had already 
departed, — whither, none knew. 

" To precede us to Rome I gallant 
barbarian ! " said Colonna. " Sirs, on ! " 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



THB ATTACK — THE RETREAT — THE ELECTION — AND THE ADHESION. 



Arrivinq at Rome, the company of 
the Colonna found the gates barred^ 
and the walls manned. Stephen bade 
advance his trumpeters, with one of 
his captains, imperiously to demand 
admittance. 

** We have orders," replied the chief 
of the town-guard, " to admit none 
who bear arms, flags, or trumpets. 
Let the Lords Colonna dismiss their 
train, and they are welcome." 

" Whose are these insolent man- 
dates 1 " asked the captain. 

*' Those of the Lord Bishop of Orvi- 
etto and Cola di Rienzi, joint protec- 
tors of the Buono Stato."* 

The captain of the Colonna returned 
to his chief with these tidings. The 
rage of Stephen was indescribable. 
" Go back," he cried, as soon as he 
could summon voice, " and say, that, 
if the gates are not forthwith opened 
to me and mine, the blood of the ple- 
beians be on their own head. As for Rai- 
mond. Vicars of the Pope have high 
spiritual authority, none temporal. 
Let him prescribe a fast, and he shall 
be obeyed; but, for the rash Rienzi, 
say that Stephen Colonna will seek 
him in the Capitol to-morrow, for the 
purpose of throwing him out of the 
highest window." 

These messages the envoy failed not 
to deliver. 

The captain of the Romans was 
equally stem in his reply. 

" Declare to your Lord," said he, 
*' that Rome holds him and his as 
rebels and traitors ; and that the mo- 
ment you regain your troop, our 
archers receive our command to draw 
their bows — in the name of the Pope, 
the City, and the Liberator." 

This threat was executed to the 
letter ; and ere the old Baron had time 



* Good Estate. 



to draw up his men in the best array, 
the gates were thrown open, and a 
well-armed, if undisciplined, multitude 
poured forth, with fierce shouts, clash- 
ing their arms, and advancing the 
azure banners of the Roman State. 
So desperate their charge, and so great 
their numbers, that the Barons, after 
a short and tumultuous conflict, were 
driven back, and chased by their pur- 
suers for more than a mile from the 
walls of the city. 

As soon as the Barons recovered 
their disorder and dismay, a hasty 
council was held, at which various and 
contradictory opinions were loudly 
urged. Some were for departing on 
the instant to Palestrina, which be- 
longed to the Colonna, and possessed 
an almost inaccessible fortress. Others 
were for dispersing, and entering peace- 
ably, and in detached parties, through 
the other gates. Stephen Colonna — 
himself incensed and disturbed from 
his usual self-command — ^was unable 
to preserve his authority; Luca di 
Savelli,* a timid, though treacherous 
and subtle man, already turned his 
horse's head, and summoned his men 
to follow him to his castle in Romagna, 
when the old Colonna bethought him- 
self of a method by which to keep 
his band from a disunion that he had 
the sense to perceive would prove fatal 
to the common cause. He proposed 
that they should at once repair to 
Palestrina, and there fortify them- 
selves ; while one of the chiefs should 
be selected to enter Rome alone, and 
apparently submissive, to examine the 
strength of Rienzi ; and with the dis- 
cretionary power to resist if possible. 



* The more correct orthography were 
Luca di Savello, but the one in the text is 
pre3erved as more familiar to the English 
reader. 
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— or to make the best terms lie could 
for the admission of the rest. 

" And who," asked Savelli, sneer- 
ingly, " will undertake this dangerous 
mission] Who, unarmed and alone, 
will expose himself to the rage of the 
fiercest populace of Italy, and the ca- 
price of a demagogue in the first flush 
of his power]'* 

The Barons and the Captains looked 
at each other in silence. Savelli 
laughed. 

Hitherto Adrian had taken no part 
in the conference, and but little in the 
previous contest He now came to 
the support of his kinsman. 

" Signers !" said he, " I will under- 
take this mission, — but on mine own 
account, independently of yours; — 
free to act as I may think best, for the 
dignity of a Roman noble, and the in- 
terests of a Roman citizen ; free to 
raise my standard on mine own tower, 
or to yield fealty to the new estate.*' 

'' Well said ! " cried the old Coloona, 
hastily. ''Heaven forbid we should 
enter Rome as foes, if to enter it as 
friends be yet allowed us I What say 
ye, gentles 1" 

" A more worthy choioe could not 
be selected," said Savelli ; " but I should 
scarce deem it possible that a Colonna 
could think there was an option be- 
tween resistance and fealty to this 
upstart revolution." 

" Of that, Signor, I will judge for 
myself; if you demand an agent for 
yourselves, choose another. I announce 
to ye frankly, that I have seen enough 
of other states to think the recent 
condition of Rome demanded some 
redress. Whether Rienzi and Rai- 
mond be worthy of the task they have 
assumed, I know not." 

Savelli was silent. The old Colonna 
seized the word. 

'* To Palestrina, then ! — are ye all 
agreed on this 1 At the worst, or at 
the best, we should not be divided ! 
On this condition alone I hazard the 
safety of my kinsman ! " 



The Barons murmured a little 
among themselves; — the expediency 
of Stephen's proposition was evident, 
and they at length assented to it. 

Adrian saw them depart, and then, 
attended only by his 'squire, slowly 
rode towards a more distant entrance 
into the city. On arriving at the gates, 
his name was demanded— ^he gave it 
fteely. 

" Enter, my Lord," said the warder, 
"our orders were to admit all that 
came unarmed and unattended. But 
to the Lord Adrian di Castello, alone, 
we had a special iiyunction to give the 
honours due to a citizen and a friend." 

Adrian, a little touched by this im- 
plied recollection of friendship, now 
rode through a long line of armed 
citizens, who saluted him respectfully 
as he passed, and, as he returned the 
salutation with courtesy, a loud and 
approving shout followed his horse's 
steps. 

So, save by one atiandaat, alone, 
and in peace, the young patrician pro- 
ceeded leisurely through the long 
streets, empty and d«Berted, — for 
nearly one half of the inhabitants were 
assembled at the walls, and nearly the 
other half were engaged in a more 
peaceful duty, — until, penetrating 
the interior, the wide and elevated 
space of the Capitol broke upon his 
sight. The sun was slowly setting 
over an inunense multitude thatorer- 
spread the spot, and high above a 
scaffold raised in the centre, shone, to 
the western ray, the great GonfiJoA of 
Rome, studded with silver stars. 

Adrian reined in his steed. "This," 
thought he, " is scarcely the hour thus 
publicly to confer with Rienzi; yet 
fain would I, mingled with the crowd, 
judge how far his power is ffl:^ported, 
and in what manner it is borne." 
Musing a little, he withdrew into one 
of the obscurer streets, then wholly 
deserted, surrendered his horse to his 
'squire, and, borrowing of the latter 
his morion and long mantle, passed 
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to one of the more private entrances 
of the Capitol, and, enveloped in his 
doak, stood — one of the crowd — in- 
tent npon all that followed. 

** And what," he asked of a plainly 
dressed citizen, 'Ms the cause of this 
assemblj]" 

" Heard yon not the proclamation]" 
returned the other in some surprise. 
" Do yon not know that the Council 
of the City and the Guilds of the 
Artisans have passed a vote to proffer 
to Bienzi the title of king of Rome? " 

The Enight of the Emperor, to 
whom belonged that august dignity, 
drew back in dismay. 

"And," resumed the citizen, "this 
assembly of aU the lesser Barons, 
Councillors, and Artificers, is convened 
to hear the answer." 

" Of course it will be assent ] " 

" I know not — ^there are strange 
rumours ; hitherto the Liberator has 
concealed his sentiments." 

At that instant a loud flourish of 
martial music announced the approach 
of RienzL The crowd tumultuously 
divided, and presently, from the Palace 
of the Capitol to the scaffold, passed 
Bienzi, still in eomj^ete armour, save 
the helmet, and with him, in all the 
pomp of his episcopal robesy Baimond 
of Orvietto. 

As soon as Bienzi had ascended the 
platform, and was thus made visible 
to the whole concourse, no words can 
suffice to paint the enthusiasm of the 
scene — the shouts, the gestures, the 
tears, the sobs, the wild laughter, in 
which the sympathy of those lively and 
susceptible children of the South broke 
forth. The windows and balconies of 
the Palace were thronged with the 
wives and daughters of the lesser 
Barons and more opulent citizens; 
and Adrian, with a slight start, beheld 
amongst them, — pale — agitated — 
tearful, — ^the lovely &ce of his Irene — a 
fiice that even thus would have out- 
shone all present, but for one by her 
side, whose beauty the emotion of the 



I hour only served to embellish. The 
dark, largo, and flashing eyes of Kina 
di Raselli, just bedewed, were fixed 
proudly on the hero of her choice : 
and pride, even more than joy, gave a 
richer carnation to her cheek, and the 
presence of a queen to her noble and 
rounded form. The setting sun poured 
its full glory over the spot ; the bared 
heads— the animated Haucosi of the crowd 
— the grey and vast mass of the Capi- 
tol; and, not for from the side of 
Rienzi, it brought into a strange and 
startling light the sculptured form of 
a colossal Lion of Basalt,* which gave 
its name to a staircase leading to the 
Capitol It was an old Egyptian relic, 
— ^vast, worn, and grim ; some symbol 
of a vanished creed, to whose fiice the 
sculptor had imptui^d something of 
the aspect of the human countenance. 
And this producing the effect probably 
sought, gave at all times a mystic, 
preternatural, and fearful expression 
to thestem features, and to that solemn 
and hushed repose, which is so pecu- 
liarly the secret of Elgyptian sculpture. 
The awe which this colossal and frown- 
ing imuge was calculated to convey, 
was felt yet more deeply by the vulgar, 
because "the Staircase of the Lion" 
was the wonted place of the state exe- 
cutions, as of the state ceremonies. 
And seldom did the stoutest citizen 
forget to cross himself, or feel un- 
chilled with a certain terror, whenever, 
passing by the place, he caught, sud- 
denly fixed upon him, the stony gaze 
and ominous grin of that old. monster 
from the cities of the Nile. 

It was some minutes before the feel- 
ings of the assembly allowed Rienzi to 



* The existent Capitol la very different 
from the building at the tfane of Rienzi ; 
and the reader must not suppoee that the 
present staireaie, designed by Michael An- 
gelo, at the base of which are two marble 
Uona, removed by Pius IV. from the Church 
of St. Stephen del Cacco, was the staircase 
of the Lion of Basalt, which bears so stem 
a oonnexion with the history of RienzL 
That mute witness of dark deeds is no more. 
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be heard. But when, at length, the 
last shout closed with a simultaneous 
cry of " Long live Rienzi ! Deliverer 
and King of Rome!" he raised his 
hand impatiently, and the curiosity of 
the crowd procured a sudden silence. 

" Deliverer of Rome, my country- 
men ! " said he. " Yes ! change not that 
title — I am too ambitious to be a King ! 
Preserve your obedience to your Pon- 
tiff — your allegiance to your Emperor 
— but be faithful to your own liber- 
ties. Ye have a right to your ancient 
constitution; but that constitution 
needed not a king. Emulous of the 
name of Brutus, I am above the titles 
of a Tarquin I Romans, awake ! awake ! 
be inspired with a nobler love of liberty 
than that which, if it dethrones the 
tj'rant of to-day, would madly risk the 
danger of tyranny for to-morrow! 
Rome wants still a liberator — never 
an usurper I — Take away yon bauble ! " 

There was a pause ; the crowd were 
deeply affected — but they uttered no 
shouts ; they looked anxiously for a 
reply from their councillors, or popular 
leaders. 

" Signor," said Pandulfo di Guido, 
who was one of the Caporioni, " your 
answer is worthy of your feme. But, 
in order to enforce the law, Rome 
must endow you with a legal title — 
if not that of King, deign to accept 
that of Dictator or of Consul." 

" Long live the Consul Rienzi ! " 
cried several voices. 

Rienzi waved his hand for silence. 

'* Pandulfo di Guido ! and you, 
honoured Councillors of Rome ! such 
title is at once too august for my 
merits, and too inapplicable to my 
functions. I am one of the people — 
the people are my charge ; the nobles 
can protect themselves. Dictator and 
Consul are the appellations of patri- 
cians. "No," he continued after a 
short pause, " if ye deem it necessary, 
for the preservation of order, that 
your fellow-citizen should be intrusted 
with a formal title and a recognised 



power, be it so : but let it be such as 
may attest the nature of our new insti- 
tutions, the wisdom of the people, and 
the moderation of their leaders. Once, 
my countrymen, the people elected, for 
the protectors of their rights and the 
guardians of their freedom, certain 
officers responsible to the people, — 
chosen from the people, — ^provident 
for the people. Their power was 
great, but it was delegated : a dignity, 
but a trust. The name of these officers 
was that of Tribune. Such is the 
title that conceded, not by clamour 
alone, but in the flill Parliament of 
the people, and accompanied by, such 
Parliament, ruling teith such Parlia- 
ment, — such is the title I will grate- 
fully accept."* 

The speech, the sentiments of Rienzi 
were rendered far more impressive by 
a manner of earnest and deep sin- 
cerity ; and some of the Romans, 
despite their corruption, felt a mo- 
mentary exultation in the forbearance 
of their chief. " Long live the Tribune 
of Rome ! " was shouted, but less loud 
than the cry of "Live the King!" 
And the vulgar almost thought th« 
revolution was incomplete, because 
the loftier title was not assumed. To 
a degenerate and embruted people, 
liberty seems too plain a thing, if 
unadorned by the pomp of the very 
despotism they would dethrone. Re- 
venge is their desire, rather than 
Release; and the greater the new 
power they create, the greater seems 
their revenge against the old. Still all 
that was most respected, intelligent, 
and powerful amongst the assembly, 



* Gibbon and Sismondi alik«, (neither of 
whom appears to have consulted with much 
attention the original documents presenrod 
by Hocsemius,) say nothing of theRepreeen- 
tative Parliament, which it was almost Ri« 
enai's first public act to institute or modeL 
Six days from the memorable 19th of May, 
he addressed the people of Viterbo in a let- 
ter yet extant He summons them to elect 
and send two syndics, or ambassadors, to 
the general Parliament. 
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were delighted at a temperance which 
they foresaw would free Rome from a 
thousand dangers, whether from the 
Emperor or the Pontiff. And their 
delight was yet increased, when Rienzi 
added, so soon as returning silence 
permitted — " And since we have been 
equal labourers in the same cause, 
whatever honours be awarded to me, 
should be extended also to the Vicar 
of the Pope, Raimond, Lord Bishop 
of Orvietto. Remember, that both 
Church and State are properly the 
rulers of the people, only because their 
benefactors. — Long live the first Vicar 
of a Pope that was ever also the 
Liberator of a State ! " 

Whether or not Rienzi was only 
actuated by patriotism in his modera- 
tion, certain it is, that his sagacity 
was at least equal to his virtue ; and 
perhaps nothing could have cemented 
the revolution more strongly, than 
thus obtaining for a colleague the 
Vicar, and Representative of the 
Pontifical power ; it borrowed, for the 
time, the sanction* of the Pope him- 
self — ^thus made to share the responsi- 
bility of the revolution, without mo- 
nopolising the power of the State. 

While the crowd hailed the propo- 
sition of Rienzi; while their shouts 
yet filled the air; while Raimond, 
somewhat taken by surprise, sought 
by signs and gestures to convey at 
once his gratitude and his humility, 
the Tribune-Elect, casting his eyes 
around, perceived many hitherto at- 
tracted by curiosity, and whom, from 
their rank and weight, it was desirable 
to secure in the first heat of the public 
enthusiasm. Accordingly, as soon as 
Raimond had uttered a short and 
pompous harangue, — in which his 
eager acceptance of the honour pro- 
posed him was ludicrously contrasted 
by his embarrassed desire not to in- 
volve himself or the Pope in any unto- 
ward consequences that might ensue, 
— Rienzi motioned to two heralds that 
stood behind upon the platform, and 



one of these advancing, proclaimed — 
" That as it was desirable that all 
hitherto neuter should now profess 
themselves friends or foes, so they 
were invited to take at once the oath 
of obedience to the laws, and subscrip- 
tion to the Buono State." 

So great was the popular fervour, 
and so much had it been refined and 
deepened in its tone by the addresses 
of Rienzi, that even the most indif- 
ferent had caught the contagion : and 
no man liked to be seen shrinking 
from the rest : so that the most neu- 
tral, knowing themselves the most 
marked, were the most entrapped into 
allegiance to the Buono State. The 
first who advanced to the platform 
and took the oath was the Signer di 
Raselli, the father of Nina. — Others of 
the lesser nobility followed his example. 

The presence of the Pope's Vicar 
induced the aristocratic; the fear of 
the people urged the selfish ; the en- 
couragement of shouts and gratula- 
tions excited the vain. The space 
between Adrian and Rienzi was made 
clear. The young noble suddenly felt 
the eyes of the Tribune were upon 
him ; he felt that those eyes recognised 
and called upon him — he coloured — 
he breathed short. The noble for- 
bearance of Rienzi had touched him 
to the heart; — the applause — the 
pageant — the enthusiasm of the scene, 
intoxicated — confused him. — He lifted 
his eyes and saw before him the sister 
of the Tribune— the lady of his love ! 
His indecision — his pause — con- 
tinued, when Raimond, observing him, 
and obedient to a whisper from Rienzi, 
artfully cried aloud — " Room for the 
Lord Adrian di Castello 1 a Colonna ! 
a Colonna!" Retreat was cut off. 
Mechanically, and as if in a dream, 
Adrian ascended to the platform : and 
to complete the triumph of the Tribune, 
the sun's last ray beheld the flower of 
the Colonna — the best and bravest of 
the Barons of Rome— confessing his 
authority, and subscribing to his laws ! 
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THE FREEDOM WITHOUT LAW. 

<* Ben faro aTventnroti i cavftlteri 
Ch' erano a quella eU, ohe nei vaUoni, 
Kello acure spelcmohe e boachi fieri, 
Tane dl serpi , d' orsi e di leoni, a 

Trontran quel ohe nrt palaast altfcfi 
Ai^na or troTar pon giudioi buoni ; 
Donne ohe nella lor piii freioa etada 
8Ien degne di ayer titol di boltade." 

Abiosto, Orl, Fur. miL, xUL I. 



CHAPTER 1. 



TBI lUmTSR OF WALTBB DB XOITTKIAL TO BI8. FOftnUHb 



Whut Walter de Montreal and his 
mercenaries quitted Oometo, they 
made the best of their way to Rome ; 
arriving there, long before the Barons, 
they met with a similar reception at 
the gates, but Mxmtreal prudently 
forbore all attack and menace, and 
contented himself with sending his 
trusty Rodolf into the city to seek 
Kienzi, and to crave permission to 
enter with his troop. Rodolf returned 
in a shorter time than was anticipated. 
"WeU," said Montreal impatiently, 
" you have the order I suppose. Shall 
we bid them open the gates 1 " 

" Bid them open ourgrares," replied 
the Saxon, bluntly. *' I trust my next 
heraldry will be to a more friendly 
court." 

" How! what mean you 1 " 

" Briefly this :— I found the new 
gOTemor, or whatever his title, in the 
palace of the Capitol, surrounded by 
guards and couneillors, and in a suit 



of the finest armour I ever sair out of 
Milan." 

'' Pest on his amoiurl git« xa his 
answer." 

" 'TeU Walter de Moatreal/ said 
he, then, if you will have it> * that 
Rome is no longer a dea of thieves ; 
tell him, that if he enters^ he most 
abide a trial *" 

<' Atriair cried Montreal, grinding 
his teeth. 

" ' For partieipvtioii in the evil do- 
ings of Werner and his freebooters.' " 

"Har 

" ' Tell him, moreover, that Rome 
declares war against all robbers, whe- 
ther in tent or tower, and that we 
order him in forty-eight hours to quit 
the territories of the Church.' ** 

<'He thinks, then, not cady to 
deceive, but to menace met Well, 
proceed." 

" That was all his reply to you ; to 
me, however, he vouchsafed a caution 
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still more obliging. ' Hark ye, friend,' 
said he, 'for every German bandit 
found in Home after to-morrow, otir 
welcome will be cord and gibbet! 
Begone/ ** 

" Enough I enough ! " cried Mon- 
treal, colouring with rage and shame. 
"Eodolf, you hafe a skilful eye in 
these matters, how many Northmen 
would it take to give that same gibbet 
to the upstart?" 

Rodolf scratched his huge head, and 
seemed awhile lost in calculation ; at 
length he said, "You, Captain, must 
be the best judge, when I tell you, 
that twenty thousand Romans are the 
least of his force ; so I heard by the 
way ; and thid evening he is to accept 
the crown, and depose the Emperor." 

" Ha, ha ! " laughed Montreal, " is 
he 80 mad 1 then he will want not our 
aid to hang himself. My friends, let 
us wait the result. At present neither 
barons nor people seem likely to fill 
our coffers. Let us across the country 
to Terraclna. Thank the saints," and 
Montreal (who was not without a 
strange kind of devotion, — indeed 
he deemed that virtue essential to 
chivalry) crossed himself piously, "the 
free companions are never long with- 
out quarters I " 

"Hurrah for the Knight of St. 
John!* cried the mercenaries. "And 
hurrah for feiir Prorvence and bold Ger- 
many!" added the Knight, as he 
waved his hand on high, struck spurs 
into his already wearied horse, and, 
breaking out into his iBirourite song, 

** fits stoed Mid his sword. 
And M* lAdjr th« peerleflB," &a, 

Montreal, with his troop, stimck gal* 
lantly across the Campagna. 

The Knight of St. John soon, how- 
ever, fell Into an absorbed and moody 
reverie; and his followers imitating 
the silence of their chief, in a few 
minutes the clatter of their arms and 
the jingle of their spurs, alone dis- 
turbed the stillness of the wide and 



gloomy plains across which they made 
towards Terracina. Montreal was 
recalling with bitter resentment his 
conference with Rienzi ; and, proud of 
his own sagacity and talent for schem- 
ing, he was humbled and vexed at the 
discovery that he had been duped by 
a wilier intriguer. His ambitious de- 
signs on Rome, too, were crossed, and 
even crushed for the moment, by the 
very means to which he had looked 
for their execution. He had seen 
enough of the Barons to feel assured 
that while Stephen Colonna lived, the 
head of the order, he was not likely to 
obtain that mastery in the state which, 
if leagued with a more ambitious or 
a less timid and less potent signor, 
might reward his aid in expelling 
Rienzi. Under all circumstances, he 
deemed it advisable to remain aloof. 
Should Rienzi grow strong, Montreal 
might make the advantageous terms 
he desired with the Barons ; should 
Rienzi's power decay, his pride, neces- 
sarily humbled, might drive him to 
seek the assistance, and submit to the 
proposals, of Montreal. The ambition 
of the Proven9al, though vast and 
daring, was not of a consistent and 
persevering nature. Action and en- 
terprise were dearer to him, as yet, 
than the rewards which they proffered; 
and if baffled in one quarter, he 
turned himself, with the true spirit of 
the knight-errant, to any other field 
for his achievements. Louis, king of 
Hungary, stem, warlike, implacable, 
seeking vengeance for the murder of 
his brother, the ill-fated husband of 
Joanna, (the beautiful and guilty Queen 
of Naples — ^the Mary Stuart of Italy,) 
had already prepared himself to sub- 
ject the garden of Campania to the 
Hungarian yoke. Already his bas- 
tard brother had entered Italy — 
already some of the Neapolitan states 
had declared in his favour — already 
promises had been held out by the 
northern monarch to the scattered 
Companies— and already those fierce 
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mercenaries gathered menacingly ! 
round the frontiers of that Eden of 
Italy, attracted, as vultures to the car- 
cass, by the preparation of war and 
the hope of plunder. Such was the 
field to which the bold mind of Mon- 
treal now turned its thoughts; and 
his soldiers had joyfully conjectured 
his design when they had heard him 
fix Terracina as their bourne. Pro- 
vident of every resource, and refining 
his audacious and unprincipled valour 
by a sagacity which promised, when 
years had more matured and sobered 
his restless chivalry, to rank him 
among the most dangerous enemies 
Italy had ever known, on the first sign 
of Louis's warlike intentions, Mon- 
treal had seized and fortified a strong 
castle on that delicious coast beyond 
Terracina, by which lies the celebrated 
pass once held by Fabius against Han- 
nibal, and which Nature has so fa- 
voured for war as for peace, that a 
handful of armed men might stop the 
march of on army. The possession of 
such a fortress on the very frontiers of 
Naples, gave Montreal an importance 
of which he trusted to avail himself 
with the Hungarian king : and now, 
thwarted in his more grand and aspir- 
'^S projects upon Home, his sanguine, 
active, and elastic spirit congratulated 
itself upon the resource it had secured. 
The band halted at nightfall on this 
side the Pontine Marshes, seizing 
without scruple some huts and sheds, 
from which Uiey ejected the miserable 
tenants, and slaughtering with no 
greater ceremony the swine, cattle, 
and poultry of a neighbouring farm. 
Shortly after sunrise they crossed those 
fatal swamps which had already been 
partially drained by Boniface VIII. ; 
and Montreal, refreshed by sleep, 
reconciled to his late mortification by 
the advantages opened to him in the 
approaching war with Naples, and re- 
joicing as he approached a home which 
held one who alone divided his heart 
with ambition, had resumed all the 



gaiety which belonged to his Gallic 
birth and his reckless habits. And 
that deadly but consecrated road, 
where yet may be seen the labours of 
Augustus, in the canal which had 
witnessed the Voyage so humorously 
described by Horace, echoed with the 
loud laughter and frequent snatches 
of wild song by which the barbarian 
robbers enlivened their rapid march. 

It was noon when the company en- 
tered upon that romantic pass I have 
before referred to — ^the ancient Lan- 
tulae. High to the left rose steep 
and lofty rocks, then covered by the 
prodigal verdure, and the countless 
flowers, of the closing May ; while to 
the right the sea, gentle as a lake, and 
blue as heaven, rippled musically at 
their feet. Montreal, who largely 
possessed the poetry of his land, 
which is so eminently allied with a 
love of nature, might at another time 
have enjoyed the beauty of the scene ; 
but at that moment less external and 
more household images were busy 
within him. 

Abruptly ascending where a wind- 
ing path up the mountain offered a 
rough and painful road to their 
horses' feet, the band at length arrived 
before a strong fortress of grey stone, 
whose towers were concealed by the 
lofty foliage, until they emerged sul- 
lenly and suddenly firom the laughing 
verdure. The sound of the bugle, 
the pennon of the knight, the rapid 
watchword, produced a loud shout of 
welcome fh>m a score or two of grim 
soldiery on the walls ; the portcullis 
was raised, and Montreal, throwing 
himself hastily from his panting steed^ 
sprung across the threshold of a jut- 
ting porch, and traversed a huge hall, 
when a lady — ^young, fidr, and richly 
dressed — met him with a step equally 
swift, and fell breathless and over- 
joyed into his arms. 

"My Walter 1 my dear, dear Wal- 
ter; welcome — ten thousand wel- 
comes ! " 
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*' Adeline, my beautiful — ^my adored 
— ^I see thee again ! " 

Such were the greetings inter- 
changed as Montreal pressed his lady 
to his heart, kissing away her tears, and 
lifting her &ce to his, while he gazed 
on its delicate bloom with all the wist- 
ful anxiety of affection after absence. 

" FMrest,** said he, tenderly, " thou 
hast pined, thou hast lost roundness 
and colour since we parted. Come, 



come, thou art too gentle, or too 
foolish, for a soldier's love." 

-'Ah, Walter!" replied Adeline 
clinging to him, " now thou art re- 
turned, and I shall be well. Thou 
wilt not leave me again a long, long 
time." 

" Swe^ one, no ; " and flin^ng his 
arm round her waist, the lovers — ^for 
alas I they were not wedded ! — ^retired 
to the more private chambers of the 
castle. 



CHAPTER n. 



THS LIFE OF LOTS AND WA&— THE MESSENOEB OF PEACE— THE JOUST. 



Girt with his soldiery, secure in his 
feudal hold, enchanted with the beauty 
of the earth, sky, and sea around, 
and i>assionateIy adoring his Adeline, 
Montreal for awhile forgot all his 
more stirring projects and his ruder 
occupations. His nature was capable 
of great tenderness, as of great fero- 
city ; and his heart smote him when 
he looked at the fair cheek of his 
lady, and saw that even his presence 
did not suffice to bring back the smile 
and the fresh hues of old. Often he 
cursed that &tal oath of his knightly 
order which forbade him to wed, 
though with one more than his equal ; 
and remorse embittered his happiest 
hours. That gentle lady in that rob- 
ber hold, severed from all she had 
been taught most to prize — ^mother, 
friends, and &ir fame— only loved her 
seducer the more intensely ; only the 
more concentrated upon one object all 
the womanly and tender feelings de- 
nied every other and less sinful vent. 
But she felt her shame, though she 
sought to conceal it, and a yet more 
gnawing grief than even that of 
shame contributed to prey upon her 
spirits and undermine her health. 
Yet, withal, in Montreal's presence 
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she was happy, even in regret ; and in 
her declining health she had at least 
a consolation in the hope to die while 
his love was undiminished. Some- 
times they made short excursions, for 
the disturbed state of the country 
forbade them to wander far from the 
castle, through the sunny woods, and 
along the glassy sea, which make the 
charm of that delicious scenery ; and 
that mixture of the savage with the 
tender, the wild escort, the tent in 
some green glade in the woods at noon, 
the lute and voice of Adeline, with the 
fierce soldiers grouped and listening at 
the distance, might have well suited 
the verse of Ariosto, and harmonised 
singularly with that straiige, disor- 
dered, yet chivalric time, in which 
the Classic South became the seat of 
the Northern Romance. Still, how- 
ever, Montreal maintained his secret 
intercourse with the Hungarian king, 
and, plunged in new projects, wil- 
lingly forsook for the present all his 
designs on Rome. Yet deemed he 
that his more august ambition was 
only delayed, and, bright in the more 
distant prospects of his adventurous 
career, rose the Capitol of Rome and 
shone the sceptre of the Caesars. 
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One day, as MoiM^ml, with a smaJl 
troop in attendance, pasaed on horae- 
baok near the walls of TeEnciaa^ the 
gates were suddenly thrown opei^ and 
a numeroua throng issaed forth» pre- 
ceded by a BiBgular figure, whose 
steps they followed bareheaded and 
with loud blessings ; a train of monks 
closed iho procession, chantinga^yqM)* 
of which the ooi^clnding wi^da were 
as follows :-— 

Beauteous on the mountainft— lo, 
The feet of him glad tidings gladly bring- 

The flowers along his pathway grow, [ing ; 
And voices, heard aloft, to angel harps are 

And strife and slaughter oease [singing : 

Before thy blessed way, Young Messenger of 
Peaoe! 
O'er the mount, and through the moor, 
Olid0 thy holy steps secure. 
Day and night no fear thou knowest, 
LoQely— but with Qod thou go^st 
Where the Heathen rage the fieroest, 
Through the armed throng thou piaroest. 
For thy coat of mail» bedight 
In thy spottoas robe of white. 
For the sinful sword— thy hand 
Bearing bright the silver wand : 
Through the camp and through the oourt^ 
Through the bandit's gloomy fort, 
On the missUm of the doT% 
Speeds the miaistfn oi; Ipv/ii 
By a word the wildi^^ tam4ng» 
And the world to Christ reclaiming : 
While, as once the waters trod 
By the footsteps of thy God, 
War, and wrath, and rapine cease, 

Hush'd round thy oluuqm^ path, O Messen- 
gerof Peaoe! 

The stranger to whom these honours 
were paid was a young, unbearded 
man, clothed in white wrought with 
silver; he was unarmed and bare- 
footed: in his hand he held a tall 
silver wand. Montreal and his party 
halted in astonishment and wonder, 
and the Knight, spurring his horse 
toward the crowd, confronted the 
stranger. 

"How, friend," quoth the Pro- 
ven9al, " is thine a new order of pil- 
grims, or what especial holiness has 
won thee this homage ? " 

** Back, back," cried some of the 
bolder of the crowd, " let not the 



robber dare vpmk the^ Hes|wo;ger of 
Peace." 

Montreal wf?ed his h/mii disdain- 
fUIy. 

'' I B§ea|R mak to yw«» gop^ava, aad 
the worUyr firiapi in yewr fear knoiw 
fell well tM I im^Vf wi^K^ herald 
01 palmer" 

The aoB^M* Q9i#<ff ^Km their 
hymn, advas^ hastily to the spoi^ 
and indeed the deFoUon oC Montreal 
had ever induced him to purchase 
the goodwill of whatever monastery 
neighboured his wandering home. 

** My son," said the eldest of the 
brethren, " this is a strange spectacle, 
and a sacred : and when thou leamest 
all, thou wilt rather give the messenger 
a passport of aahky from the unthink- 
ing courage of thy friends than inter- 
cept his path of peace." 

" Te puaale still moK my simple 
brain," aaid Monjbwal^ impatiently^ 
'' let the youtii ^eak fop himaelf ; I 
perceive Ihat on hia mantle are the 
arma of Bmbq blended with other 
quarterings, which ara a mystery to 
me, — ^tiiough suffloieit^ Tonaed in 
heroldio art aa beflti a nobl* and a 
taiight." 

''Signor," said theyonti^ gravely, 
" know in me the meaaaiger of Oola 
di Bienzi, Tribune of Rome, charged 
with lettera to many a baron and 
prince in tiie ways between Bom4 and 
Naples. The anns wrought upon my 
mantle are those of the Pontiff, the 
City, and the Tribune." 

''IJmph; thou must have bold 
nerves to traverse the Oampagna with 
no other weapon tiian thai stick of 
silver!" 

'<Thou art mistaken. Sir Knight^** 
replied theyouth, boldly, " and judgeat 
of the preaent by the past ; know 
that not a single robber now lurka 
within the Campagna, the arma of 
the Tribune have rradered. evesej road 
around the city aa secure as the broad- 
est street of the city itself." 

'* Thou teUest me wonders." 
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"ThronglL tiie forest^-and in the 
forizess, — ^through, the wiMeet soli- 
todes,— throagh the meet pepnlous 
towns, — hare mycomiadeB b«ni6 tl^ 
silver wandunmoleBtedaadunseathed; 
whereyer we pass* along, thonfiaiidi» 
hail nsy and team of joy bless the- 
messengers of him who hal^ expelled 
the brigand from his hold^ the tyrant 
from his castle, and ensured ihe gains' 
of the merchant and the hut of the 
peasant" 

" Pardieu,'* said Monlarea^ mth a 
stem smiloj ''I onght to be thankfdl 
for the prefermce shown to me; I 
have not yet received the commands, 
norfelt the rengeance, of the Tribune; 
yet, methinks, my humble- casfele* lies 
jnst witiiin the patanmony of St. 
Peter." | 

" FSodon me, SignorXTaimlier;'' said 
the youth; "but do I address the 
roiowned Knight of St. John> warrior 
of the Oro88> yet leader of banditti?* 

"Boy, you are* bold; I am Walter 
de Montreal" 

" I am bound> then> Sir Enigfat, to 
your castle." 

" Take care how then reaeh it before 
me, or thou standest a &ir chance of 
a quick exit. How now, my friends ! " 
seeing that the crowd' at these words 
gathered closer lound the messrager, 
"Thihk ye- that I, who have my mate 
in kings, would find a victim in an 
unarmed boyi Fie ! give way— give 
way. Young man, follow me home** 
wu^ ; you are safe in my castle as in. 
your mother's arms." So saying, Mon- 
treal, with great dignity and deliberate 
gravity, rode slowly towards his castle, 
his soldiers, wondering, at a little dis- 
tance, and the white-robed messenger 
following with the crowd, who refused 
to depart; so great was their enthu- 
siasm, that they even ascended to the 
gates of the dreaded castle, and in- 
sisted on waiting without until the 
return of the youth assured them of 
hissafoty. 

MontraJ^ who, however lawless 



elsewhere, strictlypreservedthe rights 
of the meanest boor in his immediate 
neighbourhood, imd rather a^cted 
popularity witii the poor, bade the 
crowd enter the courtJ-yaird, ordered 
hi» sarvitors to provide them with 
wine and refreshment, regaled the 
good monks in his great hall, and 
then led the way to a small room, 
where he received the messenger. 

"This," said the youth, "will best 
explain my ndssion,"'a8 he placed a 
letter before Mbntr«d. 

The Enight cut the silk with his 
dagger, and read theepisde with great 
composure. 

** Your Tribune," said he, when he 
had finished it, "has learned the 
laconic style of power very soon. He 
orders me to render this castle, and 
vacate the Papal Territory within ten 
day& He is obliging'; I must have 
breathing time to eottaider the pro- 
posal ; be seated^ I pray yon, young 
sir. Forgive me, but I riiould have 
imagined that your lord had enough 
upon his hands with his Bomsn 
barons, to nudrehim a little more in- 
dulgent to us foreign visitors. Stephen 
Oblonna^ *' 

"Is returned to Borne, and has 
tiaken the oath of allegiance ; the 
Savelli, the Orrini, the Fran^pani, 
have ail subscribed their submission to 
the Buono J^to." 

" How! " cried Montreal, in great 
surprise. 

" Not only have they returned, but 
they have submitted to ihe dispersion 
of all their mercenaries, and the dis- 
mantling of all their fortifications. 
The iron of the Orsini palace now 
barricades the Capitol, and the stone- 
j work of the Colonna and the Savelli 
.has added new battlements to the 
' gates of the Lateran and St. Lau- 
I rence." 

I " Wonderful man ! " said Montreal, 
with reluctant admiration. " By what 
means was this eflfected t" 
"A stem command and a strong 
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force to back it At the first Bound 
of the great bell, twenty thousand 
Bomans rise in arms. What to such 
an army are the brigands of an Oraini 
or a Colonnal — Sir Knight, your vi^- 
lour and renown make even Borne 
admire you ; and I, a Boman, bid you 
beware.** 

"Well, I thank thee— thy news, 
friend, robs me of breath. So t<he 
Barons submit, then V* 

** Tes : on the first day, one of the 
Colonna, the Lord Adrian, took the 
oath ; within a week, Stephen, assured 
of safe conduct, left Palestiina, the 
SaTclli in his train ; the Orsini fol- 
lowed^yen Martino di Porto has 
silently succumbed.*' 

** The Tribune^but is that his dig- 
nity — methought he was to be 
king ^" 

" He was offered, and he refiised, the 
title. His present rank, which arro- 
gates no patrician honours, went &r to 
conciliate the nobles.'* 

" A wise knave ! — I beg pardon, a 
sagacious prince! — Well, then, the 
Tribune lords it mightily, I suppose, 
over the great Boman names 1 " 

** Pardon me — he enforces impartial 
justice from peasant or patrician ; but 
he preserves to the nobles all their 
just privileges and legal rank.'* 

''Ha! — and the vain puppets, so 
they keep the semblance, scarce miss 
the substance — I understand. But 
this shows genius — the Tribune is 
unwed, I think. Does he look among 
the Colonna for a wife 1" 

" Sir Knight, the Tribune is already 
married ; within three days after his 
ascension to power, he won and bore 
home the daughter of the Baron di 
Baselli." 

" Baselli ! no great name ; he might 
have done better." 

" But it is said,'* resumed the youth, 
smiling/' that the Tribune will shortly 
be allied to the Colonna, through his 
fair si6ter the Signora Irene. The 
Baron di Castello woos her." 



" What, Adrian Colonna ! Enough I 
you have convinced me that a man 
who contents the people and awes or 
conciliatea the nobles is bom for em- 
pire. My answer to this letter I will 
send myself. For your news, Sir 
Messenger, accept this jewel," and the 
knight took from his finger a gem of 
some price. "Nay, shrink not, it 
was as freely given to me as it is now 
to thee." 

The youth, who had been agreeably 
surprised, and impressed, by the man- 
ner of the renowned freebooter, and 
who was not a little astonished him- 
self with the ease and familiarity with 
which he had been relating to Fra 
Moreale, in his own fortress, the news 
of Bome, bowed loi«: as he accepted 
the gift 

The astute Provengal, who saw the 
evident impression he had made, per- 
ceived also that it might be of advan- 
tage in delaying the measures he 
might deem it expedient to adopt 
"Assure the Tribune," said he, on 
dismissing the messenger, " shouldst 
thou return ere my letter arrive, that 
I admire his genius, hail his power, 
and will not fail to consider as favour- 
ably as I may of his demand." 

"Better," said the messenger, 
warmly (he was of good blood, and 
gentle bearing), — "better ten ^ytanta 
for our enemy, than one Montreal.** 

"An enemy! believe me, sir, I 
seek no enmity with princes who 
know how to govern, or a people that 
has the wisdom at once to rule and to 
obey." 

The wholeof thatday,however,Mon- 
treal remained thoughliul and uneasy; 
he despatched trusty messengers to 
the Governor of Aquila (who was then 
in correspondence with Louis of Hun- 
gary), to Naples, and to Bome : — ^the 
hist charged with a letter to the Tri- 
bune, which, without absolutely com- 
promising himself, affected submis- 
sion, and demanded only a longer lei- 
sure for the preparations of departure. 
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But, at the same time, fresh forti- 
fications were added to the castle, 
ample provisions were laid in, and, 
night and day, spies and scouts were 
stationed along the pass, and in the 
town of Terracina. Montreal was 
precisely the chief who prepared most 
for war when most he pretended peace. 
One morning, the fifth from the 
appearance of the Soman messenger, 
Montreal, after narrowly surveying 
his outworks andhis stores,and feeling 
satisfied that he could hold out at 
least a month's siege, repaired, with a 
gayer countenance than he had lately 
worn, to the chamber of Adeline. 

The hidy was seated by the case- 
ment of the tower, from which might 
be seen the glorious landscape of 
woods, and vales, and orange groves 
— ^a strange garden for such a palace ! 
As she leant her fEice upon her hand, 
with her profile slightly turned to 
Montreal, there was something inef- 
fably graceful in the bend of her 
neck, — the small head so expressive 
of gentle blood, — ^with the locks 
parted in front in that simple fashion 
which modem times have so happily 
revived. But the expression of the 
half-averted &ce, the abstracted in- 
tentness of the gaze, and the profound 
stilhiess of the attitude, were so sad 
and mournful, that Montreal's pur- 
posed greeting of gallantry and glad- 
ness died upon his lips. He ap- 
proached in silence, and laid his hand 
upon her shoulder. 

Adeline turned, and taking the 
hand in hers, pressed it to her heart, 
and smiled away all her sadness. 
"Dearest," said Montreal, "couldst 
thou know how much any shadow of 
grief on thy bright fiice darkens my 
heart, thou wouldst never grieve. 
But no wonder that in these rude 
walls— no female of equal rank near 
thee, and such mirth as Montreal can 
summon to his halls, grating to thy 
ear — ^no wonder that thou repentest 
thee of thy choice." 



" Ah, no—no, Walter, I never re- 
pent. I did but think of our child as 
you entered. Alas I he was our only 
child? How fiur he was, Walter; how 
he resembled thee ! " 

" Nay, he had thine eyes and brow," 
replied the Knight, with a filtering 
voice, and turiiing away his head. 

"Walter," resumed the lady, sigh- 
ing, " do you remember Y— ^is is his 
birthday. He is ten years old to-day. 
We have loved each other eleven years, 
and thou hast not tired yet of thy 
poor Adeline.** 

"As well might the saints weary of 
panidise," replied Montreial, with an 
eioamoured tenderness, which changed 
into softness the whole character of 
his heroic countenance. 

" Could I think so, I should indeed 
be blest ! " answered Adeline. " But 
a little while longer, and the few 
charms I yet possess must fade ; and 
what other claim have I on thee V* 

** All claim ; — the memory of thy 
first blushes— thy first kisfr— of thy 
devoted sacrifices — of thy patient 
wanderings— of thy uncomplaining 
love ! Ah, Adeline, we are of Pro- 
vence, not of Italy ; and when did 
Knight of Provence avoid his foe, or 
forsake his love 1 But enough, dearest, 
of home and melancholy for to-day. 
I come to bid thee forth. I have sent 
on the servitors to pitch our tent be- 
side the sea, — we will enjoy the orange 
blossoms while we may. Ere another 
week pass over us, we may have 
sterner pastime and closer confines." 
"How, dearest Walter ! thou dost 
not apprehend danger? " 

"Thou speakesty lady-bird," said 
Montreal, laughing, "as if danger 
were novelty; meliinks by this time, 
thou shouldst know it as the atmo- 
sphere we breathe.'* 

"Ah, Walter, is this to last for 
ever? Thou art now rich and re- 
nowned ; canst thou not abandon this 
career of strife?" 
"Now, out on thee, Adeline! 
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What we lichei jud renown bat the 
xneanB to power ! And for strife, the 
shield of warriors was my cradle— 
pr^r the saints it be my Uer 1 Vfaese 
wild and wizard extremes of life-^ 
from the bower to the tent— from the 
oavem to the palace— t(Hlay a wao- 
dering exile, to-monrow the 4Bqaal of 
kings — ^make the true element of the 
chivaliy of Jny Kormaa aires. No]> 
mandy tasght me waa^ and sweet 
IVovence lore. Kiss me, dear Ade- 
line; and now kt thy handmaids 
attire thee. Forget not tl^ lute, sweet 
one. We wiU rease the edkoes with 
the songs of Pwvenee.*' 

The ductile tonper of Adelme 
yielded easily to the gaiei^ <tf her 
lord ; and the pMy eoon sallied from 
the castle towards the 4q[»ot in which 
Montreal had dasigBed their resting- 
place during the heats «f day. But 
aheady prepaied lor all snrprise^ the 
castle was left atiietlj guarded, and 
besides the domestic senritots of the 
castle, a detachment of ten soldiers, 
completely armed, aooompanied the 
loTers. Montnal himself mae his 
conelet, sod his 's^puves followed with 
his hdmet sod laaoe. Beyond the 
narrow defile at the base of the castle, 
the road at that da^ <q^eaed into a 
broad patdi of Ter^ue, dveted on all 
sides, saye that open to the sea» by 
wood, interspersed with myrtle and 
orange, and a wilderness of odorous 
shrubs. In this qMoe, and sheltered 
by the broad-spreading and classic 
fagus (so impn^dy translated into 
the English beeA), a gay pavilion was 
prepared, which commanded the view 
of the sparkling sea;— shaded frt>m 
the sun, but (^pen to the gentle breeze. 
This was poor Adeline's &Tourite 
recreation, if recreation it might be 
called. She rejoiced to escape from 
the gloomy walls of her casteUated 
prison, and to enjoy the sunshine and 
the sweets <^ that yoluptuous climate | 
without the &tigue which of late 
all exercise oceasioned her. It was a I 



gallsaitry on the part of Montreal* 
who foresaw how short an intemd 
might eU^pse before the troops of 
Bienzi besieged his walls; and who 
was himself no less at home in the 
bower Uian in the field. 

As they reclined within the pavi- 
lion — ^the lover and his lady, — of the 
attendants without some lounged idly 
on the beach; some prepared the 
awaing of a pleasure-boat against the 
decline ef the sun ; aome, in a ruder 
tent^ out of sight in the wood, ar- 
ou^ged the mid-di^ repast ; while the 
strings of the lute, touched by Mon- 
treal himself wiiha careless skill, gave 
their music to the dreamy afcillness of 
the noon. 

While thus employed, one of Mon- 
treal's seouts arrived Ineathleas and 
heated at the tent 

" Captain," said h^ " a compaiqr of 
thirty lances completely , armed, with 
a l(Hig retinue of 'squires and pages, 
have just quitted Terracina. Their 
banners bear the twofold insignia of 
Borne and the Odonna." 

" Ho r said Mimtreal, gaUy, " such 
a troop is a welcome addition to our 
company ; send our 'squire hither.'' 
The 'squire appeared. 
" Hie thee on thy steed towards the 
procession thou wiH meet with in the 
pass, (nay, sweet lady mine, no forbid- 
dal !) seek the «hie^ and say that the 
good Knight Walt^ de Montreal 
sends him greeting, s^ prays him« in 
passing our proper territory, to rest 
awhile with us a welcome guest; and 
— stay, — add, that if to while an hour 
or so in gentle pastime be acceptable 
to him, Walter de Montreal would 
r^oice to break a lance with him, or 
any knight in his train, in honour of 
our respective ladies. Hie theequick!" 
"W-ater, Walter," began Adeline, 
who had that keen and delicate sensi- 
tiveness to her situation, which her 
reckless lord often wantonly forgot; 
"Walter, dear Walter, caxist thou think 
it honour to " 
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"Hush thee, «ireet Flewr de lis/ 
Thou hast not seen pastime this many 
a day; I long to convince thee that 
then art still the &ire9t iady in Italy 
— ay, and of Christendom. Bat these 
Italians are craven knights, ai«l thou 
needst not feaar that my profit will 
be aooepted. But in thith, lady inine, 
I rejoice for graver 6l:gec^ that chance 
throws a Boman noble, perhi^ a 
Colonna, in my way ,^=^womeii under- 
stand not these matlefs; lUid aught 
concerning Borne tovehes ns home at 
this moment.'* 

With that the Kn%;ht frowned, as 
was his wont ilk thought, and Adeline 
ventured to flay no move, but retired 
to the interior division of tbe pavilion. 

Meanwhile th» 'Bqfuire approached 
the ptxHsession that had now reached 
the middle of the pan. And a stat^ 
and gallant compahy it was >^if the 
complete harkiess ni the soldiery 
seemed to attest a warlike purpose, it 
was contradicted on the other hand by 
a numerous train of unarmed 'squires 
and pages goigieously attired, v^dle 
the splendid blazon of two heralds 
preceding the standard-bearen> pro- 
claimed their object as peaceful, and 
thdr path as sacred. It required but 
a glance at the company to tell the 
leader. Amyed in a breastrplate of 
steel, wrottght proftisely with gold 
arabesques, over wMch was a mantle 
of dark green reHyet, boMered with 
pearls, while above his long dark 
locks waved a black ostrich plume in 
a high Macedonian cap, such as, I 
believe, is now worn by the Grand 
Master ctf the order of St. Constan- 
tino, rode in the front of the party, a 
young cavalier, distinguished from his 
immediate comrades, partly by his 
graceful presence and partly by his 
splendid ^ress. 

The 'iiquire approached reqsectfdlly, 
and dismounting, delivered Mmself c^ 
his chatge. 

The young cavalier smiled> as he 
answefed, "Bear baek to Sir Walter 



de Montreal the greeting of Adrian 
Colonna> Baron di Castello, and say, 
that the solemn object of my present 
journey will Scarce permit me to en- 
counter the formidable lance of so 
celebrated a knight; and I regret 
this i&e more, inasmuch as I may not 
yield to any dame the palm of my 
liege lady's beauty. I ittMft live in 
hope of a happier occasioib For the 
rest, I will cheerfully abide for some 
few hours ihe guest of so courteous a 
host." 

The 'squire bowed low. "My mas- 
ter," said he, hesitatingly, " will grieve 
much to miss «o hbble an opponent. 
But my message refers to all this 
knightly and gallant train ; and if the 
Lord Adiian di Castello deems him- 
self forbidden the joust by the object 
of his preisent journey, surely one of 
his comrades will be hfe proxy with 
my master." 

Out and quickly spoke ft young 
noble by the Bide of Adrian, Biccardo 
Annibaldi, who afterwards did good 
service both to the Tribune and to 
Rome, and whose valour brought him, 
in later life, to an untimely end. 

" By the Lord Adrian's permission," 
cried he, "I will break a lance 
wHh " 

"Hush! Annibaldi," interrupted 
Adrian. "And youj Sir *Squlre> 
know, that Adrian ^ Castello per- 
mits no proxy in arms. Avise the 
Knight of St. John that we accept 
his hospitality, and i^ after some con- 
verse on graver matters, he should 
still desire so light an entertainment, 
I will forget that I am the ambassador 
to l^aples, and remember only that I 
am a Knight of the Empire. You 
have your answer." 

The 'squire with much ceremony 
made his obeisance, remounted his 
steed, and returned in a half-gallop to 
his master. 

" Foi^ve ibe, dear Annibaldi," said 
Adrian, " that I balked your valour ; 
and believe me that I never more 
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longed to break a lance agHinst any 
man tlian I do against this boasting 
Frenchman. But bethink you, that 
though to us, brought up in the 
dainty laws of chivalry, Walter de 
Montreal is the famous Knight of 
Provence, to the Tribune of Rome, 
whose grave mission we now fulfil, he 
is but th«. mercenary captain of a 
Free Compiny. Grievously in his 
eyes should we sully our dignity by so 
wanton and irrelevant a holiday con- 
flict with a declared and professional 
brigand." 

"For all that," said Annibaldi, 
" the brigand ought not to boast that 
a Roman knight shunned a Proven9al 
lance." 

" Cease, I pray thee ! " said Adrian, 
impatiently. In tact, the young Co- 
lonna, already chafed bitterly against 
his discreet and dignified r^ection of 
Montreal's proffer, and recollecting 
with much pique the disparaging 
manner in which the Proven9al had 
spoken of the Roman chividry, as 
well as a certain tone of superiority, 
which in all warlike matters Montreal 
had assumed over him, — he now felt 
his cheek bum, and his lip quiver. 
Highly skilled in the martial accom- 
plishments of his time, he had a na- 
tural and excusable desire to prove 
that he was at least no unworthy an- 
tagonist even of the best lance in 
Italy : and, added to this, the gallantry 
of the age made him feel it a sort of 
treason to his mistress to forego any 
means of asserting her perfections. 

It was, therefore, with considerable 
Irritation that Adrian, as the pavilion 
of Montreal became visible, perceived 
the 'squire returning to him. And 
the reader will judge how much this 
was increased when the latter, once 
more dismounting, accosted him thus : 

"My master, the Knight of St. 
John, on hearing the courteous answer 
of the Lord Adrian di Castello, bids 
me say, that lest the graver converse 
the Lord Adrian refers to should mar 



gentle and firiendly sporty he ventures 
respectfully to suggest^ that the tilt 
should pre&ce the converse. The sod 
before Uie tent is so soft and smooth, 
that even a fidl could be attended with 
7io danger to knight or steed." 

" By our Lady I " cried Adrian and 
Annibaldi in a breath, " but thy last 
words are discourteous; and" (pro- 
ceeded Adrian, recovering himself) 
" since thy master will have it so, let 
him look to his horse's girths. I will 
not gainsay his fimcy." 

Montreal, who had thus insisted 
upon the exhibition, partly, it may be, 
from the gay and ruffling bravado, 
conunon still amongst his brave coun- 
trymen ; partly because he was curioua 
of exhibiting before those who might 
soon be his open foes his singular and 
unrivalled address in arms> was yet 
more moved to it on learning the 
name of the leader of the Roman 
Company ; for his vain and haughty 
spirit, however it had diflguised re- 
sentment at the time, had by n& 
means foigiven certain warm expres- 
sions of Adrian in the palace of Ste- 
phen Colonna, and in the unfortunate 
journey to Cometo. While Adrian, 
halting at the entrance of the defile,, 
aided by his 'squires, indignantly, but 
carefully, indued the rest of his 
armour, and saw, himself, to the 
girths, stirrup-leaUiers, and various 
buckles in the caparison of his noble 
charger, Montreal in great glee kissed 
his lady, who, though too soft to be 
angry, was deeply vexed, (and yet her 
vexation half forgotten in fear for his- 
safety,) snatched up her scarf of blue, 
which he threw over his breastplate,, 
and completed his array with the 
indifference of a man certain of vic- 
tory. He was destined, however, to 
one disadvantage, and that the great- 
est ; his armour and lance had been 
brought from the castle — ^not his war- 
horse. His palfrey was too slight to 
bear the great weight of his armour, 
nor amongst hia troop was there onQ 
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hone that for power and bone \;ould 
match with Adrian's. He chose, how- 
ever, the strongest that was at hand, 
and a loud shout from his wild follow- 
ers testified their admiration when he 
sprung unaided from the ground into 
the saddle — a rare and difficult feat of 
agility in a man completely arrayed 
in the ponderous armour which issued 
at that day from the forges of Milan, 
and was worn far more weighty in 
Italy than any other part of Europe. 
While both companiesgrouped slowly, 
and mingled in a kind of circle round 
the green turf, and the Soman her- 
alds, with bustling importance, at- 
tempted to marshal the spectators into 
order, Montreal rode his charger round 
the sward, forcing it into various cara- 
coles, and exhibiting, with the vanity 
that belonged to him, his exquisite 
and practised horsemanship. 

At length, Adrian, his visor down, 
rode slowly into the green space, 
amidst the cheers of his party. The 
two Knights, at either end, gravely 
fronted each other; they made the 
courtesies with their lances, which, in 
friendly and sportive encounters, were 
customary ; and, as they thus paused 
for the signal of encounter, the Ita- 
lians trembled f^the honour of their 
chief: Montreal's stately height and 
girth of chest forming a strong con- 
trast, even in armour, to the form of 
his opponent, which was rather under 
the middle standard, and though 
firmly knit, slightly and slenderly built. 
But to tlukt perfection was skill in 
anns brought in those times, that 
great strength and size were fiu: from 
being either the absolute requisites, 
or even the usual attributes, of the 
more celebrated knights ; in fiust, so 
much was effected by the power and the 
management of the steed, that a light 
weight in the rider was often rather 
to his advantage than his prejudice : 
and, even at a later period, the most 
accomplished victors in the tourney, 
ik^ Fiench Bayard and the English 



Sydney, were &r from remarkable 
either for bulk or stature. 

• Whatever the superiority of Mon- 
treal in physical power, was, in much, 
counterbalanced by the inferiority of 
his horse, which, though a thick-built 
and strong Calabrian, had neither the 
blood, bone, nor practised discipline 
of the northern charger of ike Soman. 
The shining coat of the latter, coal 
black, was set off by a scarlet cloth 
wrought in gold ; the neck and shoul- 
ders were clad in scales of mail ,* and 
from the forehead projected a long 
point, like the horn of an unicorn, 
while on its crest waved a tall plume 
of scarlet and white feathers. As the 
mission of Adrian to N^les was that 
of pomp and ceremony to a court 
of great splendour, so his array and 
retinue were befitting the occasion 
and the passion for showthat belonged 
to the time ; and the very bridle of 
his horse, which was three inches 
broad, was decorated with gold, and 
even jewels. The Knight himself was 
clad in mail, which had tested the 
finest art of the celebrated Ludovico 
of Milan ; and, altogether, his appear- 
ance was imusually gallant and splen 
did, and seemed still more so beside 
the plain but brightly polished and 
artfully flexile armour of Montreal, 
(adorned only with his lady's scarf,) 
and the common and rude mail of hia 
charger. This contrast, however, was 
not welcome to the Proven9al, whose 
vanity was especially indulged in war- 
like equipments; and who, had he 
foreseen the " pastime ** that awaited 
him, would have outshone even the 
Colonna. 

The trumpeters of either party 
gave a short blast — the Knights. re« 
mained erect as statues of iron; a 
second, and each slightly bent over 
his saddle-bow; a third, and with 
spears couched, slackened reins, and 
at full speed, on they rushed, and 
fiercely they met midway. With the 
reckless arrogance which belonged ^ 



106 



BIEN23, 



him, Montreal kftd iiiagined, tiiat «t 
the first toudi of his knee Adrian 
wofM hate heen QBhoreed ; but to his 
great sm p tis e ifae yowig Roman re- 
mained ten, and amidst the riionts of 
hia party, passed en to the other end 
«f ikud hiis. Montreal himsetf was 
raMjr flhalMBy hot lost ndther seat 

« TUa mat be no oarpet knight," 
mmtterad Montreal betifoen his teeth, 
m, this time, he smnmoned all hie 
skiU ftor s neecmd eacovnter; while 
Adrian, aware of the great superiority 
of his charger^ resolTed to bring it to 
bear against his opponents Aceord- 
in|^y,^hen the Knights again rushed 
hrmgd, Adrian, ooTering himsetf weU 
with Mb bnd^, direct his ears 
lem against the combatant^ whom be 
liktao famee wielded by nrortal hand 
was like^ to dislodge, than against 
the le» noble animal he bestrode. 
The shook of Montreal's charge was 
like an avaknohfr'>-his lanoe shitered 
into a thonsaad pieees, Adrian lost 
beith Btirmpa, and bat for the strong 
iron bows which guarded the saddle 
in front and rear, would have been 
Mrly nnhorsed; as it was, he was 
almost douUed ba^ by the enconnter, 
and his ears rang and his eyes reeled, 
so that ibr a moment or two he almost 
lost all eonsdonsness. But his steed 
had well repaid its nnrtare and dis- 
oipline. Jnst as the combatants 
dosed, the animal, rearing -on high, 
pressed forward with its nughty crest 
against its opponent with a force so 
irresistible as to drive back Montreal's 
horse seTeial paoes: while Adrian's 
lance, poised with exquisite rtdll, 
striking against the Proven9al'8 hel- 
met, somewhat rudely diverted the 
Knight's attention for the moment 
from his rein. Montreal, drawing 
the oorb too tightly in the suddenness 
of his reooiwry, the horse reared (m 
end; and» recdring at that instant^ 
full upon his breastplate, the sharp 
horn and mailed crest of Adrian's 



charger^ell back over its fideir W^ott 
the sward. Montreal dlseBcambeped 
himself in great tvge moA ahnme, as 
a fiunt cxy tnm his pavlMon reached 
his ear, and redonbled las moHifie*- 
tion. He rose with a tightness whidi 
astonished the beihoMen ; for so heavy 
was tbe armonr worn at that day, thai 
few knights once str^ehed vpom. the 
ground could rise withotft asslstaiiee ; 
and drawing his sirord, cried ont 
fiercely^" On foot, onfoot ^-^-Oie fidl 
was not mine, but this aecutsed beastlB, 
that I must needs for my idns MlMto 
therankofadmrger. dome on— ^->^*' 

«' Nay, Bir KnighV «aiA Adrian, 
drawing off his gaoBtleta and Mi- 
buckling his hdmet^ 'fibkfk hUt thMW 
on the ground, "I wm» tn thee a 
guest and a friend ; bnt to ight on 
ibot is itkQ encounter of nortli £mm. 
Did I aooept thy oih^ Wf Mbat 
would bat stain thy ladglthMa.* 

Montreal, whose pasudU ted be- 
gmled him for the mominl^ aeSlenly 
aoquieseed in thfe reasenhif . Adrian 
hastened to soothe his antalronist. 
" For the rest," sid^ lny ^l cannot 
pretend to the prise, tmst hmee 
lost me my stirrupe-^^dioe kfl yon 
unshaken. Yon say right; the defeat^ 
if any, was that of yovr MMd." 

** We may meet a^Elin trheh I am 
more equally horsed," isaftd Mctntteal, 
still chafing, 

"Now, our Lady fofhidt" esc- 
daimed Adrian, with so de9«at atn 
earnestness that the bystandMU ooold 
not refrain firom laughing ; and ev«n 
Montreal grimly and half^uetantly, 
joined in the merriment. *Fhe«o«rteey 
of his foe, however, conciliated and 
touched the more iruik and soldieriy 
qualitieB of his nature, and composing 
himself, he replied : — 

** Signer di Castello, I Test your 
debtor for a courtei^ that 1 have but 
little imitated. Howbeit, if thou 
wouldst Mnd me to thee for ever, thou 
wilt Buffn- me to send for my own 
charger, and afibrd me a «hance to 
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retrieve mine honour. With that 
steed, or with one equal to thine, 
which seems to me of the English 
breed, I will gage all I possess, lands, 
castle, and gold, sword and spurs, to 
maintain this pasfl^ one hj one, against 
all thy train." 

Fortunately^ perhajw, £ar Adnan, 
ere he could reply, Skeardo Anni- 
baldi cried, with great wsEmth, " Sir 
Knighty I hare with me two steeda 
well practised in the toasiuy; take 
tiiy choice, and «oc^ in me a ohaaar 
pioa of the BomsA against the Frentth 
chiyalry j— thne is my gage." 

'' Signor," replied Montreidy with 
ill-suppressed delight^ " thy proffer 
shows SD gaUaat md free Aspiiit, that 
it were foul aui in me to balk ii. I 
accept thy gagie^ and wbiehever of thy 
steeds thou rej^ctest, in God*s name 
bring it hithor, and let vs waste no 
words before action." 

Adrian, who felt that hitiiecto the 
Somans had been more Ibyouved by 
fortune thaamerit,Tai]ilye]id«a¥oured 
to prevent this second hazaid. But 
Annibaldi was greatly chafed, and his 
high rank rendered it impolitic in 
Adrian to offend him by peremptory 
prohibition ; the Oolonna rehictaiitly, 
therefore, yiddod his assent to the 
engagement. Annibaldi's.stoeds were 
led to the i^t» the one a noble roan, 
the other a bay, of somewhat less 
breeding and baii«^ but still of great 
strength and price. Montreal finding 
the choice pressed upon him, gallantly 
selected the latter and less excellent. 

Annibaldi was soon arrayed for the 
encounter, and Adrian gave the word 
to the trumpeters. The Roman was 
of a stature almost equal to that of 
Montreal, and though some years 
younger, seemed, in his armour, nearly 
of the same thews and girth, so that 
the present antagonists appeared at 



the first glance more evenly matched 
than the last. But this time Mon- 
treal, well horsed, inspired to the 
utmost by shame and pride, felt him- 
self a match for an army ; asid he met 
the young Baron with such prowess, 
that while the very plume on his 
casque seemed scarcely stirred, the 
Italian was thrown several paces from 
his steed, and it wa& not till some 
moments after his visor was removed 
by his 'squires that he recovered his 
senses. This event restored Mantneal 
to all his natural gaiety of humour, 
and effectually raised the spirits of 
his followers, who had Mi much 
humbled by the previous enoounter. 

He himself assisted Annibaldi to 
Bse with great oourte^, and a profu- 
sion of compliments^ which the proud 
Roman took in stem calenee, and then 
led the way to the pavilion, loudly 
ordering the banquet to be spread. 
AnnibaMi, however, loitered behind, 
and Adrian, who penetrated his 
■thoughts, and who saw that ovor their 
oc^s a quarrel between the Provencal 
and his friend was like^ to ensue, 
drawing him aside, said : — " Methiuks, 
dear Annibaldi, it would be better if 
you, with the chief of our following, 
were to proceed onward to Fondi, 
where I will join you at sunsel My 
'squires, and some eight lanoeai, will 
suflioe for my safeguard hers ; and, to 
say truth, I desire a few private words 
with our strange host, in the hope 
that he may be peaoeab^ induced to 
withdraw from hence without the 
help of our Roman troogra^ who have 
enough elsewhere to feed their valour." 

Annibaldi pressed his companion's 
hand : " I understand l^e," he re- 
plied with a slight blush, ''and,indeec^ 
I could but ill brook the complacent 
triumph of the barbarian. I accept 
thy offer." 
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CHAPTER IIL 



TBI eONTKRSATIOR BETWEEN THE ROMAN AND THE PROTEN9AL — ADEUNS's 
BISTORT — TBB HOON-LIT SEA — TBB LUTE AND TBB SONG. 



As BOOH as Annibaldi, with the 
greater part of the retinae, was gone, 
Adrian, diresting himself of his heavy 
greaves, entered alone the pavilion of 
the Knight of St John. Montreal 
had alrcAdj doffed all his armour, 
save the breastplate, and he now 
stepped forward to welcome his gaest 
with the winning and easy grace 
which better suited his birth ihm his 
profession. He received Adrian's ex- 
cuses for the absence of Annibaldi 
and the other knights of his train 
with a smilo which seemed to prove 
how readily he divined the cause, and 
conducted him to the other and more 
private division of the pavilion in 
which the repast (rendered acceptable 
by the late exercise of guest and host) 
was prepared ; and here Adrian for 
the first time discovered Adeline. 
Long inurement to the various and 
roving life of her lover, joined to a 
certain pride which she derived from 
conscious, though forfeited, rank, 
gave to the outward manner of that 
beautiftil lady an ease and freedom 
which often concealed, even firom 
Montreal, her sensitiveness to her 
unhappy situation. At times, indeed, 
when alone with Montreal, whom she 
loved with all the devotion of romance, 
she was sensible only to the charm of 
a presence which consoled her for all 
things ; but in his frequent absence, 
or on the admission of any stranger, 
the illusion vanished — the reality 
returned. Poor lady! Nature had 
not formed, education had not reared, 
habit had not reconciled, her to the 
breath of shame ! 

The young Colonnawasmuch struck 
by her beauty, and more by her gentle 
and high-bom grace. Like her lord 



she appeared younger than she was ; 
time seemed to spare a bloom which 
an experienced eye might have told 
was destined to an early grave ; and 
there was something almost g^lish in 
the lightness of her form— the braided 
luxuriance of her rich aiabnm hair, 
and the colour that went and came, 
not only with every moment, but 
almost with every word. The contrast 
between her and Montreal became 
them both — it was the contrast of 
devoted reliance and protecting 
strength : each looked fidrer in the 
presence of the other : and as Adrian 
sate down to the well-laden board, he 
thought he had never seen a pair 
more formed for the poetic l^^nds 
of their native Troubadours. 

Montreal conversed gaily upon a 
thousand matters — ^premed the wine 
flasks— and selected for his guest the 
most delicate portions of the delicious 
spioola of the neighbouring sea, and 
the rich flesh of the wild boar of the 
Pontine Marshes. 

" Tell me,** said Montreal, as their 
hunger was now appeased — " tell me, 
noble Adrian, how fiures your kins- 
man. Signer Stephen 1 A brave old 
man for his years." 

'' He bears him as the youngest of 
us," answered Adrian. 

'' Late events must have shocked 
him a little," said Montreal, with an 
arch smile. "Ah, you look grave — 
yet commend my foresight; — I was 
the first who prophesied to thy kins- 
man the rise of Cola di Rlenzi; he 
seems a great man — ^nevermore great 
than in conciliating the Colonna and 
the Orsini." 

" The Tribune," returned Adrian, 
evasively, " is certainly a man of extra- 
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ordinary genius. And now, seeing 
him command, my only wonder is 
how he ever brooked toobey— miyesty 
seems a very part of him." 

" Men who win power, easily put 
on its harness, dignity," answered 
Montreal ; " and if I hear aright — 
(pledge me to your lady's health) — 
the Tribune, if not hhnself nobly 
bom, will soon be nobly connected." 

"He is already married to a Sa- 
Belli, an old Boman house," replied 
Adrian. 

" You evade my pursuit, — Le doulx 
soupir! le dotdx aoupir! as the old 
Gabestan has it" — said Montreal, 
laughing. *' Well, you have pledged 
me one cup to your lady, pledge 
another to the fiur Irene, the Tri- 
bune's sister— always provided they 
two are not one. — You smile and shake 
your head." 

"I do not disguise from you. Sir 
Knight," answered Adrian, "that 
when my present embassy is over, I 
trust the alliance between the Tribune 
and a Colonna will go £eu: towards the 
benefit of both." 

" I have heard rightly, then," said 
Montreal, in a grave and thoughtful 
tone. " Rienzi's power must, indeed, 
be great." 

"Of that my mission is a proof. 
Are you aware. Signer, de Montreal, 
that Louis, King of Hungary '' 

"Howl what of him r* 

" Has referred the decision of the 
feud between himself and Joanna of 
21'aples, respecting the death of her 
royal spouse, his brother, to the fiat 
of the Tribune 1 This is the first time, 
methinks, since the death of Con- 
stantino, that so great a confidence 
and so high a charge were ever in- 
trusted to a Boman ! " 

" By all the saints in the calendar," 
cried Montreal, crossing himself, "this 
news is indeed amazing ! The fierce 
Louis of Hungaiy waive the right of 
the sword, and choose other umpire 
than thaMd of battle!" 



" And this," continued Adrian, in 
a significant tone, "this it was which 
induced me to obey your courteous 
summons. I know, brave Montreal, 
that you hold intercourse with Louis. 
Louis has given to the Tribune the 
best pledge of his amity and alliance ; 
will you do wisely if you " 

" Wage war with the Hungarian's 
ally," interrupted Montreal. "This 
you were about to add; the same 
thought crossed myself. My Lord, par- 
don me — Italians sometimes invent 
what they wish. On the honour of a 
Knight of the Empire, these tidings 
are the naked truth 1" 

" By my honour, and on the Cross," 
answered Adrian, drawing himself up; 
"and in proof thereof, I am now bound 
to Naples to settle with the Queen the 
preliminaries of the appointed trial." 

" Two crowned heads before the tri- 
bunal of a plebeian, and one a defend- 
ant against the charge of murther !" 
muttered Montreal ; " the news might 
well amaze me !" 

He remaiaed musing and silent a 
little while, till looking up, he caught 
Adeline's tender gaze fixed upon him 
with that deep solicitude with which 
she watched the outward efifect of 
schemes and projects she was too soft 
to desire to know, and too innocent to 
share. 

" Lady mine," said the Proven5al, 
fondly, "how sayest thou? must we 
abandon our mountain castle, and 
these wild woodland scenes, for the 
dull. walls of a city? I fear me so. — 
The Lady Adeline," he continued, 
turning to Adrian, " is of a singular 
bias; she hates the gay crowds of streets 
and thoroughfares, and esteems no 
palace like the solitary outlaw's hold. 
Yet, methinks, she might outshine all 
the faces of Italy, — thy mistress. Lord 
Adrian, of course, excepted." 

" It is an exception which only a 
lover, and that too a betrothed lover, 
would dare to make," replied Adrian, 
gallantly. 
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" Naj," said Addine, in a voice sin- 
gularly sweet and clear, '' ni^, I know 
well at what price to Tidue my lord's 
flattery, and Signer di CasteUo's 
courtesy. But yon are bound. Sir 
Knight, to a court, that, if &me E^eak 
true, boasts in its Queen the very 
miracle and mould of beauty." 

^ It is some years since I saw the 
Queen of N^ykSy" answered Adrian ; 
^ and I little dreamed then^ when I 
gaced upon that angel flioe, that I 
should Ihre to hear her aoeused of the 
foulest murther that ever stained eren 
Italian royalty." 

'' And, as if reaoired to pro^e her 
guilt," said Montreal, "ere long be 
sure she willmany the very man who 
did the deed. Of tibis I have certain 
proofs 

Thus conversing^ the Enigfats wore 
away the dayiig^t^ and beheld from 
the open tent tfie sun cast his setting 
glow over the purple sea. Adeline 
had long retired from the board, and 
they now saw her seated with her 
handmaids on a mound by the beadi; 
while the sound of her lute fiuntly 
reached their ears. As Montreal 
caught the air, he turned from the 
converse, and sighing, half shaded his 
&ce with his hand. Somehow or other 
the two Knights had worn away all 
the little jealousy or pique which they 
had conceived against each other at 
Borne. Both imbued with the soldier- 
like spirit of the age, their contest in 
the morning had served to inspire 
them with that strange kind of respect^ 
and even cordiality, which one brave 
man even still (how much more at 
that day!) feels for another, whose 
courage he has proved while vindicat- 
ing his own. It is like the discovery 
of a congenial sentiment hitherto 
latent ; and, in a life of camp8> often 
establishes sudden and lasting friend- 
ship in the very lap of enmity. This 
feeling had been ripened by Uieir sub- 
sequent £uniliar intercourse, and was 
increased on Adrian's side by the feel- 



ing, that in convincing Montreal of 
the policy of withdra^i^r ^^om the 
Soman territories !» haA obtained 
an advantage that well repaid what- 
ever danger and delay be- had under- 
gone. 

The sigh, send the altered nuounr of 
Montreal, did not eaoape Adrian, and 
he naturally connected it with some- 
thing rdatiiig to herwhoee nnaiefaad 
been its evident causes 

" Ton lovdiy dame^^'said he^ gently, 
"touches the lute with an ezqniilte 
and ftiiy hand, and that plaintive air 
seems to my ear ae of the annstnJaf 
of Provence." 

"It is the air I tanght hv," wM 
Montreal, sadly, "manied a»it is te 
indifferent word% with: which I first 
wooed » heart that shedd never have 
given itself to me ! Jny, ymmg Co- 
lonna, many a night has my beat been 
moored beneath tiiealwlitAugiathat 
washes hear proud ihtiier% haU^ and 
my voice awaked the HWhifHn of the 
waving sedges with » aeldler\i^ sere- 
nade. Sweet memnriaarl Mttarfrnitl'^ 

" Why bitter 1 ye low eadi' otiier 
stilL" 

" But I am vowed to oeUba^, and 
Adeline de OourvaL is leman where 
she should be wedded dame. Metiiinka 
I fret at that thought even more tiian 
she, — dear Adelino I " 

" Tour lady, as all weold gama, ia 
then nobly bom 1" 

" She is," answered MoBtreal, with 
a deep and evident fteling whiohi save 
in love, rarely, if ever, crossed his 
hardy breast. '^She is 1 our tale ia a 
brief one :— we loved each other as 
children : Her &mily was wealthier 
than mine : We were separated. I was 
given to understand that she aban- 
doned me. I despaired, and in de- 
spair I took the cross of St. John. 
Chance threw us again together. I 
learned that her love was undeeayed. 
Poor child ! — she was even then, sir, 
but a child 1 I, wild— recklese-^nd 
not unskilled, perhaps in the arts 
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tbai woty and yhn. She oould not 
resist say suit or her own affiectioa ! — 
We fled. In those words you see the 
ihxea^of my a£ter'hist(»y. My sword 
a&d my Adeline were all my fortune. 
Society frowned on us. The Oharch 
thxea^ned mj soi^ The Grand Mas^ 
ter my life. I became a knight of 
fortune. '^ai» and my right hand 
foyouredme. I have made those w^ 
acorued me tremble at-my name. That 
name sh^l yet bhize». a star or a me- 
teor, in the fiKmi oi troubled nations, 
and I may yet win by force from the 
Pontiff the dLq[»ensation refosed to my 
prayers* On l^e same day, I may 
offer Adding, the diadem and the 
zing.-T-Eno' of thi»; — you marked 
Adeline's cheek !-^Seema it not deli- 
cate? I like not tbatchaogeful flash, 
— ^aodi she moves languidly, — her step 
that was so blithe!" 

''Change: of scene and the mild' 
south will soon restore her health," 
said Adrian ; '' and in your peculiar 
life she is so little brought in contact 
with others, especially of her own sex, 
that I trust she is but seldom made 
aware of whatever is painful in her 
situation. And woman's loye> Mont- 
real, as we both have learned, is a robe 
that wraps her from many a storm !" 

" You speak kindly," returned the 
Knight; "but you: tottow not all our 
cause of grief. Adeline's father, a 
proud sieur, died, — they said of a 
broken heart, — but old men die of 
many another disease than that! The 
mother, a dame who boasted her de- 
scent from princes, bore the matter 
more sternly than the sire; clamoured 
for revenge,— which was odd, for she 
is as religious as a Dominican, and 
revenge is not Christian in a woman, 
though it is knightily in a man ! — 
"Well, my Lord, we had one boy, our 
only child ; he was Adeliue's solace in 
my absence, — his pretty ways were 
worth the world to her ! She loved 
him so, that, but he had her eyes 
and looked like her when he slept, 



I should \a^% been jealous ! He grew 
up in our wild life, strong and comely; 
the young rogue, he would have been 
a brave knight ! My evil stars led me 
to Milan, where I had business with 
the YiscontL One bright morning in 
June> our boy was stolen ; v^ily that 
June was like a December to us ! " 

** Stolen i—how?— by wbomr 

" The first question is answered 
eafflly,— -the boy was with his nurse in 
the court-yard, the idle wench 1^ h^ 
for but a minute or two — so she avers 
"•-to fotch him some childish toy; 
when she returned' he was gone ; not 
a trace left, save his pretty cap with 
the plume in it ! Poor Adeline, many 
a time hafve I found her kissing that 
relic till it was wet with tears !" 

** A strange fortune> in- tmtlh But 
what interest oould " 

" I will tell you," interrupted Hont^ 
real, "the only conjecture I oould 
form ; — ^Adeline's mether, on learning 
we had a son, sent to Adeline a letter^ 
that well nigh broke her heart, re- 
proaching her for her lOve to me, and 
so forth, as if that had made her the 
vilest of the sex. She bade her take 
compassion on- her child, and not bring 
him up to a robber's ISfo, — so waashe 
pleased to style the bold career- of 
Walter de Montreal. She oflbred to 
rear the child in her own dull hidte, 
and fit him, no doubt, for a shaven 
pate and a monk's cowl, ^e chi^fid 
much that a mother would not part 
with her treasure ! She alone, pwtly 
in revenge, partly in silly eompasuon 
for Adeline's child) partly, it may be, 
from some pious fanaticism, could, it so 
seemed to me, haverobbedusofourboy. 
On inquiry, I learned from the nurse — 
who, but that she was of the same sex 
as Adeline, should have tasted my 
dagger, — that in their walks, a woman 
of advanced years, but seemingly of 
humble rank, (that might be disguise !) 
had often stopped, and caressed and 
admired the child. I repaired at once 
to Prance^ sought the old Castle of De 
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Coorval ; — it had passed to the next 
heir, and the old widow was gone, none 
knew whither, bnt^ it was conjectured, 
to take the reil in some remote con- 
vent" 

" And you never saw her since 1 " 

" Yes, at Rome," answered Mont- 
real, turning pale ; " when last there 
I chanced suddenly upon her; and 
then at length I learned my boy's fate, 
and the truth of my own surmise; she 
confessed to the theft — and my child 
WES dead ! I have not dared to tell 
Adeline of this ; it seems to me as if 
it would be like plucking the shaft 
from the wounded side — and she 
would die at once, bereft of the un- 
certainty that rankles within her. She 
has still a hope — it comforts her; 
though my heart bleeds when I think 
on its vanity. Let this pass, my 
Colonna." 

And Montreal started to his feet as 
if he strove, by a strong effort, to shake 
off the weakness that had crept over 
him in his narration. 

" Think no more of it. Life is short 
— ^its thorns are many— let us not 
neglect any of its flowers. This is 
piety and wisdom too; Nature that 
meant me to struggle and to toil, gave 
me, happily, the sanguine heart and 
the elastic soul of France ; and I have 
lived long enough to own that to die 
young is not an evil. Come, Lord 
Adrian, let us join my lady ere you 
part, if part you must ; the moon will 
be up soon, and Fondi is but a short 
journey hence. You know that though 
l admire not your Petrarch, you with 
more courtesy laud our Proven9al bal- 
lads, and you must hear Adeline sing 
one that you may prize them the 
more. The race of the Troubadours 
h dead, but the minstrelsy survives 
the minstrel !" 

Adrian, who scarce knew what com- 
fort to administer to the affliction of 
his companion, was somewhat relieved 
by the change in his mood, though 
his more grave and sensitive nature 



was a little startled at its suddenness. 
But, as we have before seen, Montreal's 
spirit (and this made perhaps its fasci- 
nation) was as a varying and change- 
ful sky ; the gayest sunshine, and the 
fiercest storm swept over it in rapid 
alternation ; and elements of singular 
might and grandeur, which, properly 
directed and concentrated, would have 
made him the blessing and glory of 
his time, were wielded with a boyish 
levity, roused into war and desolation, 
or Iidled into repose and smoothness, 
with all the suddenness of chance, and 
all the fickleness of caprice. 

Sauntering down to the beach, the 
music of Adeline's lute sounded more 
distinctly in their ears, and involun- 
tarily they hushed their steps upon 
the rich and odorous turf, as in a voice, 
though not powerful, maryellously 
sweet and clear, and well adapted to the 
simple foshion of the words and me- 
lody, she sang the following stanzas : — 

LAY OP THE LADY OP PROVBNCB. 

I. 

Ah, why art thou sad, my betrt? Why 

Darksome and lonely ? 
Frowns the face of the happy sky 
Over thee only ? 

Ah me, ah me ! 
Render to Joy the earth ! 
Grief shuns, not envies. Mirth ; 
But leave one quiet qx>t. 
Where Mirth may enter not. 
To sigh, Ah me !— 
Ah me 
8. 
As a hird, though the sky he dear, 

Feels the storm lower ; 
My soul bodes the tempest near 
In the sunny hour ; 

Ah me, ah me ! 
Be glad while yet we may I 
I hid thee, my heart, be gay ; 
And still I know not why,— 
Thou answerest with a sigh, 
(Fond heart!) Ahme!— 
Ah me! 
3. 
As this twilight o'er the skies, 

Doubt brings the sorrow ; 
Who knows when the daylight dies. 
What waits the morrow ? 

Ah me, ah me! 
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Be blithe, be bUthe, my lute. 
Thy strings will soon be mote ; 
Be bUtbe-hark ! while it dies. 
The note forewarning, sighs 
lU last— Ah me I 
Ahmet 

" My own Adeline— my sweetest 
night-bird/' half-whispered Montreal, 
and softly approaching, he threw 
himself at his lady's feet — '* thy song 
is too sad for this golden eve." 

" No sound ever went to the heart," 
said Adrian, "whose arrow was not 
feathered by sadness. Tme sentiment, 
Montreal, is twin with melancholy, 
though not with gloom/' 

The Uidy looked softly and approv- 
ingly up at Adrian's &ce ; she was 
pleased with its expression ; she was 
pleased yet more with words of which 
women rather than men would acknow- 
ledge the truth. .Adrian returned the 
look with one of deep and eloquent 
sympathy i^nd respect; in &cty the 
short story he had heard from Mon- 
treal had interested him deeply in 
her ; and never to the brilliant queen, 
to whose court he was bound, did his 
manner wear so chivalric and earnest 
a homage as it did to that lone and 
ill-fated lady on the twilight shores of 
Terracina. 

Adeline blushed slightly and sighed ; 
and then, to break the awkwardness 
of a pause which had stolen over 
them, as Montreal, unheeding the last 
remark of Adrian, was tuning the 
strings of the lute, she said — " Of 
course the Signer di Castello shares 
the universal enthusiasm for Pe- 
trarchl " 

"Ay," cried Montreal; "my lady 
is Petrarch mad, like the rest of 
them : but all I know is, that never 
did belted knight and honest lover 
woo in such fontastic and tortured 
strains." 

"In Italy," answered Adrian, "com- 
mon language is exaggeration ; — but 
even your own Troubadour poetry 
might tell yon that love^ ever seeking 

No. 8. 



a new language of its own, cannot but 
often run into what to all but lovers 
seems distortion and conceit." 

" Come, dear Signer," said Mon- 
treal, placing the lute in. Adrian's 
hands, "let Adeline be the umpire 
between us, which music — ^yours or 
mine— can woo the more bls^dly." 

"Ah," said Adrian, laughing; '^ I 
fear me. Sir Knight, yon have already 
bribed the umpire." 

Montreal's eyes and Adeline's met ; 
and in that gaze Adeline fbigot all 
her sorrows. 

With a practised and skilful hand, 
Adrian touched the strings; and 
selecting a song which was less ela- 
borate than those mostly in vogue 
amongst his countrymen, though still 
conceived in the Italian spirit^ and in 
accordance with the sentiment he had 
previously expressed to Adeline, he 
sang as follows : — 

LOVE'S EXCUSE FOR SADNESS. 

Chide not, beloved, if oft with thee 

I feel not rapture wholly ; 
For aye the heart that's fill'd with love. 

Runs o'er in melancholy. 
To streams that glide in noon, the shade 

From summer skies is giTcn ; 
So, if my breast reflects the cloud, 

'TIS but the doud of heaven 1 
Thine image glass'd within my souL 

80 well the mirror keepeth ; 
That, chide me not, if with the ligki 

The shadow also sleepeth. 

" And now," said Adrian, as he con- 
cluded, " the lute is to you : I but pre- 
lude your prize." 

The Proven9al laughed, and shook 
his head. — " With any other umpire, 
I had had my lute broken on my 
own head, for my conceit in provoking 
such a rival ; but I must not shrink 
from a contest I have myself pro- 
voked, even though in one day tince 
defeated." And with that, in a deep 
and exquisitely melodious voice, 
which wanted only more scientific 
culture to have challenged any com- 
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petition, the Sjughi of BL John poured 
forth 

THE LAT OF TKS TKOUBADOUR. 
GuMb riTer, thettoartNun Is hnsh'd on ihy 

tido^ 
Ob thy pftthwiqr «f UlM to My My I glMik. 
l|y bonk. wlMM IhtitiMBi lay« the OMtto, 

All At iMt MT* the taaid «ad her young 

Troiiheairar! 
As the ttare to the iMtan Ihat here 

My hark, to my spMt thov wt ; 
HeaTiiNr y««» Me tt heud to the shocvb 

So xeoor'd to thy beauty my heart*— 



WUt them iy ftom the iswM? It hath 

wealth far the yaiii} 
Bat Love breaks his bond when there's gold 

in the ehain ; 
WHttho* fly from thewetM ? Ithathoovto 

for thepread^ 
Bn( LoTe, bermineMes^ fiBestode«th in 



Were this bosom thy world, dearest one. 
Thy world could not fan to be bright ; 

For thou sbouldst thyself be its sun. 
And what spot oould bo dim in thy 
llght- 



The rich and the grsai woo thee dearest ; 

and poor. 
Though his falheve wm» petosei, thy young 

Tronbadowl 
But his heart never gosiU'd sa^ to thee^ his 

adored^ 
There's no guile in his Into, and no stain on 
hisswecd. 
Ah, I reck not what sorrows I know, 
Could I still on thy solace confide ; 
And I care not, though earth be my foe, 
If thy soft heart be found by my 
side,— 

Ba amU, beF tmtt, M* aeii^ / 



The maiden she blush'd, and the maiden 

she sighed. 
Not » cloud in the sky, not a gale on the 

tide; 
But though tempest had nfsdon the wave 

and the wind. 
That castle, methink% had been stm left 

behto«r 
Sweet Ufy, thoogli bow^l by the bhul, 

(To tMe hoeum tranptaitod) 



Wouldst then ohangob coald wo call 
the past, 
TO the roek flram thy gavdea again— 
BeFumiclkPmmttpbtramiif 



Thus they alternated the time with 
conyerse and Bong^as the wooded hills 
threw their sharp, long shadowi over 
the sea ; while frim many a monnd of 
waking flowers, and many a copse of 
citron and orange, relierid by the 
dark and solemn aloe, stole the sum- 
mer breeze,laden with mini^ed odours; 
and, OTor the seas, coloured by the 
slow-fiiding hues of purple and rogi^ 
that the sun had long bequeathed to 
the twilight, flitted the gay flxe- 
flies that sparkle along that endianted 
coast At length, tib« moon slowly 
rose above the dark forest^teeps^ 
gleaming on the gay pavilion and 
glittering pennon of Montreal, — on 
the verdant sward, — ^Che poHshed mail 
of the soldiers, stretched on the grass 
in various groups, half-shaded by oaks 
and cypress, and the war-steedft grac- 
ing peaceably together— a wild mix- 
ture of the Pastoral and the Iron 
time. 

Adrian, reluctantly reminded of his 
journey, rose to depart. 

" I fear," said he to Adeline, " that 
I have already detained you too late 
in the night air: but selfishness is 
little considerate.'' 

" Nay, you see we are prudent^" said 
Adeline, pointing to Montreafs man- 
tle, which his provident hand had long 
since drawn around her form; "but 
if you must part, fiurewell, and success 
attend you ! " 

" We may meet again, I trust," said 
Adrian. 

Adeline sighed gently; and the 
Colonna, gazing on her &ee by the 
moonlight, to which it was slightly 
raised, was painfully struck by its al- 
most transparent delicacy. Moved by 
his compassion, ere he mounted his 
steed, he drew Montreal aside, — " For- 
give me if I seem presumptuous,'' said 
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he; "but to one so noble this wild 
life is scarce a fitting career. I know 
that, in our time. War consecrates all 
his children ; but surely a settled rank 
in the court of the Emperor, or an 
honourable reconciliation with your 
knightly brethren, were better " 

" Than a Tartar camp, and a bri- 
gand's castle," intermpted Montreal, 
with some impatience. "This you 
were about to say — ^yon are iBistaken. 
Society thrust me from her besom; 
let society take the fruit it hftth town. 
' A fixed rank,' say you 1 some fsnbiX- 
tern office, to fight at other men's 
command! Youknowmenot: Walter 
de Montreal was not formed to obey. 
War when I will, and rest when I list, 
is the motto of my escutcheon. AmMr 
tion proffers me rewards you wot not 
of; and I am of the mould as of the 
race of those whose swords have con- 
quered thronet. For tiie resty your 
BOWS of the alliattce of Loids of Hvn- 
gaiy with your TMbvne iiialcei it 
necessttty for the friend df Lotds to 
withdraw from all feod with Kome. 
Ere the week expire, the owl and the 
bat may seek refc^ in yimi girey 
turrets.** 

"But your Uwb^r 

"Is imied to du&ge^— Odd help 



her, and temper the rough wind to 
the Iambi" 

" Enough, Sir Knight : but should 
you desire a sure refuge at Rome for 
one so gentle and so highborn, by the 
right hand of a knight, I promise a 
safe roof and an honoured home to the 
Lady Adeline." 

Montreal preseed the offered hand 
to his heart ; then plucking his own 
hastily away, drew it across his eyes, 
and joined Adeline, in a silence that 
showed he dared not trust himself to 
speak. Li a few moments Adrian and 
his train were on the march ; but still 
the young Colonna turned back, to 
gaze once more on his wild host and 
that loTely kdy, as they themselves 
linger^ on the moonlit sward, while 
the sea rippled mournfully on their 
eaiB. 

It was not many months after that 
date, that the name of FraMoreale scat- 
tered terror «Dd disnMiy throughout 
thefStirCampaaia. The right hand of 
the Hungarian king, in hki inrasion of 
Ni^es, he WIS chosen afterwards Ticar 
(«r tice-gerelit) of Louis in Arersa; 
and f^e a&d&te seemed to lead him 
triamphantly akkng that ambitious 
caner which he had elected, whether 
bonaded by the seaffold or the throne. 
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THE TRIUMPH AND THE POMP. 

e pauxs dl li InMnio regKimaito, pun in ognl tamu' 
di lUetui, Ub. i. oap. 81. 

and tlM fair of that ao good goyanmiant paaiad into 
MadU&enH 



'"VtiadiCtim 
land.**— £<^<^ 



CHAPTER L 



THB BOT AHaiLO— THE DSIAX Of HIXA FULflUiBD. 



Thb thread of mj fltoiy traiuiporta 
ns back to Rome. It was in a small 
chamber, in a minouB mansion by the 
base of Mount Arentine, that a young 
boy sate, one erening, with a woman 
of a tall and stately form, but some- 
what bowed both by infirmity and 
years. The boy was of a fidr and 
comely presence ; and there was that 
in his bold, frank, undaunted carriage, 
which made him appear older than 
he was. 

The old woman, seated in the re- 
cess of the deep window, was appa- 
rently occupied with a Bible that lay 
open on her knees ; but ever and anon 
she lifted her eyes, and gazed on her 
young companion with a sad and 
anxious expression. 

" Dame,** said the boy, who was 
busily employed in hewing out a sword 
of wood, " I would you had seen the 
show to-day. Why, every day is a show 
at Rome now ! It is show enough to 
see the Tribune himself on his white 
steed — (oh, it is so beautiful !) — ^with 
hiswhite robes all studded with jewels. 
But to-day, as I have just been telling 
you, the Lady Nina took notice of 



me, as I stood on the stairs of ih» 
Capitol: you know, dame, I had 
donned my best blue ydvet doublei." 

" And she called you a fiur boy, 
and asked if you would be her little 
page ; and this has turned thy brain, 
silly urchin that thou art " 

" But the words are the least : if 
you saw the Lady Nina, you wonld 
own that a smile from her might torn 
the wisest head in Italy. 01^ how I 
should like to serve the Tribune! All 
the lads of my age are mad for biw 
How they will stare, and envy me at 
school to-morrow! You know too, 
dame, that though I was not always 
brought up at Rome, I am "R^tna^ 
Every Roman loves RienzL" 

" Ay, for the hour : the cry will soon 
change. This vanity of thine, Ang^o, 
vexes my old heart I would thoa 
wert humbler." 

" Bastards have their own name to 
win," said the boy, colouring deeply. 
" They twit me in the teeth, because I 
cannot say who my &ther and mother 
were." 

"They need not,"retumed thedame, 
hastily. '' Thou comest of noble blood 
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and long descent, though, as I have 
told thee often, I know not the exact 
names of thy parents. But what art 
thou shaping that tough sapling of 
oak into V 

" A sword, dame, to assist the Tri- 
bune against the robbers." 

*' Alas ! I fear me, like all those 
who seek power in Italy, he is more 
likely to enlist robbers than to assail 
them." 

"Why, la you there, you live so 
shut up, that you know and hear no- 
thing, or you would have learned that 
even that fiercest of all the robbers, 
Fra Moreale, has at length yielded to 
the Tribune, and fled from his castle, 
like a rat from a falling house." 

" How, how 1 " cried the dame ; "what 
say youl Has this plebeian, whom you 
call the Tribune— has he boldly thrown 
the gage to that dread warrior ? and has 
Montreal left the Boman territory? " 

"Ay, it is the talk of the town. 
But Fra Moreale seems as much a 
bugbear to you as to e'er a mother 
in Rome. Did he ever wrong you, 
damel" 

" Tes ! " exclaimed the old woman, 
with so abrupt a fierceness, that even 
that hardy boy was startled. 

" I wish I could meet him, then," 
said he, after a pause, as he flourished 
his mimic weapon. 

" Now Heaven forbid ! He is a man 
ever to be shunned by thee, whether 
fer peace or war. Say again this good 
Tribune holds no terms with the Free 
Lances." 

" Say it again— why all Rome knows 
it"- 

"He is pious, too, I have heard; 
and they do bruit it that he sees 
visions, and is comforted from above/' 
said the woman, speaking to herself. 
Then turning to Angelo, she con- 
tinued, — " Thou wouldst like greatly 
to accept the Lady Nina's, proffer 1" 

" Ah, that I should, dimie, if you 
conld spare me." 

" Child," replied the matron, so- 



lemnly, " my sand is nearly run, and 
my wish is to see thee placed with one 
who will nurture thy young years, and 
save thee &om a life of licence. That 
done, I may fulfil my vow, and devote 
the desolate remnant of my years to 
Gtod. I will think more of this, my 
child. Not under such a plebeian's 
roof shouldst thou have lodged, nor 
from a stranger's board been fed : but 
at Rome, my last relative worthy of 
the trust is dead ; — and at the worst, 
obscure honesty is better than gaudy 
crime. Thy spirit troubles me abready. 
Back, my child; I must to my closet, 
and watch and pray." 

Thus saying, the old woman, repel- 
ling the advance, and silencing the 
muttered and confused words, of the 
boy — half affectionate as they were, 
yet half tetchy and wayward — glided 
from the chamber. 

The boy looked abstractedly at the 
closing door, and then said to himself 
— "The dame is always talking riddles : 
I wonder if she know more of me than 
she tells, or if she is any way akin to 
me. I hope not, for I don't love her 
much ; nor, for that matter, anything 
else. I wi!^ she would place me with 
the Tribune's lady, and then we'll see 
who among the lads will call Angelo 
Villani bastard." 

With that the boy fell to work again 
at his sword with redoubled vigour. 
In fact, the cold manner of this female, 
his sole nurse, companion, substitute 
for parent, had repelled his affections 
without subduing his temper; and 
though not originally of evil disposi- 
tion, Angelo Villani was already inso- 
lent, cunning, and revengeful; but not, 
on the other hand, without a quick 
susceptibility to kindness as to af&ont, 
a natural acuteness of understand- 
ing, and a great indifference to fear. 
Brought up in quiet affluence rather 
than luxury, and living much with his 
protector, whom he knew but by the 
name of Ursula, his bearing was grace- 
ful, and his air that of the well-bom. 
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And it mM his carriage, perhaps, 
rather than hia oountenaiioe, which, 
though handflome, was more distin- 
goiahed for intelligence than heanty, 
which had attracted the notice of the 
Tribune's bride. His education was 
that of one reared for some scholastic 
profession. He was not only taught 
to read and write, but had been even 
instructed in the rudiments of Latin. 
He did not, however, incline to these 
studies half so fondly as to the games 
of his companions, or the shows or 
riots in the street, into all of which he 
managed to thrust himself, and from 
which he had always the happy dex- 
terity to return sa£s and unsoUhed. 

The next morning Ursula entered 
the young Angelo's chamber. "Wear 
again thy blue doublet to-day," said 
she ; ** I would have thee look thy 
best Thou shalt go with me to the 
palace." 

« What, to-day V cried the boy joy- 
fully, half leaping from his bed. "Dear 
dame Ursula, shall I really then be- 
long to the train of the great Tribune's 
ladyr 

"Yes; and leave the old woman 
to die alone ! Your joy becomes you, 
— ^but ingratitude is in your blood. In- 
gratitude! Oh, it has burned my 
heart into ashes — and yours, boy, 
can no longer find a fuel in the dry 
crumbling cinders." 

" Dear dame, you are always so 
biting. Yon know you said you wished 
to retire into a convent, and I was too 
troublesome a diarge for you. But 
you delight in rebuking me, justly or 
uiyusUy." 

" My task is over,'' said Ursula^ with 
a deep-drawn sigh. 

The boy answered not ; and the old 
woman retired with a heavy step, and, 
it may be, a heavier heart. When he 
joined her in their common apart- 
ment, he observed what his joy had 
previously blinded him to — that Ur- 
sula did not wear her usual plain and 
sober dreaa. The gold chain, rarely 



assumed then by women not of noble 
birth— though, in the other aez, af- 
fected also by public functionarka and 
wealthy merchants— glittered upon a 
robe of the rich flowered atuflb of 
Venice, and the clasps thai confined 
the vest at the throat and waist vr&ce 
adorned with jewels of no eommon 
price. 

Angelo's eye was struck bj the 
change, but he felt a more manly pride 
in remarking that the old lady became 
it weU. Her air and mien wer* in- 
deed those of one to whom such gar- 
ments were habitual; and they soemed 
that day more than usually anitertt and 
stately. 

She smoothed the boy's ringlets, 
drew his short mantle more grace- 
f uUy over his shoulder, and then placed 
in his belt a poniard whose handle 
was richly studded, and a pune well 
filled with florins. 

" Learn to use both disGreetly," said 

she ; " and, whether I live or die^ you 

will never require to wield the poniard 

to procure the gold." 

I " This, then," cried Angelo, en- 

I chanted, "is a real poniard to fight 

I the robbers with t Ah, with this I 

should not fear Fra Monale, who 

I wronged thee so. I trust I may yet 

avenge thee, though then didrt nte 

me so just now for ingratitiule.'' 

"lam avenged. Nourish not mch 
I thoughts, my son, they are sinftd ; at 
least I fear so. Draw to the boiKd 
and eat; we will go betimes^ m peti- 
tioners should do." 

I Angelo had soon finished lua mom- 
, ing meal, and sallying with Ursulnio 
, the porch, he saw, to Ids surpiiae, four 
' of those servitors who then naoal^ at- 
tended persons of distinction, and who 
were to bo hired in every city, for the 
convenience of strangers or the holy- 
day ostentation of the gayer oitixens. 

" How grand we are to-daj I* said 
he, clapping his hands with an 
eagerness which Ursula fiuled not to 
reprove. 
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It is ikot for vaia ebow/' ske added^ 
^ wiiich tnw aobllitjcaiL weUc&ipeiise 
with, bvt tbftt we may tke moce 
readily gain admittance to the palace. 
These princes of yesterday are not 
easy of audience to the orer humble.'' 

" Oh I but you are wrong this time," 
said the boy. "The Tribune gives 
audience to all men, the poorest as the 
richest Nay, there is not a ragged 
boor, or a bare-footed friar, who does 
not win access to hun sooner than the 
proudest baron. That's why the people 
love him so. And he devotes ^le ^y 
of the week to receiving the widows 
and the orphans; — ^aad you kaow, 
dame, I am an orphan." 

Ursula, ahraady ocoapied with her 
own thoughts, did not answer, and 
scarcely heard, the boy ; but leaning 
on his young arm, and preceded by 
the Ibotmen to clear the way, passed 
slowly towuxls the palace <^ the 
Ci^tol. 

A wonderful thing would it hare 
been to a more observant eye, to note 
the change which two or tiuree short 
months of the stem but salutary and 
wise rule of the Tribune had effiscted 
in the streets <^ Rome. Tou no longer 
Ikeheld the gaunt and mail*€iad 
forms of foreign mercenaries staU^^ 
throu^ the vistas, or grouped in-laiy 
insolence before the embattled porches 
of some gloomy palace. The riieps, 
that in many quarters had been dosed 
for years, were again open, gtttta^ing 
with wares and bustling with trade. 
The thoroughfoies, formeriy ^ther 
ail^it as death, or crossed by some 
aifiighted and solitary passenger with 
quick steps, and eyes that searched 
every comer, — or resounding with the 
roar of a pauper rabble, or the open 
feuds of savage nobles, now exhibited 
the regular, and wholesome, and min- 
gled stream* of civilized lifo, whether 
bound to pleasure or to oemmeree. 
Carts and waggons laden with goods 
which had passed in safety by the 
dismantled holds of the robbers of the 



Oampagna, rattled dieerfully over the 
pathways. '* Never, perhaps," — to use 
the translation adapted fxtmi the Ita- 
Han authorities, by a modem and by 
noHieaBsapartialldstorian* — " Never, 
perhaps, has the energy and effect of 
a single mind been more remarkably 
folt than in the sudden reformation of 
Rome by the Tribune RienzL A den 
of robbers was converted to the dis- 
dpline of a camp or convent. 'In 
this time,' says the hiBtorian,+ 'did the 
weodsbegin to r^ice that they were no 
longw infested with robbers; the oxen 
be^ to pkmgh; the pilgrims vinted 
the sanctuaries ;t the roads and inns 
were replenished wit^ travellers: trade, 
plenty, and good foith, were restored 
in the markets ; and a purse of gold 
might be exposed witiiout danger in 
the nudtt of the faiglrways.' " 

Amidst aM these evidences of com- 
fort and securitjio the people — some 
dark and disoontenied countenances 
might be seen adngM in the crowd, 
and whenever one i^o wore the lively 
^ the Colonna ix the Orsini felt him- 
self jostled by Hie ilirong, a fierce 
hand moved inweluntarily to the 
sword-belt, and a half«nppressed oath 
was ended with an indignant sigh. 
Here and there too, — contrastmg ^e 
Tedeeorated, refoniriied, and smiling 
shops — ^heopi of rehbiflh before the 
gate of some hau g hty mansion testi- 
fied the nHiMWTUfmf of fortificaiions 
which the owner impotently resented 
as a sacrilege. Through such streets 
and such throngs did the party we 
aoeompany wend their way, till th^ 
found themselves amidst crowds as- 
sembled before the entrance of the 
Capitol. The officers there stationed 
kept, however, so discreet and dexter- 
ous an order, that tiiey were not long 
detuned ; and now in the broad place 

* Gibbon. 
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or court of that memorable building, 
they saw the open doors of the great 
justice-hall, guarded but by a single 
sentinel, and in which, for six hours 
daily, did the Tribune hold hit> court, 
for " patient to hear, swift to redress, 
inexorable to punish, his tribunal was 
always accessible to the poor and 
stranger/'* 

Not, however, to that hall did the 
party bend its way, but to the en- 
trance which admitted to the private 
i^artments of the palace. And here 
the pomp, the gaud, the more than 
regal ma^uficence, of the residence of 
the Tribune, strongly contrasted the 
patriarchal simplicity which marked 
his justice court. 

Even Ursula, not unaccustomed, of 
yore, to the luxurious state of Italian 
and French principalities, seemed 
roused into surpriseat the hall crowded 
with retainers in costly liveries, the 
marble and gilded columns wreathed 
with flowers, and the gorgeous banners 
wrought with the blended arms of the 
Kepublican City and the Pontifical 
See, which blazed aloft and around. 

Scarce knowing whom to address 
in such an assemblage, Ursula was 
relieved from her perplexity by an 
officer attired in a suit of crimson and 
gold, who, with a grave and formal de- 
corum, which indeed reigned through- 
out the whole retinue, demanded, re- 
spectfully, whom she sought 1 ** The 
Signora Nina ! " replied Ursula, draw- 
ing up her stately person, with a 
natural, though somewhat antiquated, 
dignity. There was something foreign 
in the accent, which influenced the 
officer's answer. 

" To-day, madam, I fear that the 
Signora receives only the Koman 
ladies. To-morrow is that appointed 
for all foreign dames of distinction." 

Ursula, with a slight impatience of 
tone, replied — 

"My business is of that nature 
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which is welcome on any day, at 
palaces. I come. Signer, to lay certain 
presents at the Signora's feet^ which I 
trust she will deign to accept." 

" And say, Signer," added the boy, 
abruptly, " that Angelo Yillani, whom 
the Lady Nina honoured yesterday 
with her notice, is no stranger but a 
Boman ; and comes, as she lAde him, 
to profier to the Signora his homage 
and devotion." 

The grave officer could not refrain 
a smile at the pert, yet not ungraceful, 
boldness of the boy. 

"I remember me. Master Angelo 
Yillani," he replied, ** that the I^y 
Nina spoke to you by the great| stair- 
case. Madam, I will do your errand. 
Please to follow me to an apart- 
ment more fitting your sex and seem- 
ing." 

With that the officer led the way 
across the hall to a broad staircase of 
white marble, along the centre of 
which were laid those rich Eastern 
carpets which at that day, when 
rushes strewed the chambers of an 
English monarch, were already com- 
mon to the greater luxury of Italian 
palaces. Opening a door at the first 
flight, he ushered Ursula and her 
young charge into a lofty ante^shani- 
ber, hung with arras of wrought vel- 
vets; while over the opposite door, 
through which the officer now va- 
nished, were blazoned the armorial 
bearings which the Tribune so con- 
stantly introduced in all his pomp, 
not more from the love of show, tluui 
from his politic desire to mingle with 
the keys of the Pontiff the heraldic 
insignia of the Kepublic. 

"Philip of Valois is not housed 
like this man!" muttered Ursula. 
" If this last, I shall have done better 
for my charge than I recked of." 

The officer soon returned, and led 
them across an apartment of vast 
extent, which was indeed the great 
reception chamber of the p^ace. 
Four-and-twenty columns of the Ori^ 
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ental alabaster irhich had attested the 
spoils of the later emperors, and had 
been disinterred from forgotten ruins, 
to grace the palace of the Reviyer 
of the old Bepublic, supported the 
light roof, which, half Gothic, half 
classic, in its architecture, was inlaid 
with ^ded and purple mosaics. The 
tesselated floor was covered in the 
centre with cloth of gold, the walls 
were clothed, at intervals, with the 
aame goigeous hangings, relieved by 
panels freshly painted in the most 
glowing colours, with mystic and sym- 
bolical designs. At the upper end of 
this royal chamber, two steps ascended 
to the place of the Tribune's throne, 
above which was the canopy wrought 
with the eternal armorial bearings of 
the Pontiff and the City. 

Traversing this apartment, the 
officer opened the door at its extre- 
mity, which admitted to a small 
chamber, crowded with pages in rich 
dresses of silver and blue velvet. 
There were few amongst them elder 
than Angelo ; and, from their general 
beauty, fiiey seemed the very flower 
and blossom of the city. 

Short time had Angelo to gaze on 
his comrades that were to be : — 
another minute, and he and his pro- 
tectress were in the presence of the 
Tribune's bride. 

The chamber was not lai^ge — ^but it 
was large enough to prove that the 
beautiful daughter of Baselli had 
realised her visions of vanity and 
splendour. 

It was an apartment that mocked 
description— it seemed a cabinet for 
the gems of the world. The daylight, 
shaded by high and deep-set casements 
of stained glass, streamed in a purple 
and mellow hue over all that the art 
of that day boasted most precious, or 
regal luxury held most dear. The 
candelabras of the silver workmanship 
of Florence ; the carpets and stufis of 
the East; the draperies of Venice and 
Genoa ; paintings like the illuminated 



missals, wrought in gold, and those 
lost colours of blue and crimson; 
antique marbles, which spoke of the 
bright days of Athens ; tables of dis- 
interred mosaics, their freshness 
preserved as by magic; censers of 
gold that steamed with the odours of 
Araby, yet so subdued as not to 
deaden the healthier scent of flowers, 
which blushed in every comer from 
their marble and alabaster vases ; a 
small and spirit-like fountain, which 
seemed to gush from among wreaths 
of roses, difiiising in its diamond 
and fairy spray, a scarce felt coolness 
to the air; — all these, and such 
as these, which it were vain work to 
detail, congregated in the richest 
luxuriance, harmonised with the most 
exquisite taste, uniting the ancient 
arts with the modem, amazed and 
intoxicated the sense of the beholder. 
It was not so much the cost, nor the 
luxury, that made the character of the 
chamber; it was a certain gorgeous 
and almost sublime phantasy, — so that 
it seemed rather the fabled retreat of 
an enchantress, at whose word genii 
ransacked the earth, and fairies ar- 
ranged the produce, than the grosser 
splendour of an earthly queen. Behind 
the piled cushions upon which Kina 
half reclined, stood four girls, beautiful 
as nymphs, with &ns of the rarest 
feathers, and at her feet lay one older 
than the rest, whose lute, though now 
silent, attested her legitimate occu- 
pation. 

But, had the room in itself seemed 
somewhat too fantastic and over- 
charged in its prodigal ornaments, 
the form and &ce of Kina would 
at once have rendered all appropriate ; 
so completely did she seem the natuial 
Spirit of the Place; so wonderfully 
did her beauty, elated as it now was 
with contented love, gratified vanity, 
exultant hope, body forth the bright- 
est vision that ever floated before the 
eyes of Tasso, when he wrought into 
one immortal shape the glory of the 
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Enchantrefls with the allurementi of ; trmth, Admit him «f your hoMeholdl 



the Woman. 

Nina half rose as riie saw XJnoIa^ 
whose sedate and moomfdl features 
involuntarily testified her surprise and 
admiration at m loveliness so rare and 
striking;, but who, undazzled by the 
splendour around, soon recovered her 
wonted self-composure, and seated 
herself on the cushion to which Kina 
pointed, while the young visitor re- 
mained standing, and spell-bound by 
childish wonder, in the centre of the 
apartment. Nina recognised him with 
a smile. 

" Ah, my pretty Ik^jt, whose quick 
eye and bold air caught my &ncy 
yesterday ! Have you come to accept 
my offer 1 Is it you, madam, who 
claim this ffur child 1 " 

** Lady," re|»lied Ursula* "my buid- 
ness here is brief: by m train of 
events, needless to weary yon with 
narrating, this boy from his iniSuicy 
fell to my charge— a weighlj and 
anxious trust to one whose thon^ts 
are beyond the barrier of life. I have 
reared him as became a youth of 
gentle blood ; for on both sides, lady, 
he is noble, thoughan orphan, mother- 
less and sireless.". 

" Poor child ! " said Nina^ compas- 
sionately. 

" Growing now,*' continued TTrsula, 
"oppressed by years, and dedrous 
only to make my peace with Heaven, 
I journeyed hither some months since, 
in the design to place the boy with a 
relation of mine ; and, that trust ful- 
filled, to take the vows in the City of 
ihe Apostle. Alas 1 I found my kins- 
man dead, and a baron of wild and 
dissolute character was his heir. Here 
remaining, perplexed and anxious, it 
seemed to me the voice of Providence 
when, yester-evening, the child told 
me you had been pleased to honour 
him with your notice. Like the rest 
of Rome, he has already learned enthu- 
siasm for the Tribune — devotion to 
the Tribune's bride. Will you, in 



He will not dishonour jour protection 
by his blood, nor, I tnut^ by hia 
bearing." 

" I would take his fi^e fur his guft- 
lantee, madam, even without so dia- 
tingttished a reoommendation as joor 
own. IsheSomanl HisnametlMa 
must be known to me." 

" Pardon me, lady," replied Unok : 
" he bears the name of Angelo Yillau 
—not that of his sire or mother. Tha 
honour of a noble house for ever < 
demns his parentage toraat i 
He is the ofipring of a love ] 
tioned by the churdi." 

" He is the more to be loved, iheo, 
and to be jHtied— notim of ain »et 
his own ! " answvted IHiia* with mMr 
ened eyes, as she saw the deep and 
burning blush that oovered the boy's 
chedLS. "With the Triboae'a leiga 
commences a new en of nobllily, 
when rank and knighthood shall be 
won by a man's own merit— not that 
of his ancestors. Fear not^ madtii : 
in my house he shall knowno aligltt." 
Ursula was moved from her pride 
by the kindness of Nina: Ab ap- 
proached with involuntaiy revennoe, 
and kissed the Signora's hand— 

" May our Lady reward yow aaUs 
heart ! " said she : " and nowniy mfe- 
sion is ended, and my earthJly goal is 
won. Add only, lady, to year j 
timable &vours one more. ~ 
jewels" — and Ursela drew i 
robe a casket^ touched the _ _ 
and the lid flying back, diaemvnsd 
jew^ of great siae and tiM moat 
brilliant water,— " these jeweta," ite 
continued, laying the eaaket ai ViMrii 
feet, "once belonging te (lie prinesly 
house of Thoulouse, are valiMlMi te 
me and mine. Suflbr me to HkSak, 
that they are transferred tooae vImm 
queenly brow will give then n Imtici 
it cannot borrow." 

"How ! " said Nin% cokNning very 
deeply; "think you, whmj— ^ ^j 
kindness can be bought t What 
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voenan's kindiifiw ever was 1 Nay, nay 
-^take baek ilie gifU^ or I ahaU pray 
y«a to take back your boy/' 

Urania vaa astonished and con- 
founded : to to ezperienee such ab- 
atinenee naa a novelty, and she 
icaroely knew how to meet iL Nina 
percei^ hear embazraaiBient with a 
hau^tyand trinsiphant smile, and 
then, regaining her f^Mrmer ooarteiQr 
of demeanour, said^ with a grave 



" The Trilmne's hands are dean, — 
the Tribune's wife must not be sus- 
pected. Bather, madam, should I 
press upon fou some token of ex- 
change for the £ur ehaige you have 
committed to me. Your jewels here- 
after may profit the boy in his career : 
reserve them for one who needs 
them." 

'' No, lady," said Ursula, rising and 
lifting her eyes to heaven; — "they 
shall buy masses for his mother's soul ; 
for him I shall reserve a competence 
when his years require it. Lady, 
accept the thanks of a wretched and 
desolate heart. Fare you well ! " 

She turned to quit the room, but 
with so Altering and weak a st^ 
that. Nina» touched and affected, 
sprung up, and with her own hand 
guided iJ^ old woman across the 
room, whispering comfort and sooth- 
ing to her; while, as they reached 
the door, the boy rushed formud, and, 
clasping Unrula'a robe, aobbed ent-<- 
" Dear dame, not one ikrewell for your 
little Angdo! Forgive him all he 
has cost you ! Now, for the first time, 
I feel how wayward and thankless I 
have been." 

The old woman canght him in her 
arms, and kissed him passionately; 
when the hoy, as if a thought sud- 
denly stmck him, drew forth the 
purse she had given him, and said, in 
a choked and scarce articulate voice, 
— " And let this, dearest dame, go in 
msBses for my poor father's soul ; for 
he is dead, too, yon know ! " 



These words seemed to freeze at 
once all the tenderer emotious of 
Ursula. She put hack the boy with 
the same chiUing and stem severity 
of aspect and manner which had so 
often before repressed him : and reco- 
vering her self-possession, at once 
quitt^ tiie apartment without saying 
another word. Nina^ surprised, but 
still pitying her sonow and respecting 
her age, followed her steps across the 
pages' ante-room and the veception- 
chamber, even to the foot of the stairs, 
— ^a condescension the haughtiest pim- 
cess of Bome could not have won 
from her ; and iietuming, saddened 
and thoughtful, 4he took the boy's 
hand, and affectionately kissed his 
fordund. 

" Poor boy ! " she said, ''it seems as 
if Pzovidenee had made me select thee 
yest^xby from the crowd, and thus 
conducted thee to thy proper refuge. 
For to whom should come the Mend- 
less and the orphans of Bome, but to 
the palace of Bome's first Magis- 
trate ] " Turning then to her attend- 
ants, she gave them instructions as 
to the personal comforts of her new 
chaige, which evinced that if power 
had ministered to her vanity, it had 
not steeled her heart. Angelo Yillani 
lived to repay her weU ! 

She retained the boy in her pre- 
sence, and oonvei3ung with him fomi- 
liariy, she was m(n« and more pleased 
with his bold iqnrit and frank man- 
n^ . Their conversation was however 
interrupted, as the day advanced, by 
the arrival of several ladies of the 
Boman nobility* And then it was 
that Nina's virtues receded into diade, 
and her foults appeared. She ooold 
not reust the woman's triumph over 
those arrogant signoraa who now- 
cringed in homage where they had 
once slighted with disdain. She 
affected the manner <^, she demanded 
the respect due to, a queen. And by 
many of those dexterous arts which 
the sex know so well, she contrived to 
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render her very courtesy ft ImmilUtion 
to her hftnghty guests. Her command- 
ing beauty and her gracefiil intellect 
saved her, indeed, from the vulgar 
insolence of the upstart ; but yet more 
keenly stung the pride, by forbidding 
to those she mortified the retaliation 
of contjBmpt. Hers were the covert 
taunt — ^the smiling affiront — ^the sar- 
casm in the mask of compliment — 
the careless exaction of respect in 
trifles, which could not outwardly be 
resented, but which could not inly be 
forgiven. 

** Fair day to the Signora Colonna,** 
said she to the proud wife of the proud 
Stephen ; *' we passed your palace yes- 
terday. How fair it now seems, re- 
lieved from those gloomy battlements 
which it must often have saddened 
you to gaze upon. Signora, (turning 
to one of the Ondni), your lord has 



high &vour with the Tribune, who 
destines him to great command. His 
fortunes are seciued, and we rejoice at 
it ; for no man more loyally serves the 
state. Have you seen, fui Lady of 
Frangipani, the last verses of Petrazoh 
in honour of my lord? — ^ihey rest 
yonder. May we so &r venture as to 
request you to point out their beantles 
to the Signora di Savellit We re- 
joice, noble Lady of Malatesta^ to 
observe that your eyesight is so well 
restored. The last time we met, 
though we stood next to yon in the 
revels of the Lady Giulia, you seemed 
scarce to distinguish us from the pillar 
by which we stood I" 

" Must this insolence be endured 1" 
whispered the Signora Frangipani to 
the Signora Malatesta. 

"Hush, hush; if ever it be our 
day again!" 



CHAPTER II. 



THX BLBS3IK0 Of A OOUKaLLOB WHOSB INTBRBSTS AHD HEART ABS OUB OWB. — 
IHB STRAWS THROWN UPWARD, ^DO THBT FORTBHI) A STORK. 



It was later that day than usual, 
when Bienzi returned from his tri- 
bunal to the apartments of the 
palace. As he traversed the recep- 
tion hall, his countenance was much 
flushed; his teeth were set firmly, 
like a man who has taken a strong 
resolution from which he will not }^ 
moved; and his brow was dark with 
that settled and fearful frown which 
the describers of his personal appear- 
ance have not failed to notice as the 
characteristic of an anger the more 
deadly because invariably just. Close 
at his heels followed the Bishop of 
Orvietto and the aged Stephen Co- 
lonna. "I tell you, my Lords,*' said 
Bienzi, "that ye plead in vain. Bome 
knows no distinction between ranks. 



The Uiw is blind to the agent — lynx- 
eyed to the deed." 

" Yet," said Raimond, hesitatingly, 
" bethink thee. Tribune ; the nephew 
of two cardinals, and himself once a 
senator." 

Bienzi halted abruptly, and fiused 
his companions. ** My Lord Bishop,** 
said he, " does not this make the crime 
more inexcusable 1 Look you, thus it 
reads: — ^A vessel from Avignon to 
Naples, charged with the revenues of 
Provence to Queen Joanna, on whose 
cause, mark you, we now hold solemn 
council, is wrecked at the mouth of 
the Tiber; with that, Martino di 
Porto-— a noble, as you say — the 
holder of that fortress whence he 
derives his title,— doubly bonnd by 
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gentle blood and by in^ediate neigh- 
bourhood to succour the oppressed — 
falls upon the vessel with his troops 
(what hath the rebel with armed 
troops 1) — and pillage the vessel like 
a common robber. Qe is apprehended 
— brought i to myHribunal — ^receives 
fidr trial-T^fr condemned to die. Such 
^ the Uiw ;-^whjt more would ye 
haver* t - 

" Mercy," iaW the Colonna. 

Bienzi folded his arms, and laughed 
disdainfully. ''I never heard my 
Lord Colonna plead for mercy when a 
peasant had stolen the bread that was 
to feed his famishing children." 

" Between a peasant and a prince, 
Tribune, /, for one, recognise a dis- 
tinction: — the bright blood of an 
Orsini is not to be shed like that of a 
base "plebeian " 

"Which, I remember me," said 
Bienzi, in a low voice, "you deemed 
small matter enough when my boy- 
brother fell beneath the wanton spear 
of your proud son. Wake not that 
memory, I warn you ; let it sleep. — 
For shame, old Colonna — for shame ; 
so near the grave, where the worm 
-levels all flesh, and preaching, with 
those gray hairs, the uncharitable dis- 
tinction between man and man. Is 
there not distinction enough at the 
best ? Does not one wear purple, and 
the other rags? Hath not one ease, 
and the other toil ? Doth not the one 
banquet while the other starves? Do I 
nourish any mad scheme to level the 
ranks which society renders a neces- 
sary evil ] No. I war no more with 
Dives than with Lazarus. But before 
Man's judgment-seat, as before God's, 
liazarus and Dives are made equal. 
No more.'* 

Colonna drew his robe round him 
with great haughtiness, and bit his lip 
in silence. Raimond interposed. 

"All this is true. Tribune. But," 
and he drew Bienzi aside, "you know 
we must be politic as well as just. 
Nephew to two Cardinals, what en- 



mity will not this provoke at Avig- 
non 1 " 

" Vex not yourself, holy Baimond, I 
will answer it to the Pontiff." While 
they spoke the bell tolled heavily and 
loudly. 

Colonna started. 

" Great Tribune," said he, with a 
slight sneer, " deign to pause ere it be 
too Uite. I know not that I ever before 
bent to you a suppliant; and I ask 
you now to spare mine own foe. Ste- 
phen Colonna prays Cola di Bienzi 
to spare the life of an Orsini." 

" I understand thy taunt, old Lord," 
said Bienzi, calmly, "but I resent 
it not. You are foe to the Orsini, yet 
you plead for him — it sounds gene- 
rous ; but hark you,— you are more a 
friend to your order than a foe to 
your rivaL You cannot bear that one, 
great enough to have contended with 
you, should perish like a thief. I 
give full praise to such noble forgive- 
ness ; but I am no noble, and I do not 
sympathize with it. One word more ; 
— if this were the sole act of fraud 
and violence that this bandit baron had 
committed, your prayers should plead 
for him ; but is not his life notorious ? 
Has he not been from boyhood the 
terror and disgrace of Bome? How 
many matrons violated, merchants 
pillaged, peaceful men stilettoed in 
the day-light, rise in dark witness 
against the prisoner 1 And for such a 
man do I live to hear an aged prince 
and a pope's vicar plead for mercy? — 
Fie, fie ! But I will be even with ye. 
The next poor man whom the law 
sentences to death, for your sake will 
I pardon." 

Baimond again drew aside the Tri- 
bune, while Colonna struggled to sup- 
press his rage. 

" My friend," said the Bishop, " the 
nobles will feel this as an insult to their 
whole order; the very pleading of 
Orsini's worst foe must convince thee 
of this. Martino's blood will seal 
their reconciliation with each other, 
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and th^ will be an one nua against 
thee." 

"Be it 80 : with God and the People 
on my Adt, I will dare, thongh m 
Boman, to be jnet. The bell eeaaes 
— ^you are already too late." So saying, 
Rienzi threw open the caaement ; and 
by the staireaae of the lion rose a 
gibbet fipom whieh twnng with a creak- 
ing sound, arrayed in his patrician 
rebee^ the yet palpitating corpse of 
Martino di Porto. 

" Behold 1 "said the Tribune, sternly, 
" thus die all robbers. For iraitor9, 
the same law has the axe and the 
icafibldl'' 

Raimond drew baek and tamed 
pale. Not so the reteran noble. Tears 
of wonnded pride started from his 
eyes; he approached, leaning on his 
staff, to Rienzi, toached him on his 
shoulder, and laidy — 

" Tribime, a judge has lited to enyy 
hisTietimr 

Rienzi turned with an equal pride 
to the Baron. 

"We foigire idle words in the 
aged. My Lord, have you done with 
us 1 — we would be alone." 

" Give me thy arm, Raimond," said 
Stephen. "Tribune— iarewell. For- 
get that the Oolonna sued thee, — an 
easy task, methinks ; for, wise as you 
are, you forget what erery one else 
can remember." 

** Ay, my Lord, what 1 " 

" Birth, Tribune, birth— that *s all 1 " 

"The Signer Colonna has taken 
up my old calling, and turned a wit>" 
returned Rienzi, with an indifferent 
and easy tone. 

Then following Raimond and Ste- 
phen with his eyes, till the door closed 
upon them, he muttered, " Insolent 1 
were it not for Adrian, thy grey beard 
should not bear thee harmless. Birth ! 
what Colonna would not boast him- 
self, if he could, the grandson of an 
emperor ) — Old man, there is danger 
in thee which must be watched." 
With that he turned musingiy towards 



the easement^ i&d again thai giiesly 
speetade ef desth met his eye, Tke 
people below, assembled in laige oatt- 
eoune, r^oiced al the ekeeatlM ef 
one whose whole life had been iafimy 
and rapine— but who had seened be- 
yond Justiee— with all the ftsne da- 
menr that nuurln the eznltatloB «f Ae 
rabble OTer a erushed fbe. Andwfcere 
Rienzi stood, he heard their slieiQts 
of " Long liTe the Mbone, the Just 
judge, Rome's Hberstorl* Bat at 
that time other thoughts denftned 
his senses to the popular eBthnaiaHB. 
"My poor brother! "he said, with 
tears in his eyes, "it was owtag to this 
I man's crimes— «nd to a crime almost 
I similar to that for which he has new 
' suffered — ^that thou wert entralBed to 
: the slaughter ; and they iHio had no 
' pity for the lamb, clamoor for com- 
I pasnon to the wolf I Ah, weri thou 
j liring now, how these proud heads 
would bend to thee ; though dea^ 
thou wert not worthy of a thooghi 
I God rest thy gentle soul, and keep my 
ambition pure as it was when we 
walked at twilight, ride by side loge- 
Itherl" 

The Tribune shut the casement^ 
and turning away, sought the cham- 
ber of Nina. On hearfaig his step 
without, she had already risen from 
the couch, her eyes sparkling, her 
I bosom heaving; and as he entered, 
> she threw herself on his neck, and 
murmured as she nestled to his bi a a s l^ 
— " Ah, the hours since we parted I " 
I It was a singular thing to see te( 
proud hidy, proud of her beanty, her 
I station, her new honours ; — ^wheae 
gorgeous vanity was already the talk 
of Rome, and the reproach to Rien^, 
— how saddenly and miraculously she 
seemed changed in his preseneel 
Blushing and timid, all pride in her- 
self seemed mexged in her pnmd lo^e 
for him. No woman ever loved to 
the full extent of the passion, who did 
not venerate where she loved, and 
j who did not feel humbled (delisted 
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in that humility) by her exaggerated 
and overweening estimate of the 
saperiority of the object of her wor- 
ship. 

Aad it might be the eonseioiiflnf as 
of this distinction betwe^i hims^ 
and all other created things, wiuch 
•ontinued to increase the love of the 
Tribune to his bride, to blind him to 
her fisilings towards others, and to in- 
dulge her in amagnificeaceof parade, 
whiclv though to a certain point polin 
tic to assume, was earned to an ext^i 
which if it did not cons]^ to pro- 
duce his down&l, has served the 
fiomans with an excuse for their own 
cowardice and desertion, and Msto- 
xians with a pfcuisible explanation of 
causes they had not the industry to 
fithom. Bienai returned his wifs's 
caresses with an equal affection, and 
bending down to her beautiful &ce, 
the sight was sufficieni to chase from 
his brow the emoti<ms, whether severe 
or sad, which had lately darkened its 
bread expanse. 

** Thou hast not been abroad this 
morning, Kina ! '* 

" "So, the heat was oppressive. But 
nevertheless, Cola» I have not lacked 
oon^any— half the matronage of 
Some has crowded the palace." 

" Ah, I warrant it. — But yon boy, 
is he not a new &ce % " 

" Hush, Cola, speak to him kindly, 
I entreat : of his story anon. Angelo, 
approach. You see your new master, 
the Tribune of Some." 

Angelo approached with a timidity 
not his wont, for an air of m«yesty was 
at all times natural to Rienzi, and 
aince his power it had naturally taken 
a graver and austerer aspect, which 
impressed those who approached him, 
even the ambassadors of princes, with 
a certain involuntary awe. The Tri- 
bune smiled at the eflfoet he saw he 
had produced, and being by temper 
Ibnd of children, and a^ble to all 
but the great, he hastened to dispel it. 
He took the child affectionately in 



his arms, kissed him, and bade him 
welcome. 

"May we have a son as Mrl" he 
whisp^ed to Nina, who bhished, and 
tamed away. 

"Thy name, my Uttle friend]" 

" Angelo ViHani," 

"A Tuscan name. There is a man 
of letters at Florence, doubtless writ- 
ing our annals from hearsay at this 
moment, called Y iUani Perhaps akin 
totheel" 

"I have no kin," said the boy, 
bluntly; "and therefore I shall the 
better love the Signora and honour 
you, if you will let me. I am Ro- 
man — all the Roman boys honour 
RienzL" 

" Do they, my brave lad ? " said the 
Tribune, colouring with pleasure; 
" that is a good omen of my continued 
prosperity." He put down the boy, 
and threw himself on the cushions, 
while Nina placed herself on a kind of 
low stool be»de him. 

"Let us be alone," said he; and 
Nina motioned to the attendant 
maidens to withdraw. 

" Take my new page with you," said 
she; "he is yet, perhaps, too fresh 
from home to enjoy the company of 
his giddy brethren." 

When they were alone^ Nina pro- 
ceeded to narrate to Rienzi'the adven- 
ture of the morning ; but though he 
seemed outwardly to listen, his gaze 
was on vacancy, and he was evidentiy 
abstracted and self-absorbed. At 
length, as she concluded, he said, 
" Well, Nina, you have acted as ever, 
kindly and nobly. Let us to other 
themes. I am in danger." 

" Danger ! " echoed Nina^ turning 
pale. 

"Why, the word must not appal 
yoo — ^yon have a i^irit like mine, that 
scorns £ear; and, for that reason, 
Nina, in all Rome you are my only 
confidant It was not only to glad 
me with thy beauty, but to cheer me 
with thy counsel, to support me with 
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tby Talonr, that Heaven gave me thee 
as a helpmate." 

" Kow, our Lady bless thee for those 
words ! " said Nina, kissing the hand 
that hnngorer her shoulder; ''and if 
I started at the word danger, it was 
but the woman's thought of thee, — an 
unworthy thought, my Cola> for glory 
and danger go togeUier. And I am 
as ready to share the last as the first. 
If the hour of trial ever come, none of 
thy friends shall be so fiuthiul to thy 
aide as this weak form but undaunted 
heart" 

" I know it, my own Nina ; I know 
it," said Rienzi, rising, and pacing the 
chamber with lai^ and rapid strides. 
" Now listen to me. Thou knowest 
that to gorem in safety, it is my po- 
licy as my pride to goyem justly. To 
goTem justly is an awful tiling, when 
mighty barons are the culprits. Nina> 
for an open and audacious robbery, 
our court has sentenced Martin of the 
Orsini, the Lord of Porto, to death. 
His corse swings now on the Staircase 
of the Lion." 

"A dreadful doom!" said Nina, 
shuddering. 

"True; but by his death thousands 
of poor and honest men may liye in 
peace. It is not that whicfi troubles 
me : the Barons resent the deed, as 
an insult to them that law should 
touch a noble. They will rise — they 
will rebel. I foresee the storm — ^not 
the spell to allay it." 

Nina paused a moment, — " They 
haye taken," she then said, "a solemn 
oath on the Eucharist not to bear 
arms against thee." 

" Perjury is a light addition to theft 
and murder," answered Kienzi, with 
his sarcastic smile. 

" But the people are faithful." 

'* Yes, but in a civil war (which the 
saints forefend !) those combatants are 
the stanchest who have no home but 
their armour, no calling but the sword. 
The trader will not leave his trade 
at the toll of a bell every day; but 



the Barons' soldieiy are ready at all 
hours." 

"To be strong," said Niiia»— who, 
summoned to the councilB of her lord, 
shewed an intellect not nnwortby of 
the honour,— "to be strong in dan- 
gerous times, authority moat 9eem 
strong. By shewing no fear, yon nuqr 
prevent the cause of fear." 

"My own thought!" retomed 
Rienzi, quickly. "Tou know that 
half my power with these Barona is 
drawn from the homage rendered to 
me by foreign states. When from 
every city in Italy the ambasaadon of 
crowned princes seek the alliance of 
the Tribune, they must veil their re- 
sentment at the rise of the Plebeian. 
On the other hand, to be strong 
abroad I must seem strong at home : 
the vast design I have planned, and, 
as by a miracle, begun to ezecnte, will 
fail at once if it seem abroad to be in- 
trusted to an unsteady and fluetnat- 
ing power. That design (oontinned 
Bienzi, pausing, and placing his hand 
on a marble bust of the young Augus- 
tus) is greater than his, whose pro- 
found yet icy soul united Italy in 
subjection, — ^for it would unite Ita^y 
in freedom ;— yes ! could we but fbnn 
one great federative league of all the 
States of Italy, each governed by its 
own laws, but united for mutual and 
common protection against the At- 
tilas of the North, with Rome for 
their Metropolis and their Mother, 
this age and this brain wonld have 
wrought an enterprise which men 
should quote till the sound of the last 
trump ! " 

" I know thy divine scheme," aaid 
Nina, catching his enthusiasm ; " and 
what if there be danger in attaining 
it t Have we not mastered the greatest 
danger in the first step 1 " 

" Right, Nina, right ! HeaTen (and 
the Tribune, who ever recognised, in 
his own fortunes, the agency of the 
hand above, crossed himself reve- 
rently) will preserve him to whom it 
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h^th YOQcIisafed such lofty yisions of 
the future redemption of the Land of 
the true Churchy and the liberty and 
adTancement of its children ! This I 
trust : already many of the cities of 
Tuscany have entered into treaties for 
the formation of this league ; nor from 
a single tyrant, save John di Yico, 
have I received aught but fair words 
and flattering promises. The time 
seema ripe for the grand stroke of 
all.- 

*'And what is that I" demanded 
Kina, wonderingly. 

''Defiance to all foreign interfer- 
ence. By what right does a synod of 
stranger princes give Rome a king in 
some Teuton Emperor ] Rome's peo- 
ple alone should choose Rome's go- 
vernor ; — and shall we cross the Alps 
to render the title of our master to 
the descendants of the Goth ? " 

Nina was silent: the custom of 
choosing the sovereign by a diet be- 
jond the Rhine, reserving only the 
ceremony of his subsequent corona- 
tion for the mock assent of the Ro- 
mans, however degrading to that 
people, and however hostile to all 
notions of substantial independence, 
was so unquestioned at that time, 
that Rienzi's daring suggestion left 
her amazed and breathless, prepared 
88 she was for any scheme, however 
extravagantly bold. 

" How ! " said she, after a long 
pause; "do I understand aright? 
Can you mean defiance to the Em- 
peror 1" 

"Why, listen: at this moment 
there are two pretenders to the throne 
of Rome — to the imperial prown of 
Italy—a Bohemian and a Bavarian. 
To their election our assent — Rome's 
assent^— is not requisite — not asked. 
Can we be called free — can we boast 
ourselves republican— when a stranger 
and a barbarian is thus thrust upon 
our necks 1 No, we will be free in 
reality as in name. Besides, (con- 
tinued the Tribune, in a calmer tone,) 

2SIq, 



this seems to me politic as well as 
daring. The people incessantly de- 
mand wonders from me : how can I 
more nobly dazzle, more virtuously 
win them, than by asserting their in- 
alienable right to choose their own 
rulers? The daring will awe tho 
Barons, and foreigners themselves; it 
will give a startling example to all 
Italy ; it will be the first brand of an 
universal blaze. It shall be done, 
and with a^ pomp that befits the 
deed 1 " 

"Cola," said Nina, hesitatingly, 
"your eagle spirit often ascends where 
mine flags to follow ; yet be not over 
bold." 

" Nay, did you not, a moment since, 
preach a different doctrine? To be 
strong, was I not to seem strong 1 " 

"May fate preserve youl" said 
Nina, with a foreboding sigh. 

"Fatel" cried Rienzi; "there is 
710 fate ! Between the thought and 
the success, God is the only agent; 
and (he added vrith a voice of deep 
solemnity) I shall not be deserted. 
Visions by night, even while thine 
arms are around me ; omens and im- 
pulses, stirring and divine, by day, 
even in the midst of the living crowd 
—encourage my path, and point my 
goal. Now, even now, a voice seems 
to whisper in my ear — * Pause not; 
tremble not ; waver not ; — for the eye 
of the All-Seeing is upon thee, and 
the hand of the All-Powerful shall 
protect ! ' " 

As Rienzi thus spoke, his &ce grew 
pale, his hair seemed to bristle, his 
tall and proud form trembled visibly, 
and presently he sunk down on a seat, 
and covered his face with his hands. 

An awe crept over Nina, though 
not unaccustomed to such strange and 
preternatural emotions, which ap- 
peared yet the more singular in one 
who in common life was so calm, 
stately, and self-possessed. But with 
every increase of prosperity and power, 
those emotionB seemed to increase in 
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their fbrronr, as if in sach increase 
the devout and OTerwronght aapei^ 
stition of the Tribune recognised ad- 
ditional proof of a mysterious guar* 
dianship mightier than the ralour or 
art of man. 

She approached fisarfUIy, and threw 
her arms around him, but without 
speaking. 

Ere jet the Tribune had well re- 
ooTered himself, a slight tap at the 
door was heard, and the sound seemed 
at once to recall his self-possession. 

" Enter," he said, lifting his face, to 
which the wonted colour slowly re- 
tamed. 

An officer, half-opening the door, 
announced that the person he had sent 
ft>r waited his leisure. 

" I oome !— Core of my hearty" (he 
whispered to Nina^) "we will sup 
alone to-night, and will conrerse more 
<m these matters:" so saying, with 
somewhat less than his usual loftiness 
of mien, he left the room, and sought 
bis cabinet, which lay at the other 
side of the reception chamber; Hero 
he found Cecco del Yeoehio. 

" How, my bold feUow," said tiie 
Tribune, assuming with wonderful 
ease that air of friendly equality which 
he always adopted with those of the 
bwer class, and which made a striking 
contrast with the miyesty, no less 
natural, which marked his manner to 
the great. ** How now, my Cecco ! 
Thou bearest thyself bravely, I see, 
during these sickly heats ; we labour- 
ers — for both of us labour, Cecco — are 
too busy to fall ill as the idle do, in 
the summer, or the autumn, of Roman 
skies. I sent for thee, Cecco, because 
I would know how thy fellow-crafts- 
men are like to take the Orsini's 
execution." 

" Oh I Tribune," replied the artifl- 
oer, who, now familiarized with Bienzi, 
had lost much of his earlier awe of 
him, and who regarded the Tribune's 
power as partly his own creation; 
** they are abeady out of their honest 



wits, at your courage in poniahin^ the 
great men as you would the smaU." 

'^ So,^— I am repaid f Bat harib 
yon, Cecco, it will brin^^, perhaps, hoi 
work upon us. "Rrwj Baron will 
dread lest it be his torn nezt^ and 
dread will make them bold, like rats- 
in despair; We may have to fig^t for 
the Good Estate." 

"With aU my heart, Tribone,'^ 
answered Cecco, groffly. '* J^ for om^ 
am no craven." 

" Then keep the same spirit in all 
your meetings with the artifioera. I 
fight for the people. The people at a 
pinch must fight with me." 

" They will," replied Ceooo ; •» Huf 
will!" 

" Cecco, this city is under the 
spiritual dominion of the Pontiff— so 
be it->it is an honour, not a burthen. 
But the tempinrd dominion, mjfinend, 
should be with Bomans <miy. Is it 
not a disgrace to BepubUoaa Bome^ 
that while we now speak, oertain. 
barbarians, whom we never heard of, 
should be deciding b^ond tile Alpe 
on the merits of two sovereigns, whom 
we never sawl Is not this a thing to 
be resisted? An Italian city, — what 
hath it to do with a Bohemian Em^ 
perorl" 

" Little eno*, St. Paul know»l " said 
Cecco. 

" Should it not be a olalm qooi- 
tionedt" 

" I think so ! * replied the smith. 

" And if found an outrsge on onr 
ancient laws, should it not be a claini 
resisted 1" 

"Not a doubt of it." 

" Wel|^ go to ! The archives asfort 
me that never was Emperor lawftiUj 
crowned but by the firee votes of the 
people. We never chose Bohemiaoi or 
Bavarian." 

" But, on the contnuy, whenever 
these Northmen come hither to be 
crowned, we try to drive them awaj 
with stones and curses, — ^for we are a 
people, Tribune, thatlovs our libertiyBe.** 
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" Ga back to your Mends — see — 
address tJiem, sa^jr that your Tribune 
will demand of these pretenders to 
Borne the» right to her throne. Let 
them not be mazed or startled^ bni; 
support me when the occ^on comes." 

'' I am glad of this,** quoth the- 
huge smith i *' for our friends have 
grown a Utile unruly of late, and 
say " 

"What do they say r 

** That it is true you have expelled 
^ banditti, and curb the Barons, and 
administer justice £Eurly ; — " 

" Is not that miraele enough for the 
i^ace of some twO' or thim short 
months?'' 

'' Why, thi^ say It would have been 
meio tluui enough in a noble; but 
you, being raised &om the people, 
and having such gifts and so forth^ 
might da yet more. It is now three 
weeks since they have had any new 
thing to talk about; but, Orsini's 
execution to-day will cheer thcDp. a 
bit." 

" Well, Cecco, well," said the Tri- 
bune, rising, " they shall have more 
anon to feed their mouths with. So 
you think they love me not quite so 
well as they did some three weeks 
back?* 

" I say not so," answered Cecco. 
" But we Bomans are an impatient 
people." 

" Alas, yes I * 

" However, they will no doubt stick 
close enough to you; provided. Tri- 
bune, yon don't put any new tax upon 
them." 

" Ha! But j£, in order to be free, 
it be necessary to fight — if to fight, it. 
be necessary to have soldiers, why then 
the soldiers must be paid : — ^won't the 
people contribute something to their 
own liberties ;— to just laws^ and safe 
lives]" 

" I don't know," returned the smith, 
scratching his head as if a little pu2^ 
zled ; " but I know that poor men 
won't be overtaxed. Thej say they 



axe better off with you than with the 
Barons before, andtheawfore they love 
you. But men in business, Tribune, 
poor men with fiunilies, must look ixf 
their bellies. Only one man in ten 
goes to law—- only one man in twenty 
is butchered by a Baron's brigand; 
but every man eats, and drinks, and 
fedlsatax." 

'< This cannot be your reasoning^ 
Cecco ! " said Bienzi, gravely. 

''Why, Tribune, I am an honest 
man, but I have a largo family to 
rear." 

" Enough ; enough ! " said the Tri- 
bune quickly; and then he added 
abstiactedly as to himself, but aloud^ 
— ^* Methinks we have been too lavish ; 
these shows and spectacles should 
cease." 

"What!" cried Cecco; «what, 
Tribune 1 — would you d«ay the poor 
fellows a holiday. They work hacd 
mou|^ and their only pleasure ia 
seeingyour fine shows and procesuons ; 
and then ike^ g» home and say, — 
' See, our man beats all the Barons ! 
what state he keeps ! * " 

"Ah ! they blame not mysplendour, 
then ! " 

" Blame it ; no ! Without it they 
would be ashamed of you, and think 
the Bvxmo Stato but a shabby con- 
cern." 

"You speak bluntiy, Cecco, but 
perhaps wisely. The saints keep you !< 
Fail not to vemember what I told 
yottl" 

" Ko, no. It is a shame to have aa, 
Emperor thrust upon us; — so it is. 
Gk)pd evening. Tribune." 

Left alone, the Tribune remained 
for some time plunged in gloomy and 
foreboding thoughts. 

" I am in the midst of a magician's 
spell," said he ; " if I desist, the fiends 
tear me to pieces. What I have 
begun, that must I conclude. But 
this rude man shews me too well with 
what tools I work. For me failure is 
nothing. I have already climbed to 
xa 
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a greatness which might render giddy 
many a bom prince's brain. But with 
my £Ekll — ^Bome, Italy, Peace, Justice, 
CiTilization— all fiUl back into the 
abyss of ages ! " 

He rose ; and after once or twice 
paeug his apartment, in which from 
many a column gleamed upon him 
the marble offices of the great of old, 
he opened the casement to inhale the 
air of the now declining day. 

The Place of the Capitol was de- 
serted save by the tread of the single 
sentinel But still, dark and fearful, 
hung from the tall gibbet the clay of 
the robber noble; and the colossal 
shape of the Egyptian lion rose hard 
by, sharp and dark in the breathless 
atmosphere. 

"Dread statue!" thought Rienzi, 
" how many unwhispcred and solemn 
rites hast thou witnessed' by thy 
native Kile, ere the Roman's hand 
transferred thee hither — ^the antique 
witness of Roman crimes ! Strange 1 
but when I look upon thee I feel as if 



thou hadst some mystic influence OTer 
my own fortunes. Beside thee was I 
ludled the republican Lord of Rome; 
beside thee are my palace, mytribitiial, 
the place of my justice, my triumphs^ 
and my pomp:— to thee my eyes iom 
from my bed of state : and if fitted to 
die in power and peace, thou majst 
be the last object my eyes will xnazk I 

Or if myself a victim " — ^he paused 

— shrank frt>m the thought presented 
to him — turned to a recess of the 
chamber — drew aside a curtain, thai 
Teilcd a crucifix and a small table, on 
which lay a Bible and the monaatio 
emblems of the skull and cross-bonei 
—emblems, indeed, grave and izie- 
siBtible, of the nothingness of power, 
and the uncertainty of life. Before 
these sacred monitors, whether to 
humble or to elevate, knelt that proud 
and aspiring man ,* and when he rose^ 
it was with a lighter step and more 
cheerful mien than he had worn that 
day. 



CHAPTER HL 



TBI ACTOB UlTMASKED. 



"In intoxication," says the proverb, 
"men betray their real characters." 
There is a no less honest and truth- 
revealing intoxication in prosperity, 
than in wine. The varnish of power 
brings forth at once the defects and 
the beauties of the human portrait. 

The unprecedented and almost 
miraculous rise of Rienzi frt>m the 
rank of the Pontiff's official to the 
Lord of Rome, would have been ac- 
companied with a yet greater miracle, 
if it had not somewhat dazzled and 
seduced the object it elevated. When, 
as in well-ordered states and tranquil 
times, men rise slowly, step by step, 
they accustom themselves to their 



growing fortunes. But the leap of an 
hour from a citizen to a prince — 
from the victim of oppression to the 
dispenser of justice — ^is a transition 
so sudden as to render dizzy the most 
sober brain. And, perhaps, in pro- 
portion to the imagination, the en- 
thusiasm, the genius of the man, will 
the suddenness be dangerous— excite 
too extravagant ahope — and lead to too 
chimerical an ambition. The qualitieB 
that made him rise, hurry him to his 
fall; and victory at the Marengo of 
his fortunes, urges him to destmction 
at its Moscow. 

In his greatness Rienzi did not so 
much acquire new qualities, as develop 
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in brighter light and deeper shadow 
those which he had always exhibited. 
On the one hand he was jnst — reso- 
Inte — the friend of the oppressed — 
the terror of the oppressor. His 
wonderful intellect illumined every- 
thing it. touched. By rooting out 
abuse, and by searching examination 
and wise arrangement, he had trebled 
the revenues of . the city without im- 
posing a single new tax. Faithful to 
his idol of Uberty, he had not been 
betrayed by the wish of the people 
into despotic authority; but had, as 
we have seen, formally revived, and 
established with new powers, the 
Parliamentary Council of the city. 
However extensive his own authority, 
he referred its exercise to the people ; 
in their name he alone declared him- 
self to govern, and he never executed 
any signal action without submitting 
to them its reasons or its justification. 
Ko less faithful to his desire to restore 
prosperity as well as freedom to Bome, 
he had seized the first dazzling epoch 
of his power to propose that great 
federative league with the Italian 
States which would, as he rightly said, 
have raised Rome to the indisputable 
-head of European nations. Under 
. hid rule trade was secure, literature 
was welcome, art began to rise. 

On the other hand, the prosperity 
•which made more apparent his justice, 
his integrity, his patriotism, his 
virtues, and his genius, brought out 
no less glaringly his arrogant con- 
sciousness of superiority, Ms love of 
display, and the wild and daring in- 
solence of his ambition. Though too 
just to avenge himself by retaliating 
on the patricians their own violence, 
though, in his troubled and stormy 
tribun^ship, not one unmerited or 
illegal execution of baron or citizen 
could be alleged against him, even 
by his enemies ; yet sharing, less 
excusably, the weakness of Nina, he 
could not deny his proud heart the 
pleasure of humiliating those who had 



ridiculed him as a buffoon, despised 
him as a plebeian, and who, even now 
slaves to his face, were cynics behind 
his back. "They stood before him 
while he sate," says his biographer ; 
'' all these Barons, bareheaded ; their 
hands crossed on their breasts ; 
their looks downcast ; — oh, how 
frightened they were ! " — a picture 
more disgracefiil to the servile cow- 
ardice of the nobles than the haughty 
sternness of the Tribune. It might be 
that he deemed it policy to break the 
spirit of his foes, and to awe those 
whom it was a vaui hope to conciliate. 
For his pomp there was a greater 
excuse : it was the custom of the 
time ; it was the inflignia and witness 
of power; and when the modem his- 
torian taunts him with not inutatiog 
the simplicity of an ancient tribune, 
the sneer betrays an ignorance of the 
spirit of the age, and the vain people 
whom the chief magistrate was to 
govern. No doubt his gorgeous festi- 
vals, his solemn processions, set off 
and ennobled — if parade can so be en- 
nobled-— by a refined and magnificent 
richness of imagination, associated 
always with popular emblems, and 
designed to convey, the idea of rejoic- 
ing for Liberty Bestored, and to assert 
the state and majesty of Bome Be- 
vived — no doubt these spectacles, 
however otherwise judged in a more 
enlightened age and by closet sages, 
served greatly to augment the import- 
ance of the Tribune abroad, and to 
dazzle the pride of a fickle and osten- 
tatious populace. And taste grew 
refined, luxury called labour into re- 
quisition, and foreigners from all 
states were attracted by the splendour 
of a court over which presided, under 
republican names, two sovereigns,* 



* Rienzi, speaking in one of his letters of 
his great enterprise, refers it to the ardour 
of youth. The exact date of his birth Is 
unknown ; but he was certainly a young 
man at the time now referred to. His por- 
trait in the Museo Barberino, from which 
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young uid brilluint, the one renowned 
for his genius, the other eminent for 
her beauty. It ins, indeed, a dftf.riing 
and royal dream in the long night of 
Borne, BpoUed of her Pontiff and his 
▼oluptnoufl train — that holyday reign 
of Cola di Bienzi ! And often after- 
wards it was reoallod with a oigh, not 
only by the poor for its justice, the 
merchant for its security, but the 
gallant for its splondour, and the poet 
fi>r ite ideal and intellectual grace 1 

As if to shew that it was not to 
gratify the more vulgar appetite and 
desire, in the midst of all his pomp, 
when the board groaned with the 
delicacies of every dime, when the 
wine most freely circled, the Tribune 
himself prcservod a temperate and 
even rigid abstinence.* While the 
apartments of staite and the chamber 
of his bride were adorned with a 
profuse luxury and cost, to his own 
private rooms he transported prodscly 
the same furniture which had been 
familiar to him is his obscurer life. 
The books, the busts, the reliefiB, the 
arms which had inspired him SMreto- 
fore with the visions of the past, were 
endeared by assodatkins whkh he did 
not care to forego. 

But that which constituted the 
most singular feature of his character, 
and which still wraps all around him ; 
in a certain mystery, was his re-j 
ligious enthusiasm. The daring but 
wild doctrines of Arnold of Brescia, i 
who, two centuries anterior, had . 



his desoription hu boen already taken in ' 
the first buok vf this work, represents him 
as beardless, and, as far as one can Jadge» 
somewhere above thirty— ^>ld enough, to be 
sure, to have a beard; and seven years 
afterwards he wore a long one, which greatly 
displeased his naive biographer, who seems 
to consider it a sort of crime. The head is 
▼ory remarkable for its stem beonty, and 
UtUe, if at all, inferior to that of Napoleon ; 
to which, as I before remarked, it has some ' 
resemblance in expression, if not in featucB. 
* Vitadi Cola di Rienzi.— The biographer 
paSam the abetiaence of the TrUmnc, | 



preached reform, but iaenksted mys- 
ticism, still lingered in Kome;, nd 
had in earlier youth deeiily eoloTirad 
the mind of Bienzi; and ac I hsve 
before observed, hia youtlzM fropen- 
sity to dreamy thought, the meln- 
choly death of his brother, hia own 
various but successful fbitnne% hid 
aU eontributed to none the mom 
zealous and solemn aqsiratioBB of this 
remarkable man. l£bb Anudd of 
Brescia^ his faith bore a vtanrng ne- 
semblance to the intense fanatidon 
of our own Puritans of the Ciyil War, 
as if similar political cireusnatanees 
conduced to similar religiotia senti- 
ments, lie believed himself isspored 
by awful and mighty oommime with 
beings of the better world. Saints 
and angels ministered to hia drcamB ; 
and without this, the more profonnd 
and hallowed enthusiasm, he ndg^ 
never have been sufficiently -emboi- 
dened by mere human p a triotaun, to 
his unprecedented enterpriae : it wis 
the secret of much of his greatneas^— 
many of his errors. like all man 
who are thus self-deluded bj a Tain 
but not inglorious«upcrstiiioin, united 
with, and coloured by, earthly ambi- 
tion, it is impossible to my how far 
he was the visianary, and heur far at 
times he dared to be the BBpoetor. 
In the ceremonies of hm pageanta^ in 
the ornaments of his perBon, irare 
invariably introduced mystic and fign- 
xative emblems. In times of danger 
he publicly professed to have been 
cheeredandtCrected by divine dreams; 
and on many occasions the proplietie 
warnings he annovnoed having been 
singularly verified by the event, hit 
influence with the people was strength- 
ened by a belief in the favour and inter- 
course of Heaven. Thus, delusion of 
self might tempt and condnoe to te- 
position on others, and he might not 
scruple to avail himself of the advan- 
tage of seeming what he believed 
iiimself to be. Yet, no doubt this 
intoxicating credulity pushed 
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into exiaavagance unworthy of, and 
strangely contrasted by, his soberer 
intellect, and made him disproportion 
his vast ends to his unsteady means, 
by the proud fallacy, that where man 
failed, God would interpose. Cola di 
Rienzi was no faultless hero of ro- 
Inaiioe. In him lay, in conflicting 
prodigalil^ the richest and ^ most 
•opposite elementB of character; «troi^ 
sensa^ yisioiuuT' superstition, an elo- 
qneace aaid energy that mastered all 
he approached, a blind enthuoaam 
that mastered himself; hixuiy and 
ab8tinenoe,stemne88andsascQptibility, 
pride to the great, himiilily to the 
low; the most devoted patriotism 
and the most avid desire of personal 
power. As few men undertake great 
and defi;>erate designs withcnt strong 
animal spirits, so it may be observed, 
that with most who have risen to 
eminence over the herd, there is an 
aptness, at times, to a wild mirtii and 
in. elasticity of humour which often 
astonish ^bt more sober and regulated 
minds, lihat are ^the commoners of 
life :" And the theatrical grandeur of 
Kapoleon, the severe dignity of Oom- 
.well, are strangely contrasted by a 
frequent, nor i^ways seasonable buf- 
iboneiy, which it is hard to reconcile 
with the ideal of tiieir characters, or 
Idle glocmy and portentous ixiterest of 
their careers. And this, equally a 
trait in the temperament of Bienzi, 
distinguished his hours of relaauttion, 
and contributed to that marvellous 
'Tersatility with which his harder 
nature accommodated its^ to all 
htonours and all men. Often fi*om 
his austere judgmentseat he passed 
to the social board an altered man ; 
and even the sullen Barons who re- 
hietantly attended his feasts, forgot 
his pubHc greatness in his fatniKi^r 
wit ; albeit this reckless humour 
'<Mmld not ahmys refrain from seeking 
its subject in the mortification of his 
•otest-ftUen foes — ^a pleasure it would 
<1uMFe been wiser and more generons 



to forego. And perhaps it was, in 
part, the prompting of this sarcastic 
and unbridled humour that made him 
often love to astonish as well as to 
awe. But even this gaiety, if so it 
may be called, taking an appearance 
of familiar frankness, served much to 
ingratiate him with the lower orders ; 
and, if a &ult in the prince^ was a 
virtue in the demagogue. 

To these various characteristics, 
now fully deveh^ed, th^ reader moift 
add a genius of designs so bold, of 
conceptions so gigantic and august^ 
conjoined with that more minute and 
ordinary ability which masters details ; 
that'withabrave, noble, intelligent^ de- 
voted people to back his projects, the 
accession of the Tribune would hafiw 
been the close of the thraldom of 
Italy, and the abrupt Hmit of the-du|( 
age of Europe. "Wtth .aach a v^ofU, 
his faults would have been insensibfy 
(Peeked., his more unwholesome power 
have Teceived a sufficient curb. Expe- 
rience familiarizing him with power, 
would have graduidly weaned him 
fh>m extravagance in its display ; and 
the active and masculine energy of 
his intellect would have found field 
for the more restless spirits, as his 
justice gave shelter to tiie more 
tranquil. Faints he had, but whether 
those fjftuHs or the faults of the people, 
were to prepare his downfall, is yet to 
be seen. 

Meanwhile, amidst a discont^ted 
nobility and a fickle populace, urged 
on by the danger of repose to the 
danger of enterprise; partly blinded 
by his outward power, partly impelled 
by the fear of internal weakness ; at 
once made sanguine by his genius 
and his fimaticism, and uneasy by the 
expectations of the crowd,— ie threw 
himself headlong into the gulf of the 
rushing Time, and surrendered his 
lofty spirit to BO other guidance than 
a conviction of its natu^ buotyancy 
and its heave»-directed haven. 



186 



RIENZI, 



CHAPTER IV. 



Tni SKEXTS OAVP. 



While Rienzi was preparing, in 
concert, perhaps, with the ambassadors 
of the brave Tuscan States, whose 
pride of country and love of liberty 
were well fitted to comprehend, and 
eren share them, his schemes for the 
emancipation from all foreign yoke 
of the Ancient Queen, and the Ever- 
lasting Garden, of the World; the 
Barons, in restless secrecy, were rc- 
Tolving projects for the restoration of 
their own power. 

One morning, the heads of the 
BiTelli, the Orsixd, and the Frangipani, 
net at the diafortlfied palace of Stephen 
Colonna. Their conference was warm 
and earnest — now resolute, now waver- 
ing, in its object— as indignation or 
fear prevailed. 

" You have heard," said Luca di 
davelli, in his usual soft and womanly 
voice, " that the Tribune has pro- 
claimed, that, the day after to-morrow, 
he will take the order of knighthood, 
and watch the night before in the 
church of the Lateran : He has 
honoured me with a request to attend 
his vigil." 

" Yes, yes, the knave. What means 
this new fantasy 1" said the brutal 
Prince of the Orsini. 

" Unless it bo to have the cavalier's 
right to challenge a noble," said old 
Colonna, " I cannot conjecture. Will 
Bomo never grow weary of this mad- 
manl" 

" Rome is the more mad of the 
two," said Luca di Savelli ; " but me- 
thinks, in his 'M'ildness, the Tribune 
hath committed one error of which wo 
may well avail ourselves at Avignon." 

" Ah," cried the old Colonna, " that 
must be our game ; passive here, let 
us fight at Avignon." 



" In a word then, he bmth ordered 
that his bath shall be prepered in the 
holy porphyry vase in whieh onot 
bathed the Emperor Constantine." 

" Pro&nation 1 profiouttion 1 * cried 
Stephen. " This is enough to exeue 
a bull of excommunication. The 
Pope shall hear of it. I will despfttch 
a courier forthwith." 

" Better wait and see the eeremonj," 
said the Savelli ; '' some greater folly 
will close the pomp, be asBured." 

" Hark ye, my masters," said the 
grim Lord of the Orrini ; " ye an for 
delay and caution ; I for promptneH 
and daring ; my kinsman's blood calli 
aloud, and brooks no paiiey." 

"And what dol" said the eoffc* 
voiced Savelli ; " fight without aoldien^ 
against twenty Uioosand infiiziated 
Romans 1 not I." 

Orsini sunk his voice into a mean- 
ing whisper. " In Yenice,** aaid he, 
''this upstart might be mattered 
without an army. Think yon in Borne 
no man wears a stiletto f ** 

" Hush," said Stephen, who was of 
far nobler and better nature than his 
compeers, and who, justifying to him- 
self all other resistance to the Tribune, 
felt his conscience rise against assan- 
ination; "this must not be — your 
zeal transports you." 

" Besides, whom can we employ f 
scarce a German left in the city ; and 
to whisper this to a Roman were to 
exchange places with poor Martino^ 
Heaven take him, for he 's nearer 
heaven than ever he was before," said 
the SavellL 

" Jest me no jests," cried the Orsini^ 
fiercely. "Jests on such a sabjectt 
By St. Francis I would, since then 
lovest such wit, thou hadst it all to 
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thyself; and, xnethinks, at the Tri- 
bune's board I have seen thee laugh 
at his rude humour, as if thou didst 
not require a cord to choke thee." 

" Better to laugh than to tremble," 
returned the SavellL 

" How 1 darest thou say I tremble 1 " 
cried the Baron. 

'' Hush, hush," said the veteran 
Colonna, with impatient dignity. 
'* We are not now in such holiday 
times as to quarrel amongst ourselves. 
Forbear, my lords." 

" Your greater prudence, Signer," 
said the sarcastic Savelli, '' arises from 
your greater safety. Your house is 
about to shelter itself under the 
Tribune's ; and, when the Lord Adrian 
returns from Naples, the innkeeper's 
son will be brother to your kinsman." 

*' You might spare me that taunt," 
said the old noble, with some emotion. 
** Heaven knows how bitterly I have 
chafed at the thought; yet I would 
Adrian were with us. His word goes 
far to moderate the Tribune, and to 
guide my own course, for my passion 
beguiles my reason; and since his 
departure methinks we have been the 
more sullen without being the more 
strong. Let this pass. If my own son 
had wtKl the Tribune's sister, I would 
yet strike ablowfortheold constitution 
as becomes a noble, if I but saw that the 
blow would not cut ofif my own head." 

Savelli, who had been whispering 
apart with Binaldo Frangipani, now 
said — 

" Noble Prince, listen to me. You 
are bound by your kinsman's approach- 
ing connection, your venerable age, 
and your intimacy with the Pontiff, 
to a greater caution than we are. 
Leave to us the management of the 
enterprise, and be assured of our 
discretion." 

A young boy, Stefenello, who after- 
wards succeeded to the representation 
of the direct line of the Colonna, and 
• whom the reader will once again en- 
counter ere our tale be closed, was 



playing by his grandsire*s knees. He 
looked sharply up at Savelli, and said, 
" My grandfather is too wise, and you are 
too timid. Frangipani is too yieldii^, 
and Orsini is too like a vexed bull. 
I wish I were a year or two older." 

" And what would you do, my pretty 
censurerl" sud the smooth Savelli, 
biting his smiling lip. 

" Stab the Tribune with my own 
stiletto, and then hey for Palestrina !" 

" The egg will hatch a brave ser- 
pent," quoth the Savelli. " Yet why 
so bitter against the Tribune, my 
cockatrice?" 

''Because he allowed an insolent 
mercer to arrest my uncle Agapet for 
debt The debt had been owed these 
ten years ; and though it is said that 
no house in Home has owed more 
money than the Colonna, this is the 
first time I ever hourd of a rascally 
creditor being allowed to claim his 
debt unless with doffed cap and bended 
knee. And I say that I would not 
live to be a Baron, if such upstart 
insolence is to be put upon me." 

"My child," said old Stephen, 
laughing heartily, "I see our noble 
order will be safe enough in your 
hands." 

" And," continued the child, em- 
boldened by the applause he received, 
"if I had time after pricking the 
Tribune, I would fain have a second 
stroke at ** 

" Whom 1 " sud the Savelli, observ- 
ing the boy pause ; 

" My cousin Adrian. Shame on 
him, for dreaming to make one a wife 
whose birth would scarce fit her for a 
Colonna's leman 1 " 

" Go play, my child— go play," said 
the old Colonna^ as he pushed the boy 
from him. 

" Enough of this babble," cried the 
Orsini, rudely. " Tell me, old lord ; 
just as I entered, I saw an old friend 
(one of your former mercenaries) quit 
the palace — ^may I crave his errand 1* 

" Ah, yes; a messenger from Fra 
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Moreale. I wrote to the Xnight, 
reproying him for hii desertion on our 
ill-fltarred return from Cometo, and 
intimating that five hundred lanees 
would be highly paid for just now."* 

" Ah," said Savelli ; '' and what is 
his answer ! " 

" Oh, wily and evasive : He is pro- 
fuse in compliments and good wishes ; 
but says he is imdcr fisalty to the 
Hungarian king, whose oanse is before 
Bienzi's tribunal ; that he cannot de- 
sert his present standard; that he 
fears Borne is so evenly balanced be- 
tween patricians and the people, that 
whatever party would permanently be 
uppermost must call in a Podcsta ; and 
this character alone the Proven9al 
insinuates would suit him." 

" Montreal our Podesta 1 " cried the 
Orsini. I 

« And whynotr said SavelU; "as I 
good a weIl-lK>m Podesta as a low- 1 
bom Tribune? But I trust we may | 
do without either. Colonna^ has this '■ 
messenger from Fra Moreale left the 
city?" 

" I suppose 80.** 



'' No," said Orsini; "I met him at 
the gate, and knew him of old : it b 
Bodol^ the Saxon (onoe a hirrihig of 
the Colonna), who baa made some 
widows among my oUents in the good 
old day. He is a little diHgniaed now ; 
however, I recognised and accosted 
him, for I thought he waa one who 
might yet become a friend, and I bads 
him await me at my palace." 

" You did wdl,** said the Safeffi, 
musing, and his ^yea met thoae d 
OrsinL Shortly aftarwazda a conlSn^ 
ence, in which much waa said and 
nothing settled, was broken up ; bat 
Luca di Savelli, loitering at the porch, 
prayed the Frangipani, and the other 
Baronsy to adjourn to the Oniid^ 
palace. 

" The old Oolenna*" aidd he, ''is 
well-nigh in his dotage. We ahall 
come to a quick determination without 
him, and we can seoore hia proxy in 
his son.** 

And this was a tme prophecy, for 
half-an-hour*s consultation with fiodoif 
of Saxony sufficed to zipen thon^^t 
into enterprise. 



CHAPTER V. 



THI Nionr AND ITS UrOlDUTB. 



"With the following twilight, Rome 
was summoned to the commencement 
of the most magnificent spectacle the 
Imperial City had witnessed since the 
fiill of the CiBsars. It had been a 
singular privilege, arrogated by the 
people of Rome, to confer upon their 
citizens the order of knighthood. 
Twenty years before, a Colonna and 
an Orsini had received this popular 
honour. Rienzi, who designed it as 
the prelude to a more important cere- 
mony, claimed from the Romans a 
similar distinction. From the Capitol 
' to the Lateran swept, in long pro- 1 



cession, all that Borne boasted of 
noble, of fair, and brave. First went 
horsemen without number, and from 
all the neighbouring parts of Italy, in 
apparel that well befitted the occaaioiL 
Trumpeters, and musidana of all 
kinds, followed, and the trampets 
were of silver; youths bearing^ the 
harness of the knightly war-ateed, 
wrought with gold, preceded the 
march of the loftiest matronage of 
Rome, whose love for show, and it 
may be whose admiration for to- 
umphant fame, (which to women aane- 
tious many offences,) made them lofget 
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.the humbled gretftneBB dfthdr lords : 
«mid8t them JSioa. «nd Lwnet, oirtr 
gtaaamg idl the rest; then came the 
Snbime aaid the Foiitifrg ^icar, fiur- 
xonnded by all the greart Signfxrs of 
£b.e city, smoth^ing alike resentment, 
frevesnge, and Bcom, and «tniggling 
who shonld approach aeareet to the 
Monarch of iiie day. The high- 
hearted old Colonna alone Tediaiued 
aloof, following at a little doetance, 
vnd in a garb Btndiomdy plam. Bttt 
Mb age, his rank, his former renown 
sn war and state, did not suffice to 
dmw to 'his grey loeks and Mgh-bom 
mien, a single one of the shouts that 
nMended the meanest lord on whom 
iOie great ^Tribune smiled. Savelli 
(followed nearest to Eiensu, the most 
obsequious of the courtly band ; im- 
mediately before the Tribune came 
two men ; the one bore a drawn sword, 
the other the pendone, or standard 
VBuaUy assigned to royalty, ^e Tri- 
bune himself was clothed in a long 
Tobe of white satin, whose snowy dazzle 
{miiri candoris) is pecnliaily dwelt 
«n by the historian, nchly decorated 
with gold ; while on his breast were 
many of those mystic symbds I have 
iMfore ikUuded to, lihe exact meaning 
-of which was perhaps known only to 
the wearer. In his dark eye, and on 
"that large tnmquil brow, in which 
thought seemed to sleep, as ileeps a 
jtorm, there might be detected a mind 
ahsteaeted from tilie pomp anmnd; 
imt erer and anon he roused himself, 
4ad eonrersed partial}^ with Itaimond 
orSaTdH. 

« This is a quaint game," said the 
0nBBi, fidling back to the old Colonna : 
'^'Imt it may end tragically.'' 

" Methinks it may," said the old 
mn, '*' if ihe Tribune overhear thee." 

OrsiBi grew pale. ** How — nay — 
nor* even if he did, he never resents 
woids, but proifesses to laugh at our 
«p<^cen rage. It was but the other 
dby that some knave told him what 
m» of tiM Aanibaldi said of him^ 



werds for which a true cavalier would 
have dra^m the speaker's life's blood.; 
and he sent for the Annibaldi, and 
said, 'My friend, receive this purse ef 
gold, — court wits should be paid.' " 

'* Did Annibaldi take the gold I " 

'* Why, no ; the Tribune was pleased 
with his spirit, and made him sop with 
him ; and Annibaldi says he never 
spent a merrier evening, and no longer 
wonders that his kinsman, Biccardo, 
loves the buffoon so." 

Arrived now at the Lateran, Luca 
di Savelli fell also back, and whispered 
to Orsini ; the Frangipani, and some 
other of the nobles, exchanged mean- 
ing looks ; Rienzi, entering l^e sacred 
edifice in which, according to custom, 
he was to pass the night watching his 
armour, bade the crowd fJEurewell, and 
summoned them the next morning, 
** To hear things thatmight, he trusted, 
be acceptable to heaven and earth." 

The immense multitude received 
this intimation with curiosity and 
gladness, while those who had been 
in some measure prepared by Cecco 
del Vecchio, hailed it as an omen 
of their Tribune's unflagging resolu- 
tion. The concourse dispersed with 
singular order and quietness; it was 
recorded as a remarkable &ct, that in 
so great a crowd, composed ojf men of 
an parties, none exhibited licence or 
indulged in quarrel. Some of the 
barons and cavaliers, among whom was 
Luca di Savelli, whose sledc urbanity 
and sarcastic humour found &vour 
with the Tribune, and afew subordinate 
pages and attendants, alone remained ; 
and, save a single sentinel at the porch, 
that broad space before the Palace, the 
Basilica and Fount of Constantino, 
soon presented a silent and desolate 
yoid to the melancholy moonlight. 
Within the church, according to the 
usage of the time and rite, the de- 
scendant of the Teuton kings reoeiv^ed 
the order of the Santo Spirito. His 
pride, or some superstition equaUy 
weak, though more ezcnsabley led him 
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to bathe in the porphyry yasc which ' 
an absurd legend consecrated to Con- 
Btantine ; andthis^asSavelli predicted, 
cost him dear. Those appointed cere- 
monies concluded, his arms were 
placed in that part of the church, 
within the^Bolnmns of St John. And 
here his state bed was prepared.* 

The attendant barons, pages, and 
chamberlains, retired out of sight to 
a small side chapel in the edifice ; I 
and Rienzi was left alone. A single | 
lamp, placed beside his bed, contended 
with the mournful rays of the moon, 
that cast through the long casements, 
over aisle and pillar, its " dim re- 
ligions light" The sanctity of the \ 
place, the solemnity of the hour, i 
and the solitary silence round, were 
well calculated to deepen the high- 
wrought and earnest mood of that 
son of fortune. Many and high fancies 
swept over his mind — ^now of worldly 
aspirations, now of more august but 
visionary belief, till at length, wearied 
with his own reflections, he cast him- 
self on the bed. It was an omen which 
graver history has not neglected to 
record, that the moment he pressed 
the bed, new prepared for the occa- 
sion, part of it sank under him : he 
himself was affected by the accident, 
and sprung forth, turning pale and 
muttering ; but, as if ashamed of his 
weakness, after a moment's pause, 
again composed himself to rest, and 
drew the drapery round him. 

The moonbeams grew fainter and 
more faint as the time proceeded, and 
the sharp distinction between light 
and shade faded fast from the marble 
floor ; when from behind a column at 
the Airthest verge of the building, a 
strange shadow suddenly crossed the 
sickly light — it crept on — ^it moved, 
but without an echo, — ^from pillar to 



* In a more northern oountrji the eve i>f 
knighthood would have been spent without 
sleeping. In Italy, the ceremony of watch- 
ing the armour does not appear to have been 
■0 rigidly obMnrwL 



pillar it flitted— it retted at last 
behind the column nearest to the 
Tribune's bed— it remainedstationazy. 

The shades gathered darker and 
darker round; the stUlnesa seemed 
to deepen ; the moon was gone ; an^ 
save from the struggling raj of the 
lamp beside Rienzi, the blackness of 
night closed over the solemn and 
gho&tly scene. 

In one of the side chapels, as I 
have before said, which, in the many 
alterations the church has undergone^ 
is probably long unce destroyed, were 
Savelli and thefewattendanta retained 
by the Tribune. Savelli alone slept 
not; he remained sitting erect^ breath- 
less and listening^ while tiie tall 
lights in the chapel rendered yet more 
impressive the rapid changes of his 
countenance. 

" Now pray Heaven," said he, *' the 
knave miscarry not 1 Such an occa- 
sion may never again occur t He has 
a strong arm and a dexterous hand, 
doubtless ; but the other is a powerM 
man. The deed once done, I care not 
whether the doer escape or not; if 
not, why we must stab him t Dead 
men tell no tales. At the worst, who 
can avenge Rieml f There is no other 
Rienzi ! Ourselves and the Trangi- 
pani seize the Aventine, the Golonna 
and the Orsini the other quarters of 
the city; and without the master- 
spirit, we may laugh at the mad 

populace. But if discovered; "* 

and Savelli, who, fortunately for his 
foes, had not nerves equal to hia will, 
covered his face and shuddered ; — " I 
think I hear a noise I — ^no — is it the 
wind 1 — tush, it must be old Vico de 
Scotto, turning in his shell of mail ! 
— silent — I like not that silence t No 
cry — no sound ! Can the ruflian. hava 
played us false? or could he not scale 
the casement 1 It is but a child's 
effort ;— or did the sentry spy him 1 * 

Time passed on: the first ray of 
daylight slowly gleamed, when he 
thought he heanl the door of the 
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church close. Savelli's suspense be- 
came intolerable: he stole from the 
chapel, and came in sight of the 
Tribune's bed — all was silent 

" Perhaps the silence of death/* 
said Savelli, as he crept back. 

Meanwhile the Tribune, vainly en- 
deavouring to close his eyes, was 
rendered yet more watchful by the 
imeasy position he was obliged to 
assume — for the part of the bed 
towards the pillow having given way, 
while the rest remained solid, he had 
inverted the legitimate order of lying, 
and drawn himself up as he might 
best accommodate his limbs, towards 
the foot of the bed. ' The light of the 
lamp, though shaded by the draperies, 
was thus opposite to hhn. Impatient 
of his wakeftilness, he at last thought 
it was this dull and flickering light 
which scared away the slumber, and 
was about to rise, to remove itfiirthcr 
from him, when he saw the curtain at 
the other end of the bed gently lifted : 
he remained quiet and alarmed ; — ere 
he could draw a second breath, a dark 
figure interposed between the light 
and the bed ; and he felt that a stroke 
was aimed against that part of the 
eouch, which, but for the accident 
that had seemed to him ominous, 
would have given his breast to the 
knife. Bienzi waited not a . second 
and better-directed blow ; • as the 
assassin yet stooped, groping in the 
uncertain light, he threw on him all 
the weight and power of his large and 
muscular frame, wrenched the stiletto 
from the brave's hand, and dashing 
Mm on the bed, placed his knee on 
his breast — The stiletto rose — 
gieamed— <lescended— the murtherer 
swerved aside, and it pierced only 
his right arm. The Tribune raised, 
for a deadlier blow, the revengeful 
blade. 

The assassin thus foiled was a man 
used to all form and shape of danger, 
and he did not now lose his presence 
of mind. 



« Hold ! *' said he.; " if you kill me, 
you will die yourself. . Spare me, and 
I will save you" 

"Miscreant!" . 

" Hush — ^not so loud, or you will 
disturb your attendants, and some of 
them may do what I have failed to 
execute. Spare me, I say, and I will 
reveal that which were worth more 
than my life; but call not — speak 
not aloud, I warn you ! " 

The Tribune felt his heart stand 
still : in that lonely place, afar fiom. 
his idolizing people — his devoted 
guards— with but loathing barons, or, 
it might be, faithless menials, within 
call, might not the baffled murtherer 
give a wholesome warning 1 — and 
those words and that doubt seemed 
suddenly to reverse their respective 
positions, and leave the conqueror still 
in the assassin's power. . 

" Thou thinkest to deceive me," 
said he, but in a voice whispered and 
uncertain, which shewed the ruffian 
the advantage he had gained : " thou 
wouldst that I might release thee 
without summoning my attendants, 
that thou mightst a second time 
attempt my life." 

" Thou hast disabled my right arm, 
and disarmed me of my only weapon." 

" How earnest thou hither]" 

" By connivance." 

« Whence this attempt? " 

"The dictation of others." 

"If I pardon thee " 

" Thou Shalt know all ! " 

" Rise," said the Tribune, releasing 
his prisoner, but with great caution, 
and still grasping his shoulder with 
one hand, while the other pointed the 
dagger at his throat. 

" Did my sentry admit thee ? There 
is but one entrance to the church, 
methinks." 

" He did not ; follow me, and I will 
tell thee more." 

" Dog ! thou hast accomplices ] " 

" If I have, thou hast the knife at 
my throat" 
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** WouhUt thou escape r 

" I cannot, or I would." 

Kienzi looked liard, by the doll 
1i<rht of the lamp, at the aauuBsin. 
His nigged and coarse coontenance, 
rude garb, and barbarian speech, 
seemed to him proof sufficient that 
he was but the hireling of others; 
and it might be wise to braTo one 
danger present and certain, to pre- 
vent much danger future and unfore- 
seen. Rienzi, too, was armed, strong, 
lUJtive, in the prime of life ; — and at 
the worst, there was no part of the 
building whence his Toice would not 
reach those within Uie chi^,— 4f they 
could be depended upon. 

** Show me then thy place and 
means of entrance," said he ; " and if 
I but suspect thee as we move — thou 
diest Take up the lamp." 

The ruffian nodded ; with his left 
hand took up the lamp as he was 
ordered ; and with Ricnzi's grasp on 
his shoulder, while the wound from 
his right arm dropped gore as he 
passed, he moved noiselessly along 
the church — gained the altar — to the 
left of which was a small room for 
the use or retirement of the prieet. 
To this he made his way. Bienzi's 
heart miiigavo him a moment. 

" Beware," he whi^>er6d, " the 
least sign of fraud, and then art the 
first victim ! " 

The assassin nodded again, and 
proceeded. They entered the room ; 
and then the Tribune's strange guide 
pointed to an open casement. " Be- 
hold my entrance," said he ; '^ and, if 
you permit me, my egress " 

" The frog gets not out of the well 
so easily as he came in, friend," 
returned Ricnzi, smiling. " And now, 
if I am not to call my guards, what 
am I to do with thee ! " 

" Let mo go, and I will seek thee to- 
morrow; and if thou payestme hand- 
somely, and promisest not to harm 
limb or life, I will put thine enemies 
and my employers in thy power." 



Biemd omild not tefxaia firtn s 
slight langh. at the pnipoaUioo, baft 
composing hinuMlf, replied:—'' And 
what if I call my attendaiiti^ andgta 
thee to their charge % " 

"Thou giip^st me to thow Tmj 
enemies and employers ; and iikdaqpsir 
lest I betray them, ere the da(f T 
they cut my tiiroa1>— ortkine.** 

« Methinka knave^ Ihwe Mea 
before." 

'< Thou boat I bhoAi aofrinr ]MB» 
or country. I am Boddf of SasDay 1" 

"I remember me: — aervttor of 
Waiter deMenta«aL He,the^»&tbj 
instigator 1 * 

''BonuuvBoI Thatnoblli.KiilgiiA 
scorns other weapon than the opea 
sword, and his own hand alaya hie 
iown foes. Your pitiful, miserable^ 
I dastard Italians, alone employ the 
: courage, and hiM the arm, of otherSk* 

T^ipTiy.i remained silent. He had 
reloBied hold of hia prisoner, and 
stood fiicing him; every now and 
then regarding his countenaooa^ and 
again relapsing into thought. Ab 
length, casting his eyw round tha 
I small chamber thus siagnlariy ie^ 
! nanted, he observed a kiad of oieae^ 
in which the priests' robe% and aoma 
articles used in the saored Mrviefl^ 
were contained. It suggested at anea 
an escape from his dilemma ; ha- 
pointed, to it-~ 

" Than, Bodolf of Saxony, ahaU 
thou pass some part of this nis^kfe— 
a smidl penance for thy meditaited 
crime; and to-morrow, as thou lookeel 
for life, thou wilt reveal ail." 

" Hark ye, Tribune>" returned the 
Saxon, doj^gedly ; " my liberty is iiL 
your power, but neither my tongoa- 
nor my life. If I consent to be caged 
in that hole, you must swear on tha 
crossed hilt of the dagger that you 
now hold, that, on confession of ali- 
all I know, you pardon and set me 
free. My employers are enough to 
glut your rage an' you were a tigeac^ 
If you do not swear this—" 
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"Ah, my modest friend! — the 
altemadve V*^ 

** I brain myself against the stone 
wall ! Better such a death than the 
rack ! " 

" Fool, I want not revenge against 
such as thou. Be honest, and I swear 
that, twelve hours after thy confession^ 
thou shalt stand safe and unscathed 
without the walls of Borne. So help 
me our Lord and his saints." 

" I am content ! — Downer wnd 
Ha/gd, I have lived Itog enough to 
care only for my own life, and the 
great captain's next to it ;— for the- 
rest, I reck not if ye sou^ems out 
each- other^s throats, and make* ail- 
Italy one grave." 

With tiiis benevolent speechjEodolf 
entered the closet; but ere Bienzi 
could close the door, he stepped forth 
again — 

" Hold," said he : " this blood flows 
fast. Help me to bandage it, or 1 
shall bleed to death ere my con- 
fession." 

"Fer fede,** said the Tribune, his 
strange hnmonr enjoying the man's 
cool audacity ; " \mk, considering 1^ 
service thou wonldat have rendered, 
me, thou art the most pleasant, 
forbearing, unabashed, good fellow, I 
have seen this many a year. Give na 
thine own bdt. I little thonghl* m^ 
first eve of knig^iithood woqlAi have 
been so charitably spent !" 

" Methinks these robes would make- 
a better bandage," said Bodolf, point- 
ing to the priests' gear suspended 
from the walL 

" Silence, kna^," said the Tribune, 
frowning; "no sacrilege! Yet, as 
thou taJcest such dainty care of thy- 
self, thou shalt have mine own scarf 
to accommodate thee." 

With that the Tribune, placing his 
dagger on the ground, while he caor 
tiously guarded it with his foot, bound 
up the wounded limb, for which con- 
descension Bodolf gave him short 
thanks; zesumed his weapon and 



lamp; closed the dbor; drew over it 
the long, heavy bolt without, and 
returned to his couch, deeply and 
indignantly musing over the treason 
he had so fortunately escaped. 

At the first grey stireak of dawn he 
went out of the great door of the 
church, called the sentry, who was 
one of his own guard, and bade him. 
privately; and now ere the world was 
astir, convey the prisoner to- one of 
the private dungeons of the Capitol. 
" Be silent," said he : ** utter not a 
word of this to any one;^^ be obedient, 
and thou shalt bo promoted. This 
done,fiiLd=out the councillor, Pandulfb 
di Guido> and bid hiin seek me here 
ere the- crowd assemble." 

He Hien, making the sentinel doff 
his heavy shoes of iron, led him across 
the church, resigned Bodolf to his 
care, saw them depart, and in a few 
minutes afterwards his voice was 
heard by the inmates of the neigh- 
bouring chapel; and he was soon sur- 
rounded by his train. 

He was already standing on the 
floor, wrapped in a lacge.gown lined 
wduth fois; and his piioreing eye 
scanned oacefaUj^ the fiuse of each man 
that approached^ Two of the Barons 
of the Vrangipsni fiuniiy exhibited 
some- tokens of con&sionattd embar- 
lafisment, from which. Huiy speedUy 
recovered at the frank ndutation of 
the Tribune. 

But all the art of Savelli could not 
prevent his features from betraying 
to the most indifferent eye the terror 
of his soul ; — and, when he &lt the 
penetrating gaze of Bienzi up(m<)i!m« 
he trembled in every joint. Blanzi 
alone did not, however, seem to notice 
his disorder; and when Vice di Scotto, 
an old knight, from whose hands he 
received his sword, asked him how 
he had passed the nighty he replied, 
cheerfully— 

"Well, wcU-^my brare friend! 
Over a maiden knight some good 
angel always watches. Stgnor Luca 
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di Savelli, I fear you have slept but 
ill : you seem jMde. No matter ! — 
our banquet to-day will soon brighten 
the current of your gay blood." 

" Blood, Tribune ! " sud di Scotto, 
who was innocent of the plot : " thou 
sayest blood, and lo ! on the floor are 
large gouts of it not yet dry." 

*' Now, out on thee, old hero, for 
betrayingmy awkwardness ! I pricked 
myself with my own dagger in un- 
robing. Thank Heaven it hath no 
poison in its bUde ! " 

The Frangipani exchanged looks,— 
Luca di Savelli clung to a column for 
support, — and the rest of the attend- 
ants seemed grave and surprised. 

" Think not of it, my masters," 
saidRienzi: " it is a good omen, and 
a true prophecy. . It implies that he 



who girds on his sword for the good 
of the state, must be ready to spill his 
blood for it : that am L • No more of 
this— a mere scratch : it gave more 
blood than I recked of from so slight 
a puncture, and saves the leech the 
trouble of the lancet How brightly 
breaks the day ! We must prepare 
to meet our feUow-citizens — ^they will 
be here anon. Ha, my Pandulfo — 
welcome ! — ^thou, my old friend, shalt 
buckle on this mantle ! " 

And while Pandulfo was engaged 
in the task, the Tribune whispered a 
few words in his ear, which, by the 
smile on his countenance, seemed to 
the attendants one of the &miliar jests 
with which Rienzi distinguished his 
intercourse with his more confiden- 
tial intimates. 
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Tfit bell of the great Lateran church 
sounded shrill and loud, as the mighty 
multitude, g^reater even than that of 
the preceding night, swept on. The 
appointed officers made way with dif- 
ficulty for the barons and ambassa- 
dors, and Bovcelywere those noble 
visitors admitted ere the crowd closed 
in their ranks, poured headlong into 
the church, and took the way to the 
chapel of Boniface VIII. There, fill- 
ing every cranny, and blocking up 
the entrance, the more fortunate of 
the press beheld the Tribune sur- 
rounded by the splendid court his 
genius had collected, and his fortune 
had subdued. At length, as the so- 
lemn and holy music began to swell 
through the edifice, preluding the 
celebration of the mass, the Tribune 
stepped forth, and the hush of the 
music was increased by the universal 
and dead silence of the audience. His 
height, his air, his countenance, were 



such as always command the atten-- 
tion of crowds ; and at this time they 
received every ac^unct from the inte- 
rest of the occasion, and that peculiar 
look of intent yet suppressed fervour, 
which is, perhaps, the sole gift of the 
eloquent that Nature alone can give. 
" Be it known/' said he, slowly and 
deliberately, "in virtue of that autho- 
rity, power, and jurisdiction, which 
the Roman people, in general parlia- 
ment, have assigned to us, and which 
the Sovereign Pontiff hath confirmed, 
that we, not ungrateful of the gift and 
grace of the Holy Spirit — ^whose sol- 
dier we now are — ^nor of the favour of 
the Roman people, declare, that Rome, 
capital of the world, and base of the 
Christian church; and that every City, 
State, and People of Italy, are hence- 
forth free. By that freedom, and in 
the same consecrated authority, we 
proclaim, that the election, jurisdic- 
tion, and monarchy of the Roman 
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flmpire i^pertain to Borne and Bome's 
people^ and the whole of Italy. We 
cite^ ^en, and suinmon personally, 
the illustriouB princes, Louis Duke 
of Bayaria> and Charles King of Bohe- 
mia^ who would style themselves Em- 
perors of Italy, to appear before us, 
or the other magistrates of Bome, to 
plead and to prove their claim between 
this day and the Day of Pentecost. 
We cite also, and within the same 
term, the Duke of Saxony, the Prince 
of Brandenburg, and whosoever else, 
potentate, prince, or prelate, asserts 
the right c^ Elector to the imperial 
throne— « right that, we find it chro- 
nieled from ancient and immemorial 
time, appertaineth only to the Boman 
people — and this in vindication of our 
civil liberties, without derogation of 
the spiritual power of the Church, the 
Pontiff, and the Sacred College.* 



« <* n tatto senza derogare all' autoriU 
deUa Chiesa, del Papa e del Sacro Collegio." 
So concludes this extraordinary citation, 
this bold and wonderful aaiertion of the 
dassio independence of Italy, in the most 
fieudal time of the fourteenth century. The 
anonymous bi<%rapher of RIensi declares 
that the Tribune cited also the Pope and 
the Cardinals to reside in Rome. De Bade 
powerfully and inoontroToiibly refutes this 
addition to the daring or the extravagance 
of RienaL Gibbon, however, who has ren- 
dered the rest of the citation in terms more 
abrupt and discourteous than he was war^ 
ranted by any authority, copies the Uogra- 
pher's blunder, and sneers at De 8ade, as 
using arguments ** rather of decency than 
of weight." Without wearying the reader 
with aU the arguments of the learned Abb^, 
It may be sufficient to give the first two. 

1st. All the other contemporaneous his- 
torians that have treated of this event, 
O.Yillani, Hocsemius, the Vatican MBS. 
and other chroniclers, relating the citation 
of the Emperor and Electors, say nothing 
of that of the Pope and Cardinals ; and the 
Pope (Clement YL), in his subsequent ao- 
eusations of Rienii, while very bitter against 
bis citation of the Emperor, is wholly silent 
on what would have been to the Pontiff the 
much greater offence of citing himself and 
the Cardinals. 

2. The literal act of this citation, as pub- 
lished formally in the Lateran, is extant in 



Herald, proclidm the citation, at the 
greater and more formal length, as 
written and intrusted to your hands, 
without the Lateran." 

As Bienzi concluded this bold pro- 
clamation of the liberties of Italy, the 
Tuscan ambassadors, and those of 
some other of the f^ states, mur- 
mured low approbation. The ambas- 
sadors of those States that affected 
the party of the Emperor looked at 
each other in silent amaze and con- 
sternation. The Boman Barons re- 
mained with mute lips and downcast 
eyes ; only over the aged fiwe of Ste- 
phen Colonna settled a smile, half of 
scorn, half of exultation. But the 
great mass of the citizens were caught 
by words that opened so grand a pros- 
pect as the emancipation of all Italy : 
and their reverence of the Tribune's 
power and fortune was almost that 
due to a supernatural being ; so that 
they did not pause to calculate the 
means which were to correspond with 
the boast. 

While his eye roved over the crowd, 
the gorgeous assemblage near him, 
the devoted throng beyond; — as on 
his ear boomed the murmur of thou- 
sands and ten thousands, in the space 
without, from before the Palace of 
Constantine (Palace now his own!) 
sworn to devote life and fortune to 



Hocsemius, (whence is borrowed, though not 
at all its length, the speech in the text of 
our present tale ;) and in this document the 
Pope and his Cardinals are not named In 
the summons. 

Gibbon's whole account of Riensi Is luper- 
fioial and unfahr. To the cold and iBiiiTis 
scepticism, which so often deforms tha gigan- 
tic work of that great writer, allowing no. 
thing for that sincere and urgent enthu- 
siasm which, whether of liberty or religion, 
is the most common parent of daring action, 
the great Roman seems but an ambitious 
and fantastic madman. In Gibbon's hands 
what would Cromwell have been? what 
Vane? what Hampden? The pedant, Ju- 
lian, with his dirty person and pompoua 
affectation, was Gibbon's ideal of a great 
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his cause ; in the HubIi of prosperity 
that yet had known no eheok ; in the 
zenith of power, as yet nnoonsdoiiB 
of reverse, the heart of the Tribune 
swelled proudly : vlBions of mighty 
fiune and limitless dominion, — fione 
and dominion, once his beloved Home's, 
and by him to be restored, rushed be- 
fore 1^8 intoxicated gaee ; and' in the 
delirious and passionate aspirations of 
the moment, ho turned his sword 
alternately to the three quarters of 
the then known globe, and eM, in 
an abstracted voice, as a man in a 
dream, '' In the right of the Koman 
people this too is mine 1"* 

Low though the voice, the wild 
boast was h^urd by all around as dis-^ 
tinjstly as if borne to them in thundw. 
And vaixi it were to describe the va^ 
nous sensations it excited; the ex- 
travagance would have moved the 
derision of his jfbes, the gri^ of his 
friends, but for the manner of the 
speaker^ which, solemn and oommand- 
iug, hushed for the moment even 
reason and hatred themselves in awe; 
afterwards remembered and repeated, 
void of the spell they had borrowed 
from the utterer, the words met the 
cold condemnation of the well-judg- 
ing ; but at that moment all things 
seemed possible to the hero of the 
people. He spoke as one inspired — 
they trembled and believed ; and, as 
rapt from the spectacle, he stood amo;- 
ment silent, his arm still extended — 
his dark dilating eye fixed upon space 
— his lip parted — his proud head towi 
ering aod erect above the herd, — his 
owi^ enthusiasm kindled that of the 
moQLhumble and distant spectators ; 
and there was a deep murmur begun 
bgr one, echoed by, th^« resl^ "The 
Lord is with Italy and lUwnjsi 1 "• 

The Tribune turned, he saw the 
Pope's Vicar astoniphgd,. bewildered^ 
rising to speai^. ^}^ sense . an(i fore- 
sif^ returned to hint al. oupe, and, 

* " Questo e mlo." 



resolved to drown the dangerous dia* 
avowal of the Papal authority for this, 
hardihood, which was ready to burst 
finm Baimond's lips» be motioned 
quickly to the musicians, and the- 
solemn and ringing chant of the sfti 
ored eeremony prevented the Bishop 
oi Orrietto all occasion of s^-exene- 
ration or reply. 

The moment the ceremony waaovei^ 
Bienii touched the Bishop^ and whisi 
pered, '^ We will explain this to youn 
likingt. Yon feast with na a4 the La- 
teran. — ^Tourann^" Kordidheleavsi 
the good Bish^'s am, nor trust him 
to other companiooship^ until to the 
stormy sound of horn and trumpet 
drum and cymbal, and amidat su4^ a 
concourse as might have bailed^ q« 
the same spot, the legendary baptism 
(tf Constantine, the Tribune anid hia 
nobles entered the great gatea of 
the Lateran, then the Palaee <^ the 
World. 

Thus ended that remarkable cere- 
miony aad thsit proud challenge of the 
Northern Powers^ in behalf of tha 
Italian liberties, wMoh, had it beea 
afterwaj^ds successful, would have been 
deemed a sublime darivg ; which^ un- 
successful, has been, coxkstrued bjj^. the 
vulgar into a fmotlc inselence; bat 
which, calmly considering' all the cir- 
cumsti^ces that urged on the Tri- 
bune^ and all the> power that, sur- 
rounded him, waa not^ perhapf^ a^ 
gether so imprudent as it seemed. 
And« even accepting that imprudence 
in the extremest seuse« — ^by the more 
p«ietrating judge of the higher order 
of character, it will probably be coa« 
sidered as the magnifiee&t folly of a 
bold nature, excited at once by posi- 
tion and prosperity, by religious cre- 
dulities, by patriotic aapirings, by 
schohistic visions too suddenly txanfi« 
ferred from revery to action, beyond 
that wise and earthward policy which 
sharpens the weapon ere it ca^ the 
gauntlet. 
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CHAPTER yn. 



TBB FE8IZTJU** 



7HBF«tinnil of tibai day waa fiu- the 
iiioii4nnaiptiiOiiA hitherto known. The 
hint of Cetoo dd Yeochio, whkb so 
veil d^^ktod thee character of his fel< 
loweitinn^ as yet it exists, though 
noi to such exeess, in their love of 
holydaj pomp and gorgeous show, 
was not lesi i^n !Etienzi; One in- 
flkaaca of tba nniyersal bsnqneting 
(int«iide4» iiide od » rather for the peo- 
ple than tbalogher ranks) may iUus- 
trata the mofe than royal profosion 
that prevailed. From mom till eve, 
Btreama of wine flowed like a fountain 
from tha nostrils, of the Horse of the 
great: EqaeatEian: Statue of Coostan- 
tine.. The. mighty hall» of the Late- 
ral palaoe^ q[»eB to all ranks, w^e 
prodigally spcead; and the games, 
^>orts» and iNfffooaeries of the tane, 
were in ampleiBqoisitieiw Apart^the 
Tribanesssy aa IT ina was raiher vok* 
classically en^ed, entertuaed the 
dames of Borne; while the Tiibwae 
had so efieetnatty-silenced or ooneill- 
ated Balmead, that the good Biabop 
shared hiet paeuiiar tahle^-^the oaly 
one admitted tathafe honow. As the 
eye ranged each saloon and haU-^it 
beheld tiieqMoe lined with all the no- 
biHtyand kTrighthoo«U-4be wealthaaid 
strengtfi— 4he leaiaiiag and the beauty 
—of the Italian metropolis ; mingled 
with ambassadors andnoble'strangers, 
even from hejfmd the Alpa,**'— envoya 
not only of the free states that had 
weleomediherise of the Tribune,, but 
of thehigblMnt and haughty tyrants 
who had fijst decided his arrogance^ 
and now eiiagedto his power. There, 
weia not only, the ambassadors, of 
Eloienoe^ of Si^ma, of Arezao (wfaijch 

'TtoiiBiiAeaiid ovAdOns'blograptaer of 
diHM— hMtait te tevt rea«ba< the 

eea*ri» 



last subjected its goremmeni to the 
Tribune,) of Todi, of Spoleto, and of 
conntlesst other lesiser towns and states, 
but of the dark and terrible Yiseontiy 
princo of Milan ; of Obizzo of Fe^an^ 
and the tyrant rulers of Y erona and 
Bologna ; eren ^tut proud and sagar 
cious Malatesta^ lord of Bundni, iHiese 
arm afbwwards broke for awhile the 
power of Montreal, at the head of his 
Great Company, luid deputed his re- 
presentatiye in his most hoBewed 
noble. John di Yico, the worst and 
most malignant despot of his day, 
who had sternly defied the arms of 
the Tribune^ now subdued and hum- 
bled, was there in person; and the 
ambassadors of Hungaxy aaid of Na- 
ples mingled with those of Bavaria 
and Bohemia, whose sovereigns that 
day had been cited to the Boman 
Judgment Court* The nodding of 
plnmesy the glitter of jewels and cloth 
of gold, the mstUng of silks and jingle 
of golden spuia, iSt» waving of lukn- 
ners from thereof, the sounds of min- 
strelsy from the galkrier above, all 
presented a picture of saeb power 
and state — a court and- ehiva^ of 
such show — as the greatest of the 
fea<kd kings might have hekxM with 
a sparkUng eye and a «weUing heart. 
But at that moment the cause and 
lord of ail that splendour, reeovered 
from hia late ezhilaratioB, sat noody 
and abstfieted, remembcering with a 
thoughtful browtheadreatureof the 
past night, and sensible that amongst 
his gaudiest revellers lurked his in- 
tended murtherers. Amidst the swell 
of the minstrelsy and the pomrp of the 
crowd, he feH that treason' seowfed 
beside him; and the image of the 
skeleton obtrudmg, as of old, its grim 
thought of death upon the feast, dark- 
l2 
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ened the ruby of tlie wine, and chilled 
the glitter of the scene. 

It waa while the feaat was londest 
that Bienzi's page was seen gliding 
through the banquet^ and whispering 
several of the nobles ; each bow^ low, 
bat changed colour as he received the 
message. 

"My Lord Savelli," stud Orsini, 
himself trembling, " bear yourself 
more bravely. This must be meant in 
honour, not revenge. I suppose your 
summons corresponds with mine.'* 

** He — he— asks — aska— me to sup- 
per at the Capitol ; a fri — endly meet- 
ing — (pest on his friendship 1)— after 
the noise of the day." 

<< The words addressed also to me !" 
said Orsini, turning to one of the 
FrangipanL 

Those who received the summons 
soon broke from the feast, and col- 
lected in a group, eagerly conferring. 
Some were for flight, but flight was 
confession ; their number, raoJc, long 
and consecrated impunity, reassured 
ihem, and they resolved to obey. 
The old Colonna, the sole innocent 
Baron of the invited guests, waa also 
the only one who refused the invi- 
tation. " Tush !'' said he, peevishly ; 
" here is feasting enough for one day 1 
Tell the Tribune that ere he sups 
I hope to be asleep. Grey hairs can- 
not encounter all this fever of festi- 
vity." 

As Rienzi rose to depart, which he 
did early, for the banquet took place 
while yet morning, Raimond, eager 
to escape and confer with some of his 
spiritual friends, as to the report he 
should make to the Pontifi^, was be- 
ginning his expressions of farewell, 
when the merciless Tribune said to 
him gravely — 

«My Lord, we want you on urgent 
business at the Capitol. A prisoner— 
a trial— perhaps (he added with his 
portentous and prophetic frown) an 
execution waits us ! Come." 
I " VerUy, Tribune," stammered the 



good Bishop, " this is a strange time 
for execution!" 

" Last night was a time yet more 
strange. — Come." 

There was something in the way in 
which the final word was pronounced, 
that Baimond could not resist. He 
sighed, muttered, twitched his robes, 
and followed the Tribune. As he 
passed through the halls, the company 
rose on all sides. Bienzi repaid their 
salutations with smiles and whispers 
of frank courtesy and winning address. 
Toung as he yet was, and of a hand- 
some and noble presence, that took 
every advantage from splendid attire, 
and yet more fit)m an appearance of 
intellectual command in his brow and 
eye, which the less cultivated signers 
of that dark age necessarily wanted — 
he glittered through the court as one 
worthy to form, and fitted to preside 
over, it; and his supposed descent 
from the Teuton Emperor, which, 
since his greatness, was universally 
bruited and believed abroad, seemed 
undeniably visible to the foreign lords 
in the mi^jesty of his mien and the 
easy blandness of his address. 

" My Lord Prefect," said he to a 
dark and sullen personage in black 
velvety the powerful and arrogant 
John di Vice, prefect of Bome, "we 
are rg'oiced to find so noble a guest 
at Bome : we must repay the courtesy 
by surprising you in your own palace 
ere long; — ^nor will you. Signer (as he 
turned to the envoy from Tivoli,) 
refuse us a shelter amidst your groves 
and waterfislls ere the vintage be ga- 
thered. Methinks Bome, united with 
sweet Tivoli, grows reconciled to the 
Muses. Your suit is carried. Master 
Yenoni: the council recognises its 
justice ; but I reserved the news for 
this holyday— you do not blame me, 
I trust" This was whispered, with a 
half-affectionate frankness, to a worthy 
citizen, who, finding himself amidst 
so many of the great, would have 
shrunk from the notice of the Tribune ; 
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built was the policy of ^enzi to paj 
an especial and marked attention to 
those engaged in commercial pursoits. 
ASy after tarrying a moment or two 
'with the merchant, he passed on, the 
tall person of the old Colonna caught 
hisqre— 

** Signer,** sud he, with a profound 
inclination of Ms head, but with a 
slight emphasis of tone, "you will 
not fiiil us this evening." 

" Tribune ** began the Colonna. 

"We receive no excuse," inter- 
rupted the Tribune, hastily, and passed 
on. 

He halted for a few moments before 
a small group of men plainly attired, 
who were watching him with intense 
Interest ; for they, too, were scholars, 
and in Bienu's rise they saw another 
evidence of that wonderfol and sudden 
power which intellect had begun to 
assume over brute force. With these, 
as if abruptly mingled with congenial 
spirits, the Tribune relaxed all the 
gravity of Ms brow. Happier, per- 
haps, his living career — more unequi- 
vocal Ms posthumous renown — ^had 
his objects as his tastes been theirs ! 

"Ah, cariasimer said he to one, 
whose arm he drew within his own, — 
" and how proceeds thy interpretation 
of the old marbles?— half unravelled 1 
I rejoice to hear it ! Confer with me 
as of old, I pray thee. To-morrow — 
no, nor the day after, but next week — 
we will have a tranquil evening. Dear 
poet, your ode transported me to the 
days of Horace ; yet, methinks, we 
do wrong to reject the vernacular for 
the Latin. You shake your headi 
Well, Petrarch thinks with you : Ms 
great epic moves with the stride of a 
giant— so I hear from his friend and 
envoy, — and here he is. My LsbUus, 
is that not your name with Petrarch 1 
How shall I express my delight at his 
comforting, his inspiring letter 1 Alas! 
he overrates not my intentions, but 
my power. Of this hereafter," 

A slight shade darkened the Tri- 



bune's brow at these words: but 
moving on, a long line of nobles 
and princes on either side, he re- 
gained his self-possession, and the 
dignity he had dropped with his for- 
mer equals. Thus he passed through 
the crowd, and gradually disappeared. 

" He bears Mm bravely," said one, 
as the revellers reseated themselves. 
" Noticed you the we — the style 
royair 

" But it must be owned that he 
lords it well," said the ambassador of 
the Visconti: "less pride would be 
cringing to his haughty court." 

" Why," said a professor of Bologna, 
" why is the Tribune called proud % I 
see no pride in Mm." 

" Nor I," said a wealthy jeweller. 

While these, and yet more contra- 
dictory, comments followed the exit 
of the Tribune, he passed into the 
saloon, where Nina presided; and 
here bis £Edr person and silver tongue 
(" Sttavis coloratceque sentenHoB** ac- 
cording to the description of Petrarch) 
won hiin a more general &vour with 
the matrons than he experienced with 
their lords, and not a little contrasted 
the formal and nervous compliments 
of the good Bishop, who served him on 
such occasions with an excellent foil. 

But as soon as these ceremonies 
were done, and lUenzi mounted his 
horse, his manner changed at once 
into a stem and ominous severity. 

"Vicar," said he, abruptly, to 
the Bishop, "we might well need 
your presence. Learn that at the 
Capitol now sits the Council in 
judgment upon an assassin. Last 
night, but for Heaven's mercy, I 
should have fellen a victim to a hire- 
ling's dagger. Knew you aught of 
thisr 

And he turned so sharply on the 
Bishop, that the poor canonist nearly 
dropped from his horse in surprise 
and terror. 

"I!— "said he. 

Riena smiled — " No, good my Lord 
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Bishop 1 I see you are of no mur- 
therer's mould. Bat to ooatinne : — 
■tbat I might not appear to act in 
mine own.cauiey I ordered the prisoner 
io be tried in my absenoe. In hig 
trial (yon marked the lettir bionc^ 
neat car banqiMil)— •" 



" Ay, and yon ehangod eohmr * 
"WeUImight: in his trial, I aay» 
he has eonftssed tfaali nine of tho 
loftiest lords of Borne iraie his insti- 
gators. TheympmiAwietiMitigldt'^ 
Yioaryfivwardir 
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BOOK V. 

THE CRISIS. 

** Qneeto ha acceso 1 fiioco e la flamma laqaale non la par 8potcgneire.'*^FJf. di CoL di 
RUnxii lib. i. cap. 29. 

*< Ho has kindled fire and flamed which he will not be able to cxtlngaish. "—£(/% cf Cola 
diitimgi. 



CHAPTER I. 



7HB JUDGMBUT OS* tHE TBIBUNB. 



Tm brief tfords of the Tribune to 
Stephen Colonna, though thej sharp- 
ened the rage of the proud old noble, 
were such as he did not on reflection 
deem it prudent to disobey. Accord- 
ingly, at the appointed hour, he found 
himself in one of the halls of the 
Capitol, with a gallant party of his 
peers. Rienzi receiyed them witii 
more than his usual graciousness. 

They sato down to the splendid 
board in secret uneasiness and alarm, 
as they saw that> with the exception 
of Stephen Colonna^ none, save the 
conspirators, had been invited to the 
banquet. Rienzi, regardless of their 
silence and abstraction, was more 
than usually gay — the old Oolonna 
more than usually sullen. 

** We fear we have but ill pleased 
you, my Lord Colonna, by our sum- 
ftiomk Once, methinks, we might 
more easily provoke you to a smile." 

"Situations are changed, Tribune, 
since you were my guest." 

** Why, scarcely so. I have risen, 
but you have not fiallen. Ye walk the 
streets day and night in security and 
peace; your lives are safe from the 
robber, and your palaces no longer 



need bars and battlements to shield 
you from your fellow-citizens. I have 
risen, but we aU have risen— from 
barbarous disorder into civilized life I 
My Lord Gianni Colonna, whom we 
have made Captain over Campagna, 
you will not refuse a cup to the Buono 
Stato; — ^nor think we mistrust your 
valour, when we say, that we rejoice 
Rome hath no enemies to attest your 
generalship." 

" Methinks," quoth the old Colonna, 
bluntly, " we shall have enemies 
enough from Bohemia and Bavaria, 
ere the next harvest be green." 

" And, if so," replied the Tribune, 
calmly, ''foreign foes are better than 
civil strife." 

"Ay, if we have money in the 
treasury ; which is but little likely, if 
we have many more such holydays." 

"You are ungracious, my Lord," 
said the Tribune ; " and, besides, you 
are more uncomplimentary to Rome 
than to ourselves. What citizen would 
not part with gold to buy &me and 
liberty 1" 

"I know very few in Rome that 
would," answered the Baron. "But tell 
me. Tribune, you who are a notable 
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casaisty which is the boHt for a state 
— ^that its governor should be over- 
thrifty or over-lavish 1 ** 

" I refer the question to my Mend, 
Luca di Savelli," replied Rienzi. "He 
is a grand philosopher, and I wot well 
could explain a much knottier riddle, 
which we will presently submit to his 
acumen.** 

The Barons, who had been much 
embarrassed by the bold speech of the 
old Colonna, all turned their eyes to 
Savelli, who answered with more com- 
posure than was anticipated. 

" The question admits a double 
reply. He who is bam a ruler, and 
maintains a foreign army, governing 
by fear, should be penurious. He who 
is made ruler, who courts the people, 
and would reign by love, must win 
their affection by generosity, and 
dazzle their fancies by pomp. Such, 
I believe, is the usual maxim in Italy, 
which is rife in all experience of state 
wisdom." 

The Barons unanimously applauded 
the discreet reply of Savelli, excepting 
only the old Colonna. 

"Yet pardon me, Tribune," said 
Stephen, '' if I depart from the cour- 
tier-like decision of our friend, and 
opine, though with all due respect, 
that even a friar's coarse sei^ge,* the 
parade of humility, would better 
become thee, than this gaudy pomp, 
the parade of pride ! " So saying, he 
touched the large loose sleeve fringed 
with gold, of the Tribune's purple 
robe. 

"Hush, fotherP said Gianni, 
Colonna's son, colouring at the unpro- 
voked rudeness and dangerous can- 
dour of the veteran. 

"Nay, it matters not," said the 
Tribune, with affected indifference, 



* *' Testimenta da Bicooo,** was the phrase 
used by Colonna ; a phrase borrowed from 
certain heretics (bUioeehi) who affected ex- 
treme austerity ; afterwards the word passed 
into a proTerb.*-See the comments of Ze- 
flrino Re, in Tit. di CoU di Rienai. 



though his lip quivered, and his eye 
shot fire ; and then, after a pause, he 
resumed with an awfril smile — "If 
the Colonna love the serge of the 
friar, he may see enough of it ere we 
part. And now, my Lord Savelli, for 
my question, which I pray you listen 
to; it demands all your wit Is it 
best for a State's Ruler to be over- 
forgiving, or over-just 1 Take breath 
to answer : you look feint — ^you grow 
pale — ^you tremble — you cover your 
fece! Traitor and assassin, your 
conscience betrays you I My Lords, 
relieve your accomplice, and take up 
the answer." 

" Nay, if we are discovered," said 
the Orsini, rising in despidr, "we 
will not fell unavenged — die, tyrant!" 

He rushed to the place where 
Rienzi stood — for the Tribune also 
rose, — and made a thrust at Ms breast 
with his dagger; the steel pierced 
the purple robe, yet glanced harm- 
lessly away — and the Tribune re- 
garded the disappointed murtherer 
with a scornful smile. 

" Till yesternight, I never dreamt 
that under the robe of state I should 
need the secret corselet," said he. 
" My Lords, you have taught me a 
dark lesson, and I thank ye." 

So saying, he clapped his hands, 
and suddenly the folding doors at the 
end of the hall flew open, and dis- 
covered the saloon of the Council 
hung with silk of a blood-red, relieved 
by rays of white,— the emblem of 
crime and death. At a long table 
sate the councillors in their robes ; at 
the bar stood a ruffian form, which 
the banqueters too well recognised. 

" Bid Rodolf of Saxony approach !" 
said the Tribune. 

And led by two guards, the robber 
entered the hall. 

" Wretch, you then betrayed us !" 
said one of the Frangipani. 

" Rodolph of Saxony goes ever to 
the highest bidder," returned the 
miscreant, with a horrid grin. " You 
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gave me gold^ and I would haye slain 
your foe ; your foe defeated me ; he 
gives me life, and life is a greater 
boon than gold ! " 

" Ye confess your crime, my Lords ! 
Silent I dumb ! Where is your wit, 
Savellil Where your pride, Rinaldo 
di Orsinil Gianni Colonna, is your 
chivalry come to this 1 " 

" Oh I " continued Rienzi, with 
deep and passionate bitterness ; ** oh, 
my Lords, will nothing conciliate you 
— ^not to me, but to Rome 1 What hath 
been my sin against you and yours 1 
Disbanded ruffians (such as your 
accuser) — dismantled fortresses — ^im- 
partial law — what man, in all the 
wild revolutions of Italy, sprung from 
the people, ever yielded less to their 
licence 1 Not a coin of your coffers 
touched by wanton power, — not a 
hair of your heads harmed by private 
revenge. Tou, Gianni Colonna^ loaded 
with honours, intrusted with com- 
mand — you, Alphonso di Frangipani, 
endowed with new principalities, — 
did the Tribune remember one insult 
he received from you as the Plebeian % 
You accuse my pride, — was it my 
&ult,that ye cringed and &wned upon 
my power, — flattery on your lips, 
poison at your hearts % No, / have 
not offended you; let the world know, 
that in me you aimed at liberty, jus- 
tice, law, order, the restored grandeur, 
the renovated rights of Rome ! At 
these, the Abstract and the Immortal 
— ^not at this frail form, ye struck ; — 
by the divinity of these ye are de- 
feated;— for the outraged majesty of 
these, — criminals and victims, — ye 
must die r 

With these words, uttered with the 
tone and air that would have become 
the loftiest spirit of the ancient city, 
Rienzi, with a majestic step, swept 
from the chamber into the Hall of 
Council* 



* The guilt of the Barons In their de* 
tigned assasBination of Rienzi, though has- 
tily slurred orer hy Gibbon, and other mo- 



All that night the conspirators 
remained within that room, the doors 
locked and guarded ; the banquet un- 
removed, and its splendour strangely 
contrasting the mood of the guests. 

The utter prostration and despair 
of these dastionl criminals — so unlike 
the knightly nobles of France and 
England, has been painted by the 
historian in odious and withering 
colours. The old Colonna alone sus- 
tained his impetuous and imperious 
character. He strode to and fro the 
room like a lion in his cage, uttering 
loud threats of resentment and de- 
fiance ; and beating at the door with 
his clenched hands, demanding egress, 
and proclaiming the vengeance of the 
Pontiff. 

The dawn came, slow and grey 
upon that agonized assembly: and 
just as the last star fiided from the 
melancholy horizon, and by the wan 
and comfortless heaven, they regarded 
each other's faces, almost spectral with 
anxiety and fear, the great bell of the 
Capitol sounded the notes in which 
they well recognised the chime of 
death! It was then that the door 
opened, and a drear and gloomy pro- 
cession of cordeliers, one to each 
Baron, entered the apartment! At 
that spectacle, we are told, the terror 
of the conspirators was so great, that 
it froze up the very power of speech.* 
The greater part at length, deeming 
all hope over, resigned themselves to 
their ghostly confessors. But when 
the friar appointed to Stephen ap- 
proached that passionate old man, 
he waved his hand impatiently, and 
said — " Tease me not ! tease me not ! " 

"Nay, son, prepare for the awful 
hour." 

" Son, indeed ! ** quoth the Baron. 
'' I am old enough to be thy grand- 



denx writers, is clearly attested by Muratori, 
the Bolognese Chronicle, Ac— 3%€y even 
eonfetted the crime. (See Cron. Estens: 
Mnratori, torn, xviii. p. 442.) 

* ** Diventarono si gelatl, oho non pote- 
ano favellare.** 
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sire ; and for the rest, tell him who 
ge&t thee, that I neither am prepared 
for death, nor will prepare ! I have 
made up my mind to live these twenty 
years, and longer too ; — if I catch not 
BOOT death with the oold of this ac- 
dursed night." 

Just at that moment a ciy that 
almost seemed to rend the Capitol 
asunder was heard, as, with one voice^ 
the multitude below yelled forth — 

"Death to the congpiratoirs l-> 
death! death 1" 

While this the scene in that hall» 
the Tribune issued from hia chamber, 
in which he had been closeted with 
his wife and siater. The noble spirit 
of the one, the tears and grief of the 
other (who saw at one fell stroke 
periah the house of her betrothed,) 
had not worked without effect upon a 
temper, stem and just indeed, but 
naturally averse from blood; and a 
heart capable of the loftiest species of 
revenge. 

He entered the Council, still sit- 
ting, with a calm brow, and «ven a 
cheerful eye. 

''Pandulfo di Guide," he said, turn- 
ing to thftt citizen, "you are right; 
you spoke as a wise man and a patriot, 
when you said that to out off with one 
blow, however merited, the noblest 
heads of Bome, would endanger the 
State, sully our purple with an inde* 
lible stain, -and unite the aobilitor of 
Italy against us.*' 

" Such, Tribune, was my aigument, 
though the Council have decided 
otherwise.** 

"Hearken to the shouts of the 
populace, you cannot i^pease their 
honest warmth,'* said the demagogue 
IBaroncelli. 

Many of the Council murmuied 
applause. 

"Priends," said the Tribune, with 
a solemn and earnest aspect, "let 
not Posteril^ say that Liberty loves 
blood ; let us for once adopt the 
osample and imitate the meray of 



oar great Bedeemer ! We have 
triumphed — let us forbear ; we are 
saved— let us forgive ! " 

The speech of the Tribune was sup- 
ported by Pandulfo, and others of the 
more mild and moderate policy ; and 
after a short but animated discussioni 
the influence of Rienzi prevailed, and 
the sentence of death was revoked, 
but by « small nu^ority. 

"And now,*' ss^ lUenzi, "let us 
be more than just ; let us be generous. 
Speak— and boldly. Do any of ye 
think that I have been over-hard, 
ovei>haughty with these stubborn 
spirits 1 — I read your answer in your 
browB I—I have ! Do any of ye tiiink 
this error of mine may have stirred 
them to their dark revenge 1 Do any 
of you deem that they partake, as we 
do, of human nature, — ^that they are 
sensible to kindness, that they are 
softened by generosity, — that they 
can be tamed and disarmed by such 
vengeance as is dictated to noble foes 
by Christian laws 1 *' 

"I think," said Pandulfo, after % 
pause, "that it will not be in human 
nature, if the men you pardon^ thus 
offending and thus convicted, again 
attempt your life 1 " 

"Methinks," said Eiemd, "we 
must do even more than pardon. 
The first great Caosar, when he did 
not crush a foe, strove to convert him 
to a friend^ — ^" 

"And perished by the attempt,** 
said Baroncelli, abruptly. 

Rienzi started and changed colour. 

" If you would save these wretched 
prisoners, better not wait till the fury 
of the mob become ungovernable," 
whispered Pandulfo. 

The Tribune roused himself from 
his revery. 

"Pandulfo," said he, in the same 
tone, "my heart misgives me — the 
brood of serpents arc in my hand — 'I 
do not strangle them — they may 
sting me to death, in Tetum for my 
mercy — ^it is their instinct! No 
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mutter : it fihall not be said that the 
Boiaaii Tribane bought with so many 
]i?ies his own aalety : nor ghall it hd 
mitten upon my graT&«toney 'Here 
lifiA the eoirard, who did not dare 
fatg^re,* What, hoi there, officer^ 
nndoAe the doors! My masterBy let 
ng aeqoaint the prisoners with their 



With that, Bienzi seated himself 
on the chair of state, at the head of 
the table, and the sun, now risen, east 
ite rays over the blood-red waUa, in 
which the Barons,^ marshalled in order 
into the chamber, thought to read 
theitfikte. 

" My Lords," said the Tribune, "ye 
have ofibnded the laws of God and 
num; bnt God teaches man the 
quality of merqy. Learn at last^ that 
I bear a charmed life. Kor is he 
whom, lor high puiposes. Heaven 
hath raised firom the cottage to the 
popular throne, without inyiaible aid 
and spiritual protection. If hereditary 
monarohB are deemed sacred, how 
much more one in whose power the 
divine hand hath writ its witness 1 
Tes, oyer him who lives but for his 
countiy, whose greatness is his eoun- 
tiy's g^, whose life is his country's 
liberty, watch the souls of the just, 
and the unsleeping eyes of the sworded 
seraphim 1 Taught by your late fiulure 
and your present peril, bid your angeor 
against me cease; respect the laws, 
revere the freedom of your city, and 
think that no state presents a nobler 
spectacle than men bom as ye are — ^a 
patrician and illustrious order— using 
your power to protect your city, your 
wealth to nurture its arts, your chi- 
valry to protect its laws I Take back 
your swords — ^and the first man who 
strikes against the liberties of Rome, 
let him be your victim ; even though 
that victim be the Tribune. Your 
cause has been tried^-your sentence 
is pronounced. Renew your oath to^ 
forbear all hostility, private or public, 
against the government and the 



magistrates of Rome, and ye are peat* 
doned~ye are free ! " 

Amazed, bewildered, -the 'Barons 
mechanically bent the knee: the 
friars who had received their oonfes- 
»ons, administered the appointed 
oath ; and while, with white 1^, they 
muttered the solemn words, they 
heard below the roar of the multitude 
for their blood. 

This ceremony ended, the TCribuna 
passed into the banquet-hall, which 
conducted to a balcony, wlienoe he 
was accustomed to address the people) 
and never, perhaps, was his wonder^ 
ful mastery over the paasions of an 
audience {(id pereuadendum ^kais 
dictator, quoque dvleis ac lepidus)* 
more greatly needed or more emi* 
nently shown, than on that day ; for 
the fury of the speople was at its 
height, and it was long ere he tno- 
ceeded in turning it aside. Before 
he concluded, however, every wave of 
the wild ate lay hushed. — ^The orator 
lived to stand on the same spot, to 
plead for a life nobler than those he 
now saved, — and to plead unheard 
and in vain! 

As soon as the Tribune saw the 
fi»vourable moment had arrived, the 
Barons were admitted into the bal« 
cony : — in the presence of the breath- 
less thousands, they solemnly pledged 
themselves to protect the Good Estate. 
And thus the morning which seemed 
to dawn upon their execution wit« 
nessed their reconciliation with the 
people. 

The crowd dispersed, the miyority 
soothed and pleased ; — the more saga- 
cious, vexed and dissatisfied. 

" He has but increased the smoke 
and the flame which he was not able 
to extinguish," growled Cecco del 
Yecchio ; and the smith's appropriate 
saying passed 'into a proverb and a 
prophecy. 

Meanwhile, the Tribune, consoious 
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at least that he had talcen the more 
generous course, broke up the Coun- 
dl, and retired to the chamber where 
Ninaand his sister waited him. These 
beautiful young women had conceived 
for each other the tenderest affection. 
And their differing characters, both 
of mind and feature, seemed by con- 
trast to heighten the charms of both ; 
as in a skilful jewellery, the pearl and 
diamond borrow beauty from each 
other. 

And as Irene now turned her pale 
countenance and streaming eyes from 
the bosom to which she had clung for 
support, the timid sister, anxious, 
doubtful, wistful; — the proud wife, 
sanguine and assured, as if never 
diffident of the intentions nor of the 
power of her Bienzi : — the contrast 
would have furnished to a painter no 
unworthy incarnation of the Love 
that hopeth^and the Love that feareth, 
allthings. 

** Be cheered, my sweet ^ter,** said 
the Tribune, first caught by Irene's 
imploring look; "not a hair on the 
heads of those who boast the name of 
him thou lovest so well is injured. — 
Thank Heaven," as his sister, with a 
low cry, rushed into his arms, " that 
it was against my life they conspired ! 
Had it been another Boman's, mercy 
might have been a crime ! I>earest, 
may Adrian love thee half as well as 
I ; and yet, my sister and my child, 
none can know thy soft soul like he 
who watched over it since its first 



blossom expanded to the sun. My 
poor brother! had he lived, your 
counsel had been his ; and methinks 
his gentle spirit often whispers away 
the sternness which, otherwise, would 
harden over mine. Nina, my queen, 
my inspirer, my monitor — ever thus 
let thy heart, masculine in my dis- 
tress, be woman's in my power ; and 
be to me, with Irene, upon earth, 
what my brother is in heaven ! " 

The Tribune, exhausted by the 
trials of the night, retired for a few 
hours to rest; and as Nina, encircling 
him within her arms, watched over 
his noble countenance—care hushed, 
ambition laid at rest, its serenity had 
something almost of sublime. And 
tears of that delicious pride, which 
woman sheds for the hero of her 
dreams, stood heavy in the wife's 
eyes, as she rejoiced more, in the deep 
stillness of her heart, at the preroga- 
tive, alone hers, of sharing his solitary 
hours, than in all the nuik to which 
his destiny had raised her, and which 
her nature fitted her at once to adorn 
and to enjoy. In that calm and lonely 
hour she beguiled her heart by waking 
dreams, vainer than the sleeper's ; and 
pictured to herself the long career of 
glory, the august decline of peace, 
which were to await her lord. 

And while she thus watched and 
thus dreamed, the doud, as yet no 
bigger than a man's hand, darkened 
the horizon of a fate whose sunshine 
was well-nigh past t 



CHAPTER IL 

VHl VUOHT. 



YuBmvQ his proud heart, as a steed 
frets on the bit» old Colonna regained 
his pahice. To him, innocent of the 
proposed crime of his kin and com- 
peers, the whole scene of the night 
and morning presented but one fea- 



ture of Insult and degradation. Scarce 
was he in his palace, ere he ordered 
couriers, in whom he knew he could 
confide, to be in preparation for his 
summons. " This to Avignon," said 
^e to himself, as he concluded an 
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epiflUe to tlie Pontiff.—" We will see 
whether the friendship of the great 
house of the Colonna will outweigh 
the frantic support of the rabble's 
puppet. — This to Palestrina, — the 
rock is inaccessible! — TMs to John 
di Yico, he may be relied upon, traitor 
though he be ! — This to Naples ; the 
Golonna will disown the Tribune's 
ambassador, if he throw not up the 
trust and hasten hither, not a lover 
but a soldier! — ^And may this find 
Walter de Montreal ! Ah, a precious 
messenger he sent us, but I will for- 
give all — all, for a thousand lances.'' 
And as with trembling hands he 
twined the silk round his letters, he 
bade his pages invite to his board, 
next day, all the signers who had 
been implicated with him on the 
previous night. 

The Barons came — far more en- 
raged at the disgrace of pardon, than 
gratefiil for the boon of mercy. Their 
fears combined with their pride ; and 
the shouts of the mob, the whine of 
the cordeliers, still ringing in their 
ears, they deemed united resistance 
the only course left to protect their 
lives, and avenge their affront. 

To them the public pardon of the 
Tribune seemed only a disguise to 
private revenge. All they believed 
was, that Bienzi did not dare to des- 
troy them in the fece of day; forget- 
fulncss and forgiveness appeared to 
them as the means designed to lull 
their vigilance, while abasing their 
pride: and the knowledge of crime 
detected forbade them all hope of 
safety. The hand of their own assassin 
might be armed against them, or they 
might be ruined singly, one by one, 
as was the common tyrant-craft of 
that day. Singularly enough, Luca 
di Savelli was the most urgent for 
immediate rebellion. The fear of death 
made the coward brave. 

Unable even to conceive the ro- 
mantic generosity of the Tribune, the 
Barons were yet more alarmed when. 



the next day,Eienzi, summoning them 
one by one to a private audience, pre- 
sented them with g^fbs, and bade them 
forget the past: excused himself 
rather than them, and augmented their 
offices and honours. 

In the Quixotism of a heart to which 
royalty was natural, he thought that 
there was no medium course ; and that 
the enmity he would not rilence by 
death, he could crush by confidence 
and favours. Such conduct from a bom 
king to hereditary inferiors might 
have been successful; but the gene- 
rosity of one who has abruptly risen 
over his lords is but the ostentation 
of insult. Bienzi in this, and, perhaps, 
in forgiveness itself, committed a fiital 
error of policy, which the dark saga- 
city of a Visconti, or, in later times, 
of a Boigia, would never have perpe- 
trated. But it was the error of a 
bright and a great mind. 

Nina was seated in the grand saloon 
of the palace — ^it was the day of re- 
ception for the Roman ladies. 

The attendance was so much less 
numerous than usual that it startled 
her, and she thought there was a cold- 
ness and restraint in the manner of 
the visitors present, which somewhat 
stung her vanity. 

" I trust we have not offended the 
Signora Colonna," she said to the Lady 
of Gianni, Stephen's son. " She was 
wont to grace our halls, and we miss 
much her stately presence." 

"Madam, my Lord's mother is un- 
well ! " 

" Is she so 1 We will send for her 
more welcome news. Methinks we 
are deserted to-day." 

As she spoke, she carelessly dropped 
her handkerchief— the haughty dame 
of the Colonna bent not — not a hand 
stirred; and the Tribunessa looked 
for a moment surprised and discon- 
certed. Her eye roving over the 
throng, she perceived several, whom 
she knew as the wives of Rienzi's foes, 
whispering together with • meaning 
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glaiMei» and more than one maUaow 
SMer at her mortification was appat* 
TBBl. &HiereeoTearedhenelfinatanil7> 
asd said to the Signoia Fxangip«ni> 
with a amik^ " May we be * purtakker 
of yonr mirth? Yon seem to have 
ehuieed on some gay thought, which 
it were asin not to share fntiy" 

Tfaa htdy she addressed coloured 
Btighilj> and replied, " We were thinks 
ing, madam^ that had ihe Tribune 
been pieaent, his vow of knighthood 
wonkl bMre been called into requisi- 



«ABd hiow, Signorar* 

^liweidd baTe been his pleasing 
dntgr> madam, to succour the dis* 
trened." And the Sigoora glanced 
Bignifieantly on the kwchief still <m 
thefloon 

'' Yon designed me, then, this slight, 
Signoiasy" said Nina^ rising with great 
nuyesty. " I know not whether your 
Lcxrds are equally bold to the Tribune ; 
bat this I know, that the Tribune's 
wife can in future forgive your ab> 
sence. Four centuries a^ a Frangi 
pani might well hare stooped to a 
Baa^ ; to4ay, the dame of a Boman 
Bazon might acknowledge a superior 
in the wife of the first magistrate of 
Borne. I compel not your courtesy, 
nor seek it" 

** We have gome too fiur,** whispered 
one o€ the ladies to her neighbour. 
^ Perhaps the enterprise may not suc- 
ceed; and then " 

Fiu*th«r remark was cut short by 
the sudden entrance of the Tribune. 
He entered with great haste, and on 
his brow was that dark firown which 
none ever saw unquailing. 

^ Hew^ fur aaatrons ! " said he, look- 
ing round the room with a rapid 
gkmee, ''ye have not deserted us yet? 
By tha UssMd cco6s» your Lords pay 
aANiq^liBwat'to our honour, to leave 
na sudLlovelgr hestages, or else, Qod's 
tmthy thflQpaie ungrateful husbands. 
So> madaiB^'* tuniBg^ sharp round to 
tha wife; of (Saani Oolonna^ " your 



husband la fled to PaSesiiina; yovrsy 
Signera Orsini, to Marino; years with 
him, £ur bride of Fmngipazii, — ye 

came hitherto . Bat ^ arasacred 

even from a word !" 

The Tribune paused a moment, an." 
deatly striving to sappreas faisemotioii, 
aahe observed the tenror he had ext 
oited-4us eye Ml upon Nin% whuo^ 
forgetting hw previous vexation, re- 
garded hLn with anzioaaamaEemsati 
"Yes," said he to her, ''yon alonei 
perhaps, of this fidr assemblage, know 
net that the nobles whom I lately 
rdeased from the headsman's gripe 
are a second time forswom. They 
have left home in the dead of the 
nig^t, and already the Heralds pro* 
claim them trait<»r8 and labels. BimMi 
forgives no more! ** 

" Tribune," exclaimed the Signora 
Frangipani, who had more bold blood 
in her veins than her whole hoase^ 
"were I of thine own sax* I would east 
the< words, Traitor and Bebel^ given 
to my Lord^ in thine own. teeth J — 
Frond man, the Pontifr seen .wiU fulfil 
that office ! " 

"Your Lord is blest with a dov^ 
fair one," said the Tribane^seomfttUy* 
" Lacdies^ fear not> while Biemd lives, 
the wife even of his worst foe is safe 
and honoured. The crowd will be here 
anon; our guards shall attend yahooM 
in safety, or this palaoe may* be yonr 
shelter — for, I wara ye, that year 
Lords have rushed into agreat periL 
And ere many days be pasty thaetoeels 
of Boma may be as rivers ef blood." 

" W^ aeoept your oflfer. Tribune;' 
said the Signiwa Ftangipaai^ who waa 
tou<^ed, and, in sjate of henelf^ awed 
by the Tribune's mannor. Andassha 
spoke, she dropped on one knee, pieked 
up the kerehief, and, presenting it 
req)eetfuUy to Nina^ said, " MadaTa» 
forgive mOi I alone of these present 
respect you mot% in danger than in 
pride." 

'< And I," returned Nina, as aha 
leaned in grac^ul confidenee on 
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Bkava!$ vm, "I r^ly, thai if Uaen 
be danger, the more need o£ pride." 

AU tbaltdajrand all: that night rang 
Uii% great b€U of the Oapitt^. Bnt on 
the following daybreak, the aa8eB>f 
blagAwa^ihinandsoattered; there was 
ft giroKb fear stricken into the hearta 
of tlM people, by the flight of the 
Barons, and they bitterly and loudly 
uptmilded Bienzi for sparing them to 
iim oppQixisamky' oi mischiet That 
di^rthArwnonra continued; themur- 
lonrert for the most part remained 
irithin thdr housee^ or asaemUed in 
Ustlesa and discontented troops. The 
next day dawned ; the same lethargy 
prevailed. The Tribune summoned 
bis Coondl, (wMeh was a Bepresen- 
tative assembly .) 

** Shall we go forth as we aje," said 
he, * with such few as will follow the 
Boman.atendard 1 " 

'* ISfo;* replied Ftodnlfo, who» by 
naftnre timidy was yet wdl acquainted 
with the difqposltioa of the people, and 
therefixre a sagacious counsellor. ''Let 
OS hold back ; let us wait till the rebels 
commit themselTes by some odious 
outrage, and then hatred will unite the 
wayerers, and leflentmeat .lead theaa." 



Thift^ cevnsel prevailed ; the event 
prored its wisdom. To give excuse 
and dignity to the delay, messeogen 
were sent to 3f arinoy whither th» 
cfai^part of the Barons had fled, and 
which was strongly fortified, demand* 
ing their immediate return. 

On the day on which the hangbty 
refusal of the insurgents was brou^t 
to Bienzi, came fugitives from alt 
parts of the Gampagna. Houses 
burned— convents and vineyards pi^ 
laged— -cattle and horses seized-Hit* 
tested the warfare practised by the 
Barons, and animated the drooping 
Bomans, by showing the mercies they 
might expect for themselves. That 
evening, of their own accord, the 
Bomans rushed into the place of the 
Capitol : — Binaldo Orsini had seised a 
fortress in the immediate neifrhbovp- 
hood of Bome, and had set fire- to a 
tower, the flames of which wove visible 
to the city. The tenant of the tower, 
a noble lady, old uid widowed, was 
burnt alive. Then rose the wild cla- 
mour—the mighty wrath — the head- 
long fury. The hour for action had 
arrived.* 



OHAPTEBIIL 
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" I Bi.T» ^Noawd a dieam," crient 
Bieno, leaping f]!om hia bed. "The 
Uon-hearted Booilaee, foe and victim 
of the Oolonna,. hath appeared to me, 
and promised vietiiry.t Nina^ prepare 



* *« Ardea terre, ane la Castelluzza e case, 
e uomint. Non si sohifo dl arderonna nobile 
donna Yedova, veterana, inunatorre. Per 
tale omdeltade U lUnnani furo pUi irati«" 
Ao.—Vita di C. di RUnzi, lib. i. cap. 20. 

t « ]b& qaasta nDtta> mi e apparito- Santo 
BooUiMlQ Papa." fto.— Fit. di CoL Akn, 



the laurel-wreath : this d^y victory 
shall be ours!" 

"Oh, Bienzi! to-dayr 

" Yes ! hearken to the bell-*4earkeir 
to the trumpet. Kayv I hear even now 
the impatient hoofe of my white war- 
steed ! One kiss, Nina, ere I arm for 
victory, — stay — comfort poor Irene; 
let me not see her— she weeps that 
my foea are akin to her betrothed ; I 
cannot brook her tears; I watched 
hfir in her cradle. Tonday, I must 
havenowcaknesaonmjsoull Knavefs 
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twice peijured ! — ^wolves, never to be 
tamed 1 — shall I meet ye at last sword 
to sword 1 Away, sweet Nina, to Irene, 
quick! Adrian is at Naples, and were 
he in Bome,her lover is sacred, though 
fifty times a Colonna." 

With that, the Tribune passed into 
his wardrobe, where his pages and 
gentlemen attended with his armour. 
^ I hear, by our spies/' said he, " that 
they will be at our gates ere noon- 
four thousand foot, seven hundred 
horsemen. We will give them a hearty 
welcome, my masters. How, Angelo 
Yillani, my pretty page, what do you 
out of your lady's service 1 " 

"I would fain see a warrior arm 
for Rome," sud the boy, with a boy's 



" Bless thee, my child ; there spoke 
one of Bome's true sons ! " 

" And the Signora has promised me 
that I shall go with her guard to the 
gates, to hear the news " 

"And report the victory? — thou 
shalt. But they must not let thee 
come within shaft-shot What! my 
Pandulfo, thou in mailV 

"Bome requires every man," said 
the citizen, whose weak nerves were 
strung by the contagion of the general 
enthusiasm. 

" She doth — and once more I am 
proud to be a Boman. Kow, gentles, 
the Dalmaticum : * I would that every 
foe should know Bienzi ; and, by the 
Lord of Hosts, fighting at the head 
of the imperial people, I have a right 
to the imperial robe. Are the friars 
prepared] Our march to the gates 
shall be preceded by a solemn hymn 
^0 fought our sires," 

'* Tribune, John di Vice is arrived 
with a hundred horse to support the 
Good Estate." 

"He hath! — The Lord has de- 
livered us then of a foe, and given our 
dungeons a traitor ! — Bring hither yon 



* A robe or mantle of white, borne by 
Riensi ; at one time belonging to the saoerdo- 
tal oflSce, afterwards an emblem of empire. 



casket, Angelo. — So — Hark thee! 
Pandulfo, read this letter." 

The citizens read, with surprise and 
consternation, the answer of the wily 
Prefect to the Colonna's epistle. 

" He promises the Baron to desert 
to him in the battle, with the Prefect's 
banner," said Pandulfo. " What is to 
be donel" 

" What ! — ^take my signet— here — 
see him lodged forthwith in the prison 
of the Capitol. Bid his train leave 
Borne, and if found acting with the 
Barons, warn them that their Lord 
dies. Qo — see to it without a moment's 
delay. Meanwhile, to the chapel — ^we 
will hear mass." 

Within an hour the Boman army — 
vast, miscellaneous — old men and 
boys, mingled with the vigour of life, 
were on ^eir march to the Gate of 
San Lorenzo; of their number, which 
amounted to twenty thousand foot, not 
one-sixth could be deemed men-at- 
arms ; but the cavalry were well equip- 
ped, and consisted of the lesser Baxons 
and the more opulent citizens. At 
the head of these rode the Tribune in 
complete armour, and wearing on his 
casque a wreath of oak and olive leaves, 
wrought in silver. Before him waved 
the great gon&lon of Borne, while 
in front of this multitudinous array 
marched a procession of monks, of the 
order of St. Francis, (for the ecclesias- 
tical body of Bome went chiefly with 
the popular spirit, and its enthusiastic 
leader,) — slowly chanting the follow- 
ing hymn, which was made inexpressi- 
bly startling and imposing at the close 
of each stanza, by the clash of arms, 
the blast of trumpets, and the deep 
roll of the drum ; which formed, as it 
were, a martial chorus to the song :•— 

ROMAN WAR-SONG. 

1. 

ICarch, march for your hearths and your 

altars! 
Cursed to all time be the dastard that falters, 
Nerer on earth may h is sins be forgiven 
Death on his soul, shut the portals of heaven I 
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A cone on lils heart, and a curse on his 

hrain!— 
"Who strikes not for Rome, shall to Rome be 
her Gain! 
Breeselill our banners, sun gild our spears, 
Spirito Santo, Cavaliers .'* 
Blow, trumpetfl^ blow, 
Blow, trumpets, blow. 

Gaily to glory we oome ; 
Like a king in his pomp. 
To the blast of the tromp, 

And the roar of the mighty drum ! 
Breeze fill our banners, sun gild our spears, 
Spirito SantOt Cavaliers ! 

2. 
March, march for your Freedom and Laws ! 
Earth is your witness— all Earth's is your 

cause! 
Seraph and saint from their glory shall 

heed ye. 
The angel tiiat smote the Assyrian shall 

lead ye ; 
To the Christ of the Cross man is never so 

holy 
As in braving the proud in defence of the 
lowly! 
Breeze fill our banners, sun gild our spears, 
Spirito Santo, Cavaliers.' 
Blow, trumpets, blow, 
Blow, trumpets, blow, 

Gaily to glory we come ; 
Like a king in his pomp. 
To the blast of the tromp. 

And the roar of the mighty drum f 
Breeze fill our banners, sun gild our spears, 
Spirito Santo, Cavaliers » 



March, march ! ye are sons of the Roman, 
The sound of whose step was as fate to the 

f oeman ! 
Whose realm, save the air and the wave, had 

no wall. 
As he strode through the world like a lord 

in his hall; 
Though your fame hath sunk down to the 

night of the grave. 
It shall rise from the field like the sun from 
the wave. 
Breeze fill our banners, sun gild our spears, 
Spirito Santo, Cavaliers I 
Blow, trumpets, blow. 
Blow, trumpets, blow. 

Gaily to glory we come ; 
Like a king in his pomp. 
To the blast of the tromp. 

And the roar of the mighty drum ! 
Breeze fill our banners, sun gild our spears, 
Spirito Santo, Cavaliers/ 



* Rienzl's word of battle was Spirito 



In this order they reached the wide 
waste that ruin and devastation left 
within the gates, and, marshalled in 
long lines on either side, extending 
far down the yistaed streets, and leav- 
ing a broad space in the centre, 
awaited the order of their leader. 

" Throw open the gates, and admit 
the foe ! " cried Rienzi, with a loud 
voice ; as the trumpets of the Barons 
announced their approach. 

Meanwhile the insurgent Patricians, 
who had marched that morning from 
a place called the Monument, four 
miles distant, came gallantly and 
boldly on. 

With old Stephen, whose great 
height, gaunt frame, and lordly air, 
shewed well in his gorgeous mail, rode 
his sons, — the Frangipani and the 
Savelli, and Giordano Orsini, brother 
to Kinaldo. 

" To-day the tyrant shall perish ! " 
said the proud Baron ; " and the flag 
of the Colonna shall wave from the 
Capitol." 

" The flag of the Bear," said Gior- 
dano Orsini, angrily. — " The victory 
will not be yours alone, my Lord ! '* 

" Our house ever took precedence 
in Rome," replied the Colonna, 
haughtily. 

"Never, while one stone of the 
palaces of the Orsini stands upon 
another." 

" Hush ! " said Luca di Savelli ; "are 
ye dividing the skin while the lion 
lives 1 "We shall have fierce work to- 
day." 

" Not so," said the old Colonna ; 
" John di Vice will turn, with his 
Romans, at the first onset, and some 
of the malcontents within have 
promised to open the gates. — How, 



Santo Cavaliere, i.e. Cavalier in the singu- 
lar number. The plural number has been 
employed in the text, as somewhat more 
animated, and therefore better adapted to 
the kind of poetry into the service of which 
the watchword has been pressed. 
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ksare T' as a scont rode up breathless 
to the Baron. " What tidings ? " . 

" The gates are opened — not a spear 
glmims from the walh ! " 

•* Did I not tell ye, Lords?* said the 
Oblonna, turning roimd triumphantly. 
« Methinks we shall win Borne without 
a single blow. — Grandson, where now 
are thy silly forebodings ] " This was 
said to Pietro, one of his grandsons— 
the first-bom of Gianni — a comely 
youth, not two weeks wedded, who 
made no reply. '* My little Pietro 
here," continued the Baron, speaking 
to hk comrades, " is so new a bride- 
groom, that last night he dreamed of 
his bride ; and deems it, poor lad, a 
portent." 

** She was in deep moummg, and 
gtided from my arms, uttering, 'Woe, 
woe, to the Colonnar" said the young 
man, solemnly. 

*' i have lived nearly ninety years,** 
replied the old man, ** and I may 
have dreamed, therefore, some forty 
thousand dreams ; of which, two came 
true, and the rest were false. Judge, 
then, what chances are in &T0ur of 
the sciens» ! '* * 

Thus conversing, they approached 
within bow-shot of the gates, which 
were still open. All was silent as death. 
The army, which was composed chiefly 
of foreign mercenaries, halted in 
deliberation — ^when, lo ! — a torch was 
suddenly cast on high over the walls ; 
it gleamed a moment — and then 
hissed in the miij pool below. 

"It is the signal of our friends 
within, as agreed on," cried old 
Colonna. " Pietro, advance with your 
company ! " The young nobleman 
dosed his visor, put himself at the 
head of the band under his command ; 
and, with his lance in his rest, rode 
in a half gallop to the gates. The 
morning had been clouded and over- 
cast, and the sun, appearing only at 
intervals, now broke out in a bright 
stream of light — as it glittered on the 
waving plume and shining mail of 



the young horseman, disappearing 
under the gloomy arch, several paces 
in advance of his troop. On swept 
his followers — forward went the 
cavalry headed by Gianni Colonna, 
Pietro's father. — There was a minute's 
silence, broken only by the clatter of 
the arms, and tramp of hoofs, — 
when from within the walls rose the 
abrupt cry — " Borne, the Tribune, and 
the People ! Spvriio Semto, dmdienr 
The main body halted aghast. Sud- 
denly Gianni Colonna was seen flying 
backward frt>m the gate at full speed. 

" My son, my son ! " he cried, " they 
have murdered him ; " — ^he halted 
abrupt and irresolute, then adcting, 
" But I will avenge ! " wheeled round, 
and spurred again through the arch, 
— when a huge machine of iron, 
shaped as a portcullis, suddenly 
descended upon the unhappy &ther, 
and crushed man and horse to the 
ground — one blent, manned, bloody 
mass. 

The old Coloana. m,w, aad scarce 
believed his eyea ; and ere his troop 
recovered its stupor, the machine 
rose, and over the corpse dashed the 
Popular Armament. Thousands upon 
thousands, they came on; a wild, 
clamorous, roaring stream. They 
poured on all sides upon theirenemies, 
who drawn up in steady discipline, 
and dad in complete mail, recdved 
and broke their charge. 

" Bevenge, and ^e Colonna I " — 
"The Bear and the Orsini!" — 
" Charity and the Frangipani ! " • 
''Strike for the Snake t and the 
Savelli!" were then heard on high, 
mingled with the German and hoarse 
shout, "Full purses, and the Three 
Kings of Cologne." The Bomans, 
rather ferocious than, disdplined, fell 



* Who had taken their motto from some 
fabled ancestor who had broke bread with a 
beggar in a time of famine. 

t The Lion was, howevw, the anfanal 
usually arrogated by the heraldic vanity of 
the Savelli. 
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butchered in crowds round the ranks 
of the mercenaries : but as one fell, 
apother succeeded; and still burst 
irlth undhnihished ferrour the counter 
ay of " Borne, the Tribune, and the 
Tvople !-— iSjptrtto SatUo, Cavalier 8 ! " 
ifficposed to ereiy shaft and every 
sword by his exnbliematic diadem and 
hk imperial robe, the fierce- Rienzi led 
on each assault, wielding an enormous 
battle-axe, for the use of which the 
ItaliaiiB wers celebrated, and which he 
T^EardiBd as a national weapon. In- 
spired by every darker and sterner 
insttiict of his nature, his blood 
heated, his passions aroused, fighting 
as a citizen for liberty, as a monarch 
for his crown, his daring seemed to 
the astonished foe as that of one 
frantic; his preservation that of one 
inspired : now here, now there ; 
wherever flbgged his own, or foiled 
the opposing; force, glittered his 
white robe, and rose his bloody battle- 
axe; but his fhry seemed rather 
directed against the chiefs than the 
herd; and still where his charger 
wheeled was heard his voice, " Where 
is a ColonnaV — ''^Defiance to the 
Orsinl 1"— "/Sjptrito Santo, CavaXiersr 
Three times was the sally led from the 
gate; three times were the Bomans 
beaten back ; and on the thirds the 
gon&lon, borne before the Tribune, 
was cloven to the ground. Then, for 
the first time, he seemed amazed and 
alarmed, and, ndcdng his eyes to 
heaven^ he exclaimed, ""O Lord> hast 
thou then forsaken me 1 *' With that, 
taking hearty once more he waved his 
arm, and a^^ led forward his wild 
array. 

At eve the battle ceased; Of the 
Barons who had been the main object 
of the THbune's assault, the pride and 
boast was broken. Of the princely 
line of the Colonna., three lay dead. 
Giordano Orsini was mortally wounded; 
the fierce Bihaldo had not shared the 
conflict.- Of the Frangipani, the 
haughtiest signers were no more ; 



and Luca, the dastard head of the 
Savelli, had long since saved himself 
by flight. On the other hand, the 
slaughter of the citizens had been pro* 
digious; — ^the ground was swamped 
with blood — and over heaps of slain, 
(steeds and riders,) the twilight star 
beheld Bienzi and the Bomans return* 
ing victors from the pursuit. Shouts 
of rejoicing followed the Tribune's 
panting steed through the arch; and 
just as he entered the space within^ 
crowds of those whose infirmities, sex, 
or years, had not allowed them to 
share the conflict, — ^women, and chil- 
dren, and drivelling age, mingled with 
the bare feet and dark robes of monks 
and friars, apprised of the victory, 
were prepared to hail his triumph. 

Bienzi reined his steed by the corpse 
of the boy Colonna, which lay half 
immersed in a pool of water, and 
close by it, removed from the arch 
where he hadfiillen, lay that of Gianni 
Colonna, — (that Gianni Colonna whose* 
spear had dismissed his brother's 
gentle spirit.) He glanced over the 
slain, as the melancholy Hesperus 
played upon the bloody pool and the 
goiy corselet, with a breast heaved with 
many emotions ; and turning, he saw 
the young Angelo, who, with some of 
Nina's guard, had repaired to the 
spot, and had now approached the 
Tribune. 

"Child," said l^enzi, pointing to 
the dead, " blessed art thou who hasi 
no blood of hindred io- avenge ! — to 
him who hath, sooner or later comes 
the hour; and an awful hour it is ! " 

The words sank deep into Angelo's 
heart, and in after life became words 
of Me to the speaker and the listener. 

Ere Bienzi had well recovered 
himself, and as were heard around 
liiYn the shrieks of the widows and 
mothers of the slain — ^the groans of 
the dying— the exhortations of the 
friars— mingled with sounds of joy 
and triumph — ^a cry was raised by 
the women and stragglers on the 
x2 
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battle-field without, of "The foe!— 
the foe!" 

« To your sworda," cried the Tri- 
bune ; " fall back in order ; — ^yet they 
cannot be so bold 1 " 

The tramp of horses, the blast of a 
trumpet, were heard ; and presently, 
at full speed, some thirty horsemen 
dashed through the gate. 

" Your bows," exclaimed the Tri- 
bune, advancing; — "yet hold — the 
leader is unarmed — it is our own 
banner. By our Lady, it is our am- 
bassador of Naples, the Lord Adrian 
diCastello!" 

Panting — ^breathless — covered with 
dust — ^Adrian halted at the pool red 
with the blood of his kindred — and 
their pale £Ekces, set in death, glared 
upon him. 

"Too late-* alas! alas! — dread 
&t6 ! — ^unhappy Rome ! " 

" They fell into the pit they them- 
selves had digged," said the Tribune, 
in a firm but hollow voice. — " Noble 
Adrian, would thy counsels had pre- 
vented this ! " 

" Away, proud man- — away ! " said 
Adrian, impatiently waving his hand, 
— " thou shouldst protect the lives of 
Romans, and oh, Gianni! — Re- 
tro!— could not birth, renown, and 
thy green years, poor boy— could not 
these save ye ]" 

" Pardon him, my friends," said 
the Tribune to the crowd, — " his 
grief is natural, and he knows not all 
their guilt. — Back, I pray ye— leave 
bim to our ministering." 

It might have fared ill for Adrian, 
but for the Tribune's brief speech. 
And as the young Lord, dismounting, 
now bent over his kinsmen — the 
Tribune also surrendering his charger 
to his 'squires, approached, and, 
despite Adrian's reluctance and aver- 
sion, drew him aside, — 

** Young friend," said he, mourn- 
fully, " my heart bleeds for you ; yet 
bethink thee, the wrath of the crowd 
is fresh upon them i be prudent." 



" Prudent I " 

" Hush — ^by my honour, these men 
were not worthy of your name. Twice 
perjured— once assassins — ^twice rebels- 
— Glisten to me ! " 

" Tribune,! ask no other construing 
of what I see — ^they might have died 
justly, or been butcher^ foully. But 
there is no peace between the execu- 
tioner of my race and me.** 

" Will yoM, too, be forsworn? Thine 
oath ! — Come, come, I hear not these 
words. Be composed — ^retire — and if, 
three days hence, you impute any 
other blame to me than that of unwise 
lenity, I absolve you from your oath, 
and you are free to be my foe. The 
crowd gape and gaze upon us — a 
minute more, and I may not avail to 
save you." 

The feelings of the young patrician 
were such as utterly baffle description. 
He had never been much amongst his 
house, nor ever received more than 
common courtesy at their hands. But 
lineage is lineage still ! And there, 
in the fatal hazard of war, lay the 
tree and sapling, the prime and hope 
of his race. He felt there was no 
answer to the Tribune, the very place 
of their death proved they had fiJlen 
in an assault upon their countiymen. 
He sympathised not with their cause, 
but their fate. And rage, revenge 
alike forbidden — his heart was ^e 
more softened to the shock and para- 
lysis of grief. He did not thei^ore 
speak, but continued to gaze upon 
the dead, while large and unheeded 
tears flowed down his cheeks, and his 
attitude of dejection and sorrow was 
so moving, that the crowd, at first 
indignant, now felt for his aflUction. 
At length his mind seemed made up. 
He turned to Rienzi, and said, fisJter- 
ingly, " Tribune, I blame you not, nor 
accuse. If you have been rash in 
this, Qod will have blood for blood. I 
wage no war with you — ^you say righ^ 
my oath prevents me; and if you 
govern well, I can still remember, that 
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I am Boman. But — but — look to 
tliat bleeding clay — we meet no 
■more! — your sister — God be with 
her! — ^between her and me flows a 
■dark golf I " The young noble paused 
some moments, choked by his emo- 
tionB, and then continued, " These 
papen discharge me of my mission. 
Btandard-bearers, lay down the banner 
-^ the Bepnblic. Tribune, speak not 
' «— I would be calm— calm. And so 
Arewell to Bome." With a hurried 
glance towards the dead, he sprung 
upon hiB steed, and, followed by his 
tnin, Tanished through the arch. 

The Tribune had not attempted to 
detain him — ^had not interrupted him. 
He Mt that the young noble had 



thought — acted as became him best. 
He followed him with his eyes. 

"And thus," said he gloomily, 
'' Fate plucks from me my noblest 
Mend and my justest counsellor«-a 
better man Rome never lost I " 

Such is the eternal doom of dis- 
ordered states. The mediator between 
rank and rank, — the kindly noble-^ 
the dispassionate patriot — ^the first 
to act — the most hailed in action 
— darkly vanishes from the scene. 
Fiercer and more unscrupulous spirits 
alone stalk the field ; and no neutral 
and harmonizing link remains between 
hate and hate, — ^until exhaustion, sick 
with horrors, succeeds to frenzy, and 
despotism is welcomed as repose ! 



CHAPTER IV. 



THB nOLLOWNSSS OF THE BASS. 



Thx rapid and busy march of state 
events has led us long away from the 
sister of the Tribune and the betrothed 
of Adrian. And the sweet thoughts 
and gentle day-dreams of that fair 
and enamoured girl, however full to 
her of an interest beyond all the 
•terms and perils of ambition, are not 
floreadilyadapted to narration : — their 
■floft monotony a few words can paint. 
They knew but one image, they 
tended to but one prospect. Shrinking 
from the glare of her brother's court, 
and eclipsed, when she forced herself 
to appear, by the more matured and 
^azding beauty, and all-command- 
ing presence, of Nina, — to her the 
pomp and crowd seemed an unreal 
fMigeant, from which she retired to 
the truth of life, — the hopes and 
musings of her own heart. Poor girl ! 
with all the soft and tender nature of 
her dead brother, and none of the 
«tem genius and the prodigal am- 
l>ition^ — ^the eye-£fttiguing ostentation 



and fervour of the living — she was but 
ill-fitted for the unquiet but splendid 
region to which she was thus suddenly 
transferred. 

With all her affection for Rienzi, 
she could not conquer a certain fear 
which, conjoined with the difference 
of sex and age, forbade her to be 
communicative with him upon the 
subject most upon her heart. 

As the absence of Adrian at the 
Neapolitan Court passed the antici- 
pated date, (for at no Court then, 
with a throne fiercely disputed, did 
the Tribune require a nobler or more 
intelligent representative, — and in- 
trigues and counter-intrigues delayed 
his departure from week to week), she 
grew uneasyand alarmed. Like many, 
themselves unseen, inactive, the spec- 
tators of the scene, she saw involun- 
tarily further into the time than the 
deeper intellect either of the Tribune 
or Nina ; and the dangerous discon- 
tent of the nobles was visible and 
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mudible to her in looks and w hispers, 
-which reached not acuter or more 
flDspected ears and eyes. Anxioasly, 
reaiXesAy, did she long for the return 
«f Adrian, not from «elfiah motives 
alone, but from w^-foimdpd a|>pre- 
liensions for her brother. With Adrian 
di CasteUo, alike a noUe and a patriot, 
«ach party had found a mediator, and 
his piies^iee grew daily more needed, 
till at length the 4Mnq>iracy of jt^ 
Bacons had broken out. IVom that 
hour she acareely dared to hope; her 
«ahn sense, unbUnded by the lugh- 
wrought genius whieh, as too often 
happens, made the Tribune see haj»h 
nalities through a &lse and briUiant 
light, perceived that the Bubieon was 
passed ; and through all the eyents 
that followed she could behold but 
two images— danger to her brother, 
separation from her betrothed. 

With Nina alone could her foil 
heart confer ,* for Nina, with all the 
differences of character, was a 'woman 
who loved. And this united them. 
In ihe earlier powier of Bienzi, many 
«f their happiest hours had been 
passed together, remote from the 
gaudy crowd, alone and unrestrained, 
in the summer nights, on the moon- 
lit balconies, in that interchange of 
thought, sympathy, and cons(dation, 
which to two impassioned and guile- 
less women makes the most interest- 
ing occupation and the most efifectual 
solace. But of late, this interoourse 
had been much murred. From the 
morning in which the Barons had 
received their pardon, to that on which 
they had marched on Rome, had be«a 
one sucoeedon of fierce excitem^its. 
Every fitoe Irene saw was douded and 
overoast — all gaiety was susp^ded — 
bustling and anxious coundilors, or 
anned soldiers, had for days been the 
«n]y visitors of the palace. Eienzi 
had been seen but for short moments : 
his brow wrapt in care. Nina had 
been m<»re fonid, more caressing than 
ever, but in those caresses there 



seemed a mournful and ominous com- 
passion. The attempts at comfort 
and hope were succeeded by a sickly 
smile and broken words ; and Irene 
waspr^Mtred, by the presentiments of 
her own heart, for the stroke that fell 
— ^vietory was to her bawtibev — his foe 
was crushed— Bome was free— 4>ut 
the lofty house of the Goloniias had 
lost its stateliest propn^ and Adrian 
was gone for ever 1---Shedkl not blame 
him ; she «oicdd not bhaaelfcer brother; 
each had acted as beeaine his several 
station, fihe was the poor saen£ee of 
events and faAe— 4ibe Iftagfim&io the 
Winds which were to htir the bark 
of Boone to il^ haven, er, it noght 
be, to whekn it ki the abyss. She was 
stunned by the blow; she did not 
even weep or complain ; she bowed to 
the storm that swept over her, and it 
passed. For two days she neither 
took food nor rest ; she shut herself 
up ; she asked only the boon of soli- 
tude : but <m the third morning she 
recovered as by a miracle, for on the 
third morning, the foUowang letter 
was left at the palaoe >^ 

" LunB, — ^Ere this you have learned 
my deep «aiiBe of grief; yon foel that 
to a Qolonna Bome oan no longer be 
a home, nor dome's Tzibune be a 
brother. While I write these wozids 
honour but foebly supports »e : all 
the hopes I had formed, all tibe pros- 
pects I had pieturedy all the lore I 
bore and bear thee, rash upon my 
heart, and I can only foel that I nm 
wretched. Irene, Isen^ joar sweet 
face rises before me, and in those 
beloved eyes I read that I am for- 
given,— I am understood ;«nd dearly 
as I know thou lorest me, thou 
wouldst rather I were lost to thee, 
rather I were in the grave with my 
kinsmen, than know I Hvod ihfi re- 
proach €i my order, the reoroant of 
my name. Ah 1 -vhywrns I aOolonna? 
why did Fortune acMkeaie noble, and 
nature and circumstance attach me to 
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ibe people ? I am barred alike from 
lore and from revenge ; all my revenge 
fidlfi upon thee and me. Adored ! we 
are periiaps separated for ever; but/ 
by all the happiness I have known by 
thy side— by all the rapture of which 
I dreamed-«by that delicious hour 
.vhich first gave thee to my gaze, when 
J watched the soft soul returning to 
thine eyes and lip — by thy first blu8h< 
ing confession of love — ^by our first 
luga — ^by our last forewell — ^I swear to 
be fidthful to thee to the last. None 
other shall ever chase thine image 
from my heart. And now, when 
Hope seems over, Faith becomes 
doubly sacred ; and thou, my beauti- 
ful, wilt thou not remember me 1 wilt 
thou not feel as if we were the be- 
trothed of Heaven? In the legends 
of the North we are told of the knight 
who, returning from the Holy Land, 
found his mistress (believing his 
death) the bride of Heaven, and he 
built a hermitage by the convent 
where she dwelt; and, though they 
never saw each other more, their souls 
were faithful unto death. Even so, 
Irene, be we to each other — dead to 
all else— betrothed in memory — ^to be 
wedded above ! And yet, yet ere I 
close, one hope dawns upon me. Thy 
brother's career, bright and lofty, may 
be but as a failing star ; should dark- 
. ness swallow it, should his power 
cease, should his throne be broken, 
and Bome know no more her Tribune ; 
shouldst thou no longer have a bro- 
ther in the judge and destroyer of my 
house; shouldst thou be stricken 
from pomp and state ; shouldst thou 
be friendless, kindredless, alone- 
then, without a stain on mine ho- 
nour, without the shame and odium 
of receiving power and happiness from 
hands yet red with the blood of my 
race, I may daim thee as my own. 
Honour ceases to command when thou 
ceasest to be great. I dare not too 
fondly indulge this dream, perchance 
it is a sin in both. But it must be 



whispered, that thou maycst know all 
thy Adrian, all his weakness and his 
strength. My own loved, my ever 
loved, loved more fondly now when 
loved despairingly, farewell! May 
angels heal thy sorrow, and guard me 
from sin, that hereafter at least we 
may meet again ] " 

" He loves me — ^lie loves me still ! " 
said the maiden, weeping at last; 
" and I am blest once more ! " 

With that letter pressed to her 
heart she recovered outwardly from the 
depth of her afiiiction ; she met her 
brother with a smile, and Nina with 
embraces ; and if still she pined and 
sorrowed,it was in that ''concealment** 
which is the " worm V the bud." 

Meanwhile, after the first flush of 
victory, lamentation succeeded to joy 
in Bome; so great had been tibie 
slaughter that the private grief was 
large enough to swallow up all public 
triumph ; and many of the mourners 
blamed even their defender for the 
swords of the assailant, " Roma fu 
terribilm^ente vedovata."* The nume- 
rous frinerals deeply affected the Tri- 
bune ; and, in proportion to his sym- 
pathy with his people, grew his stem 
indignation against the Barons. Like 
all men whose religion is intense, 
passionate, and zealous, the Tribune 
had little toleration for those crimes 
which went to the root of religion. 
Perjury was to him the most base and 
inexpiable of offences, and the slain 
Barons had been twice perjured : in 
the bitterness of his wrath he forbade 
their families for some days to lament 
over their remains ; and it was only 
in private and in secret that he per- 
mitted them to be interred in their 
ancestral vaults: an excess of ven- 
geance which sullied his laurels, but 
which was scarcely inconsistent with 
the stem patriotism of his character. 
Impatient to finish what he had begun 

* " Rome was terribly widawtd*** 
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anxious to march at once to Marino, 
"where the insurgents collected their 
shattered force, he summoned his 
Council, and represented the certainty 
of victory, and it^ result in the com- 
plete restoration of peace. But pay 
was due to the soldiery ; they already 
murmured ; the treasury was emptied, 
it was necessary to fill it by raising a 
new tax. 

Among the councillors were some 
whose families had suffered grievously 
in the battle — they lent a lukewarm 
attention to propositions of continued 
strife. Others, among whom was 
Pandulfo, timid but well-meaning, 
aware that grief and terror even of 
their own triumph had produced re- 
. action amongst the people, declared 
that they would not venture to pro- 
pose a new tax. A third party, 
headed by Baroncelli — a demagogue 
whose ambition was without principle 
— ^but who, by pandering to the worst 
passions of the populace, by a sturdy 
coarseness of nature with which they 
sympathised — ^and by that affectation 
of advancing what we now term the 
* movement," which often gives to the 
fiercest fool an advantage over the 
most prudent statesman, had quietly 
acquired a great influence with the 
lower ranks — offered a more bold 
opposition. They dared even to blame 
the proud Tribune for the gorgeous 
extravagance they had themselves 
been the first to recommend — and 
half insinuated sinister and treacher- 
ous motives in his acquittal of the 
Barons from the accusation of Bodolf. 
In the very Parliament which the 
Tribune had revived and remodelled 
for the support of freedom — ^freedom 
was abandoned. His fiery eloquence 
met with a gloomy silence, and finally, 
the votes were against his propositions 
for the new tax and the march to 
Marino. Rienzi broke up the Council 
in haste and disorder. As he left the 
-hall, a letter was put into his hands ; 
he read it; and remained for some 



moments as one thunderstruck. He 
then summoned the Captain of his 
Guards, and ordered a band of fifty 
horsemen to be prepared for his com- 
mands ; he repaired to Nina's apart- 
ment, he found her alone, and stood 
for some moments gazing upon her 
so intently that she was awed and 
chilled from all attempt at speech. At 
length he said, abruptly — 

" We must part." 

"Part!" 

"Yes, Nina — your g^ard is pre- 
paring; you have relations, I have 
friends, at Florence. Florence must 
be your home." 

"Cola, " 

" Look not on me thus. — ^In power, 
in state, in safety — ^you were my om»- 
ment and counsellor. Now you bub 
embarrass me. And " 

" Oh, Cola, speak riot thus ! What 
hath chanced 1 Be not so cold — frown 
not — turn not away! Am I not 
something more to thee, than the 
partner of joyous hours — ^the minion 
of love 1 Am I not thy wife, Cola^ 
not thy lemanV* 

" Too dear — too dear to me," mut- 
tered the Tribune ; " with thee by my 
side I shall be but half a Roman. 
Nina, the base slaves whom I myself 
made free desert me. — Now, in the 
very hour in which I might sweep 
away for ever all obstacles to the rege- 
neration of Rome — now, when one 
conquest points the path to complete 
success — ^nowwhen the land is visible, 
my fortune suddenly leaves me in the 
midst of the seas ! There is greater 
danger now than in the rage of the 
Barons — ^the Barons are fled ; it is the 
People who are becoming traitors to 
Rome and to me." 

" And wouldst thou have me traitor 
also ! No, Cola ; in death itself Nina 
shall be beside thee. Life and honour 
are reflected but from thee, and the 
stroke that slays the substance, shall 
destroy the humble shadow. I will 
not part from thee." 
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** Nina," said the Tribune, contend- 
ing with strong and convulsive emo- 
■t&on — ^''it may be literally of decUh 
that you speak. — Go I leave one who 
can no longer protect you or Borne ! " 

" Never — Never." 

*' You are resolved 1 *' 

«Iam." 

** Be it so," said the Tribune, with 
deep sadness in his tone. "Arm 
thyself for the worst." 

" There is no worst with thee. 
Cola!" 

" Come to my arms, brave woman; 
•thy words rebuke my weakness. But 
my sister ! — ^if / fall, yoM, Nina, will 
not survive — ^your beauty a prey to 
the most lustfulheart and the strongest 
hand. We will have the same tomb 
<»i the wrecks of Roman liberty. But 
Irene is of weaker mould; poor 
child, I have robbed her of a lover, 
and now ** 

" You are right ; let Irene go. And 
in truth we may well disguise from 
her the real cause of her departure. 
Change of scene were best for her 



grief; and under all circumstances 
would seem decorum to the curious. 
I will see and prepare her." 

"Do 80, sweetheart. I would 
gladly be a moment alone with 
thought. But remember, she must 
part to-day — our sands run low." 

As the door closed on Nina, the 
Tribune took out the letter and again 
read it deliberately. " So the Pope's 
Legate left Sienna : — prayed that Re- 
public to withdraw its auxiliary troops 
from Rome — proclaimed me a rebel 
and a heretic; — thence repaired to 
Marino ; — now in council with the 
Barons. Why, have my dreams belied 
me, then — ^false as the waking things 
that flatter and betray by day 1 In 
such peril will the people forsake me 
and themselves ] Army of saints and 
martyrs, shades of heroes and patriots, 
have ye abandoned for ever your 
ancient home? No, no, I was not raised 
to perish thus ; I will defeat them yet 
— and leave my name a legacy to 
Rome ; a warning to the oppressor — 
an example to the free ! " 



CHAPTER y. 



THE ROTTENNESS 07 THE EDIFICE. 



Thb kindly skill of Nina induced 
Irene to believe that it was but the 
tender consideration of her brother to 
change a scene embittered by her own 
thoughts, and in which the notoriety 
of her engagement with Adrian ex- 
posed her to all that could mortify 
and embarrass, that led to the pro- 
position of her visit to Florence. Its 
suddenness was ascribed to the occa- 
sion of an unexpected mission to 
Ilorence, (for a loan of arms and 
money,) which thus gave her a safe 
and honoured escort. — Passively she 
submitted to what she herself deemed 
a relief; and it was agreed that she 



should for a while be the guest of a 
relation of Nina's, who was the abbess 
of one of the wealthiest of the Floren- 
tine convents: the idea of monastic 
seclusion was welcome to the bruised 
heart and wearied spirit. 

But though not apprised of the 
immediate peril of Rienzi, it was with 
deep sadness and gloomy forebodings 
that she returned his embrace and 
parting blessing ; and when at length 
alone in her litter, and beyond the 
gates of Rome, she repented a depar- 
ture to which the chance of danger 
gave the appearance of desertion. 

Meanwhile, as the declining day 
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dosed around ihe litter and its troop, 
more turbulent actors in the drama 
demand our audience. Tlie traders 
and artisans of Rome at that time, 
and especially during the popular 
goyemment of Bienzi, held weekly 
meetings in each of the thirteen 
quarters of the eity. And in the 
jnost democratic of these, Cecco del 
Tecehio was an oracle and leader. It 
was at that assembly, over which the 
smith presided, that the murmurs that 
preceded the earthquake were heard. 

" So," cried one of the company — 
Luigi, the goodly butcher, — "they 
say he wanted to put a new tax on us; 
and that is the reason he broke up 
the Council to-day, because, good 
men, they were honest, and had 
bowels for the people : it is a shame 
and a sin that the treasury should be 
empty." 

" I told him," said the smith, " to 
beware how he taxed the people. 
Poor msm won't be taxed. But as he 
does not follow my advice, he must 
take the consequence — ^the horse runs 
from one hand, the halter remains in 
the other." 

" Take your advice, Cecco I I war- 
rant me his stomach is too high for 
that now. Why he is grown as proud 
as a pope." 

" For all that, he is a great man," 
said one of the party. ** He gave us 
laws — he rid the Campagna of rob- 
bers — filled the streets with mer- 
chants, and the shops with wares — 
defeated the boldest lords and fiercest 
soldiery of Italy " 

*' And now wants to tax the people I 
— that 's all the thanks we get for help- 
ing him," said the grumbling Cecco. 
'* What would he have been without 
ust — we that make, can rmmake." 

"But," continued the advocate, 
seeing that he had his supporters — 
" but then he taxes us for our own 
liberties." 

"Who strikes at them now?" 
asked tho butcher. 



« Why the Barons are daily mus- 
tering new strength at ICarino." 

" Marino is not Borne," said Luigi, 
the butcher. "Let's wait till they 
come to our gates again — ^we know 
how to receive them. Thoi^, for 
the matter of Uiat, I tiunk we have 
had enough fighting — my two poor 
brothers had each a stab too much for 
them. Why won't the Tribune, if he 
he a great man, let us have peace 1 
All we want now is quiesL" 

" Ah ! " said a seller of hOTse^iar- 
ness. " Let him make it tip with the 
Barons. They were good icastomers 
after all" 

" For my part," said a aaeny-look- 
ing feUow, who had been a grave- 
digger in bad times, and had now 
opened a stall of wajres lor the living, 
" I could forgive him all, but bathing 
in the holy vase <of porphyry." 

"Ah, that was a bad job," aaid 
several, shaking their heada. 

" Axul the knighthood was hut a 
ully show, an' it were not for the wine 
firom the hone's nosfaals Ukai had 
some sense in it." 

"My masters," said Cecco, "the 
folly was in not beheading the Barons 
when he had them all in the net ; 
and so MessereBaroncelli says. (Ah, 
Baroncelli is an honest man, and fol- 
lows no half measures !) It was a sort 
of treason to the people not to do so. 
Why, but for that, we should never 
have lost so many tall fellows by the 
gate of San Lorenzo.** 

" True, true, it was a shame ; some 
say the Barons bought him.** 

"And then," said another, "those 
poor Lords Colonna — ^boy and man — 
they were the best of the fiunily, 
save the Castello. I vow I pitied 
them." 

" But to the point," said one of the 
crowd, the richest of the set ; ''Ihetax 
is the thing. — The ingratitude to tax 
us. — Let him dare to do it ! • 

" Oh, he will not dare, for I hear 
that the Pope's bristles are up at last ; 
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80 ke 'will (u^ hftve us to 
vponl*' 

The door VMihrowii upon — a man 
nudied in opeo-monthed—- 

"JCasten, masters, the Pope's legate 
Imb aniyed at Bome, aad sent for the 
Tribsne, who has just left his pre- 



£re his mditors had recovered their 
dHvpriae, the sound of trumpets made 
JJunruh forth; they saw Bienzi 
sweep \ff with las usual caTakade, and 
n Ms pnwd anay. The twilight was 
jdvancing, and torch-bearers preceded 
ilia w;^. Upon his countenanee was 
ideep eahoa, Imt it was not the caJm of 
ttmientsient. He passed on, and the 
•iMet was again deaolate. Meanwhile 
JRienii reached the Capitol in silence, 
.and mounted to the apartments of the 
piiaee, idiere Kina^ pale and breath- 
i6is> awMtod his return. 

** Well, wfiU, thou amilest! No— it 
is thasb dnad smile, worse than frowns. 
SpefllvMo?ed,speaJLl What saM the 
Qardiaair 

** Little thou wilt love to hear. He 
spoke at first high aad solenmly, 
about the crime of declaring the 
Bomans free ; next about the treason 
of aaB@*tiBg that the election of the 
King of Bome waa in the hands of the 
Bcnoans." 

"WeU— -thy answer." 

''That which became Bome*s Tri- 
bune : I re-asserted each right, and 
prored it. The Cardinal passed to 
other charges." 

"Whatr' 

"The blood of the Barons by San 
Lorenao — blood only shed in our 
own defence against perjured assail- 
ants; this is in reality Hie main 
crime. The Colonna have the Pope's 
ear. Furthermore, the sacrilege — 
yes, the sacrilege (come laugh, Nina, 
laugh .') of bathing in a vase of por- 
phyry need by Oonstantine while yet 
a heathen."* 

" Can it be I What saidst thou T 

*' I laughed. ' CardinaJ,' quoth I, 



* what was not too good for a heathen 
is not too good for a Christian Catho- 
lic ! ' And verily the sour Frenchman 
looked as if I had smote him on the 
hip. When he had done, I asked him, 
in my turn, ' Is it alleged against me 
that 1 have wronged one man in my 
judgment-court 1' — Silence. 'Is it 
said that 1 have broken one law of the 
state r — Silence. 'Is it even whis- 
pered that trade does not flourish- 
that life is not safe— that abroad or at 
home the Boman name is not ho- 
nouredy to that point which no former 
rule can parallel 1 ' — Silence. ' Tnen,' 
said 1, ' Lord Cardinal, I d^nand thy 
thanks, not thy censure.' The French- 
man looked, andlooked, and trembled, 
and shrunk, and then <mt he spake. 
' I have but one mission to fulfil, on 
the part of the Pontiff — resign at 
once thy Tribuneship, -or the Church 
inflicts upon thee its solemn curse.'" 

" How — how] " said Nina, turning 
very pale; ''what is it that awaits 
thee?" 

" Excommunication ! " 

This awful sentence, by which the 
spiritual arm had so often stricken 
down the fiercest foe, came to Nina's 
ear as a knelL She covered her face 
with her hands. Bi^izi paced the 
room with rapid strides. " The curse ! " 
he muttered; "the Church's curse — 
for me — for me ! " 

" Oh, Cola 1 didst thou not seek to 
pacify this stem " 

"Pacify! Death and dishonour! 
Pacify ! 'Cardinal,' I said, and I felt 
his soul shrivel at my gaze, ' my p wer 
I received from the people — ^to the 
people alone I render it. For my soul, 
man's word cannot scathe it. Tnou, 
haughty priest, thou thyself art the 
accursed, if, puppet and tool of low 
cabals and exiled tyrants, thou breath- 
est but a breath in the name of he 
Lord of Justice, for the cause of the 
oppressor, and against the rights of 
the oppressed.' With that I l^t him, 
and now '* 
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"Ay, now — now what will happen? 
Excommunication! In the metro- 
polis of the Church, too — the supersti- 
tion of the people ! Oh, Cola ! " 

"If," muttered Rienzi, "my con- 
fidence condemned me of one crime 
—if I had stained my hands in one 
just man's blood — ^if I had broken one 
law I myself had framed — ^if I had 
taken bribes, or wronged the poor, or 
scorned the orphan, or shut my heart 
to the widow — then, then — ^but no! 
Lord, thou wilt not desert me 1 " 

"But man may!" thought Nina 
mournfully, as she perceiyed that one 
of Rienzi's dark fits of fSsmatical and 
mystical re very was growing over him 
—fits which he suflfered no living eye, 
not even Nina's, to witness when they 
gathered to their height. And now, 
kideed, after a short interval of mut- 
tered soliloquy, in which his face 
worked so that the veins on his 
temples swelled like cords, he abruptly 
left the room, and sought the private 
oratory connected with his closet. 
Over the emotions there indulged let 
us draw the veil. Who shall describe 
those awful and mysterious moments, 
when man, with all his fiery passions, 
turbulent thoughts, wild hopes, and 
despondent fears, demands the solitary 
audience of his Maker 1 

It was long after this conference 
with Nina, and the midnight bell had 
long tolled, when Rienzi stood alone, 
upon one of tlio balconies of the 
palace, to cool, in the starry air, the 
fever that yet lingered on his ex- 
hausted frame. The night was 
exceedingly calm, the air clear, but 
chill, for it was now December. He 
gazed intently upon those solemn orbs 
to which our wild credulity has re- 
ferred the prophecies of our doom. 

" Vain science 1 " thought the Tri- 
bune, "and gloomy fEintasy, that 
man's fate is pre-ordained — ^irrevocable 
^-unchangeable, from the moment of 
Ills birth! Yet, were the dream not 
baseless, fain would I know which of 



yon stately lights is my natal star,— 
which images — ^which reflects — my 
career in life, and the memory I shall 
leave in death." As this thought 
crossed him, and his gaze was still 
fixed above, he saw, as if made sud- 
denly more distinct than the stars 
around it, that rapid and fiery comet 
which in the winter of 1347 dismayed 
the superstitions of those who recog- 
nised in the stranger of the heavens 
the omen of disaster and of woe. 
He recoiled as it met his eye, and mut- 
tered to himself, " Is such indeed my 
type I or, if the legendary lore speak 
true, and these strange fires portend 
nations ruined and rulers overthrown, 
does it foretell my fate 1 I will think 
no more."* As his eyes fell, they 
rested upon the colossal Lion of Ba^ 
salt in the place below, the starlight 
investing its grey and towering form 
with a more ghostly whiteness ; and 
then it was, that he perceived two 
figures in black robes lingering by the 
pedestal which supported the statue, 
and apparently engaged in some occu- 
pation which he could not guess. A 
fear shot through his veins, for he had 
never been able to divest himself of 
the vague idea that there was some 
solemn and appointed connexion be- 
tween his fate and that old Lion of 
Basalt. Somewhat relieved, he heard 
his sentry challenge the intruders; 
and as they came forward to the liglit, 
he perceived that they wore the gar- 
ments of monks. 

"Molest us not, son," said one of 
them to the sentry. " By order of the 
Legate of the Holy Father we affix to 
this public monument of justice and 
of wrath, the bull of excommunication 
against a heretic and rebel. Wob to 

THE AOCURSSD OF THB ChUROH 1 " 



* Alaa ! if by the Romani MBOdated with 
the fall of Rienii, that comet waa by the 
rest of Europe connected with the more dire 
calamity of the Great Plagiie that so soon 
afterwards enaued. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE FALL OF THE TEMPLE. 



I'! was as a thunderbolt in a serene day 
-»the reverse of the Tribune in the 
zenith of his power, in the ahasement 
of his foe ; when, with but a handful 
of brave Romans, determined to be 
free, he might have crushed for ever 
the antagonist power to the Roman 
liberties — have secured the rights of 
his countiy, and filled up the measure 
of his own renown. Such a reverse 
was the very mockery of Pate, who 
bore him through disaster, to abandon 
him in the sunniest noon of his pros- 
perity. 

The next morning not a soul was to 
be seen in the streets ; the shops were 
shut — the churches closed; the city 
was as under an interdict. The awful 
curse of the papal excommunication 
upon the chief magistrate of the Pon- 
tifical City, seemed to freeze up all the 
arteries of life. The Legate himself, 
affecting fear of his life, had fled to 
Monte Fiascone, where he was joined 
by the Barons immediately after the 
publication of the edict. The curse 
worked best in the absence of the 
execrator. 

Towards evening a few persons 
might be seen traversing the broad 
space of the Capitol, crossing them- 
selves, as the bull, placarded on the 
Lion, met their eyes, and disappearing 
within the doors of the great palace. 
By and by, a few anxious groups col- 
lected in the streets, but they soon 
dispersed. It was a paralysis of all 
intercourse and commune. That spi- 
ritual and unarmed authority, which, 
like the invisible hand of God, deso- 
lated the market-place, and humbled 
the crowned head, no physical force 
could rally against or resist. Yet, 
through the universal awe, one con- 
'viction touched the multitude— it was 



for them that their Tribune was thus 
blasted in the midst of his glories! 
The words of the Brand recorded 
against him on wall and column de- 
tailed his offences : — ^rebellion in assert- 
ing the liberties of Rome — ^heresy in 
purifying ecclesiastical abuses;— and, 
to serve for a miserable covert to 
the rest, it was sacrilege for bathing 
in the porphyry vase of Constantino I 
They felt the conviction ; they sighed 
— they shuddered — ^and, in his vast 
palace, save a few attached and devoted 
hearts, the Tribune was alone f 

The staunchest of his Tuscan sol- 
diery were gone with Irene. The rest 
of his force, save a few remaining 
guards, was the paid Roman mUitia, 
composed of citizens ; who, long dis- 
contented by the delay of their sti- 
pends, now seized on the excuse of the 
excommunication to remain passive, 
but grumbling, in their homes. 

On the third day, a new incident 
broke upon the death-like lethargy of 
the city ; a hundred and fifty merce- 
naries, with Pepin of Minorbino, a 
Neapolitan, half noble, half bandit, (a 
creature of Montreal's,) at their head, 
entered the city, seized upon the for- 
tresses of the Colonna, and sent a 
herald through the city, proclaiming, 
in the name of the Cardinal Legate, 
the reward of ten thousand florins for 
the head of Cola di Rienzi. 

Then, swelled on high, shrill but not 
inspiring as of old, the great bell of 
the Capitol — the people, listless, dis- 
heartened, awed by the spiritual fear 
of the papal authority, (yet greater, in 
such events, since the removal of the 
see,) came unarmed to the Capitol; 
and there, by the Place of the Lion, 
stood the Tribune. His 'squires, below 
the step, held his war-horse, his helm. 
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and the same battle-axe which had 
blazed in the van of victorious war. 

Beside him were a few of his guard, 
his attendants, and two or three of the 
principal citizens. 

He stood bareheaded and erect, 
giMong upoii the abaahed and unarmed 
crowvl wdth a look of bitter soom> 
xniiigiAd witb doep eompasuoa; an4 
aft/ th« baU oeatedl its toll> aad^ the 
thHiaggtmaliwiiUMaHhedaaAliateaag^ 
he tkfl»ii^k« :-^ 

"Te-eeme»then>on0»agaiB! Come 
ye a» slaves or fraemenl A haadAil 
of aimed mmn ara^iiL yoov wbI1»: will' 
ye> who> chased fmm yonr gsite» 
the hftoghtieBt kniglitB — the most 
pnetiaedi battle-men <^ Bomef suo^ 
cnmb now to one hundfed and 
fifty hiielings and stanrngenil Will 
ye ana for your Tribune^)» You 
aze silent l—be it aOi Will yoa am' 
for your own liberties — youtr own 
Bomel Silent still! By the saints 
thai reign on the thrones of the^hea* 
then gods! are ye thus faUiui. &om 
your bicthsightt Have yoa no arms 
for yenr owil defence 1 Bomanst, hesr 
me! Hanre I wronged ymi?-4f so> 
by your hands let me die : and then, 
mth- knivas yet reeking with my 
bloody go forward against the robbcor 
wiiO'is but the herald of your slavery ; 
and I die honoured, grateful, and 
amngedi Tou weep ! Great Gbdl 
yonv weep I Ay,, and I could we6p> too 
-^thai I should live to speak of liberty 
iayaiB;tDBoman»^Weep! isthisan' 
honr for tears? Weep now, and your 
teanr diall ripen harvests of orbne^ 
and licence,, and despotism^ to come ! 
Bomans,. ann ! follow me at once to 
the Place of the Colbnna : expel this 
mffian^-^ez^el your enemy (no matter 
what afterwards you do to m^t " he- 
paused;, no ardour was kindled by his* 
wwxiJi— *' or," he continued, " I aban^ 
don. you to your fate." Thero was a 
long, low,. general murmur ; at length 
it became shaped into speech, and 
many voices cried simultaneously : 



"The Pope's bull!— Thou art a man 
accursed I " 

" What ! " cried the Tribune ; " and 
is it ye who forsake me, ye for whose 
cause alone man dares to hurl against 
me the thunders of his God 1 Is it not 
for you- that I am declared heretic and 
rebel ! What are my imputed crimesi 
That I have macU Borne and asserted 
Italy to be &ee ; that I have subdued 
the proud Magpat>eB, who> were the 
Booufge both. o£ Pope and ^People. 
And yen — you upbraid me with what 
I have? dared and done for you t Men» 
wih you> I. would have fought,-ybr you 
I would have perished^ Tou forsake 
yourselves in forsaking me,, and since 
I no longer rule over braw men, I 
resign my power to the tyrant you 
prefer. Seven months I have ruled 
over you, prosperous iur commerce, 
stainless in justice — ^victorious in the 
field : — I have shown you what Bome 
could her and,, since I abdicate the 
government ye gave me, when I am 
gone^ strike for your own freedom ! 
It mattera nothing who is the chief of 
a brave and great people^ Prove that 
Bome hath) many a Bienzi, but of 
brighter fortunes^" 

" I would he had^ not sought to tax 
usr" said Cecco del Yecchio, who was 
the veiy personification of the vulgar 
feeling : " and that he had beheaded 
theBaronsl" 

" Ay ! " cried the^ ex«gravedigger ; 
"but that blessed. poi^hyiy vase ! " 

''And why should we get our throats 
cut^" said Luig|,.th6 butdier, " like my 
two brothers ?---Heaven rest them I " 

On the fiiceof the general multitude- 
there was a common expression of 
iiTOsolution' and shame, many wept 
and groaned, none (save the aforesfud 
grumblers) aoemed^ none upbraided^ 
but none seemed disposed to arm. It 
was one of those listless panics, those 
strange fits of indifierenoe andlethargy 
which often seize upon a people who 
make liberty a matter of impulM and 
caprice, to whom it has become a 
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catchword, who have not long enjoyed 
aU its rational, and sonnd, and prac- 
tical^ and blessed results ; who hare 
been aAajed by the storms that 
heiald its dawn ; — a people such as is 
common to the south : such as even 
ibe niorth haa known ; such as, had 
CbromwelT lived a year Tonger, even 
ffinglaad might have seen; and, in- 
^i&A, in some measure, such a reaction 
from popular enthusiasm to popular 
indifference I&igland did see, when 
h«c children madly surrendered the 
fhuta o£a bloody war, without reserve, 
without Ibresight, to the lewd pen- 
sbmer of Louis^ and the royal mur- 
derar of Sydney. To such prostration 
of soul, such blindness of intellect, 
even the noblest people will be sui>- 
Jected, when liberty, which should be 
the growth of ages, spreading its roots 
through the strata of a thousand cus- 
toms, is raised, the exotic of an hour, 
and (like the Tree and Dryad of 
ancient &ble) flourishes and withers 
with the single spirit that protects it. 

" Oh, Heaven, that I were a man !" 
exchumed Angelo, who stood behind 
Bienzi. 

"Hear him, hear the boy,*' gied 
the Tribune ; " out of the mouths of 
babei speaketh wisdom 1 He wishes 
that he: were a man, as ye are men, 
that he might, do as ye should do. 
Mark me, — ^I ride with these faithful 
few through^ the quarter of the Co- 
lonna^ before the fortzess of your foe. 
Three times before that fortress shall 
my trumpets sound ; if at the third 
blast ye come noty armed as befits ye 
—I say not all, but three, but two, but 
one hundred of ye— -I break up my 
wand of office, and the world sbsJl say 
one hundred and fifty robbers quelled 
the soul of Bome, and crushed her 
magistrate and her laws ! " 

With those words he descended 
the stairs, and mounted his charger ; 
the popidaoe gave way in silence, 
and their Tribune and his slender 
train passed slowly on, and gradually 



vanished from the view of the increas- 
ing crowd. 

The Romans remained on the place, 
and after a pause, the demagogue 
Baroncelli, who saw an opening to his 
ambition, addressed them. Though 
not an eloquent nor gifted man, he 
had the art of uttering the most popu- 
lar commonplaces. And he knew the 
weak side of his audience, in their 
vanity, indolence, and arrogant pride. 

" Look you, my masters," said he, 
leaping up to the Place of the Lion ; 
" the Tribune talks bravely — he always 
did — but the monkey used the cat 
for his chestnuts ; he wants to thrust 
your paws into the fire ; you will not 
be so silly as to let him. The saints 
bless us ! but the Tribune, good man, 
gets a palace and has banquets, and 
bathes in a porphyry vase ; the more 
shame on him! — in which San Syl- 
vester christened the Emperor Con- 
stantino: all this is worth fighting 
for; but you, my masters, what do 
you get except hard blows, and a stare 
at a holyday spectacle 1 Why, if you 
beat these fellows, you will have ano- 
ther tax on the wine : that will be your 
reward!" 

" Hark I " cried Cecco, "there sounds 
the trumpet, — a pity he wanted to 
tax us!" 

" True," cried Baroncelli, " there 
sounds the trumpet ; a silver trumpet^ 
by the Lord ! Xext week, if you help 
him out of the scrape, hell have a 
golden one. But go — ^why don't you 
move, my friends 1 — 'tis but one hun- 
dred and fifty mercenaries. True, they 
are devils to fight, clad in armour from 
top to toe; but what then] — if they 
do cut some four or five hundred 
throats you '11 beat them at last, and 
the Tribune will sup the merrier." 

" There sounds the second blast," 
said the butcher. " If my old mother 
had not lost two of us already, 'tis 
odds, but I 'd strike a blow for the 
bold Tribune." 

" You had better put more quick- 
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Mlver in you," continued Baroncelli, 
" or you will be too late. And what 
a pity that will be ! — If you believe 
the Tribune, he is the only man that 
can save Rome. What, you, the finest 
people in the world— you, not able to 
save yourselves ! — ^you, bound up with 
one man — ^you, not able to dictate to 
the Colonna and Orsini ! Why, who 
beat the Barons at San Lorenzo 1 Was 
it not you] Ah 1 you got the buffets, 
and the Tribune the moneta ! Tush, 
my friends, let ihe man go ; I warrant 
there are plenty as good as he to be 
bought a cheaper bargain. And, hark! 
there is the third blast ; it is too late 
now 1 " 

As the trumpet from the distance 
sent forth its long and melancholy 
note, it was as the last warning of the 
parting genius of the place ; and when 



silence swallowed up the sound, a 
gloom fell over the whole assembly. 
They began to regret, to repent, when 
regret and repentance availed no more. 
The buffoonery of Baroncelli became 
suddenly displeasing ; and the orator 
had the mortification of seeing his 
audience disperse in all directions, 
just as he was about to inform them 
what great things he himself could do 
in their behalf 

Meanwhile the Tribune, passing un- 
scathed through the dangerous quarter 
of the enemy, who, di^ayed at his 
approach, shrunk within their fortress^ 
proceeded to the Castle of St. Angelo, 
whither Nina had already preceded 
him; and which he entered to find 
that proud lady with a smile for his 
safety, — ^without a tear for his reverse. 



CHAPTER YII. 



THE SUCCKSS0R3 OP AN UNSUCCESSFUL REVOLUTION — WHO IS TO BLIXB— IHB 
FORSAKEN ONE OR THE FORSAKSRS? 



Cheerfully broke the winter sun 
over the streets of Rome, as the army 
of the Barons swept along them. The 
Cardinal Legate at the head ; the old 
Colonna (no longer haughty and erect, 
but bowed, and broken-hearted at the 
loss of his sons) at his right hand ; — 
the sleek smile of Luca Savelli — 
the black frown of Rinaldo Orsini, 
were seen close behind. A long but 
barbarous array it was; made up 
chiefly of foreign hirelings ; nor did 
the procession resemble the return of 
exiled citizens, but the march of in- 
vading foes. 

" My Lord Colonna," said the Car- 
dinal Legate, a small withered man, 
by birth a Frenchman, and full of 
the bitterest prejudices against the 
Romans, who had in a former mission 



very ill received him, as was their 
wont with foreign ecclesiastics ; "this 
Pepin, whom Montreal has deputed 
at your orders, hath done us indeed 
good service." 

The old Lord bowed, but made no 
answer. His strong intellect was al- 
ready broken, and there was dotage 
in his glassy eye. The Cardinal mut- 
tered, " He hears me not; sorrow hath 
brought him to second childhood!" 
and looking back, motioned to Luca 
Savelli to approach. 

" Luca," said the Legate, " it was 
fortunate that the Hungarian's black 
banner detained the Proven9al at 
Aversa. Had he entered Rome, we 
might have found Rienzi's successor 
worse than the Tribune himself. Mon- 
treal," he added, with a slight emphasis 
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and a curled lip, ''is a gentleman, 
and a Frenchman. This Pepin, who 
is his delegate, we must bribe, or me- 
nace to our will." 

. "Aasuredly,** answered Savelli, "it 
Is not a difficult task : for Montreal 
calculated on a more stubborn contest, 
wliieli he himself would have found 
kisnre to dose " 

"As Podesta, or Prince of Rome! 
the modest man ! We Frenchmen 
kaTe a due sense of our own merits ; 
but this sudden victory surprises him 
as it doth us, Luca; and we shall 
•wrest the prey from Pepin, ere Mon- 
treal can come to his help ! But Rienzi 
must die. He is still, I hear, shut 
up in St. Angelo. The Orsini shall 
storm him there ere the day be much 
older. To-day we possess the Capitol — 
annul all the rebel's laws — break up 
his ridiculous parliament, and put aU 
the gOYemment of the city under three 
senators— Rinald? Orsini,Colonna, and 
myself; you, my Lord, I trust, we shall 
fitly provide for." 

" Oh ! I am rewarded enough by 
returning to my palace ; and a descent 
on the Jewellers' quarter will soon 
build up its fortifications. Luca Sa- 
velli is not an ambitious man. He 
wants but to live In peace." 

The Cardinal smiled sourly, and 
took the turn towards the Capitol. 

In the front space the usual gapers 
were assembled. " Make way i make 
way! knaves!" cried the guards, 
tiampling on either side the crowd, 
who, accustomed to the sedate and 
courteous order of Rienzi's guard, fell 
back too slowly for many of them to 
escape severe injury from the pikes of 
the soldiers and the hoofs of the 
horses. Our friend, Luigi, the butcher, 
was one of these, and the surliness of 
the Roman blood was past boiling 
heat when he received in his ample 
stomach the blunt end of a German's 
pike. ** There, Roman," said the rude 
mercenary, in his barbarous attempt 
at Italian, "make Iray for your betters ; 
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you have had enough crowds audshowiw 
of late, in all conscience." 

" Betters !" gulped out the poor 
butcher; ''a Roman has no betters; 
and if I had not lost two brothers by 
San Lorenzo, I would " 

" The dog is mutinous," said one of 
the followers of the Orsini, succeeding 
the German who had passed on, "and 
talks of San Lorenzo !" 

" Oh ! " said another Orsinist, who 
rode abreast, " I remember him of old. 
He was one of Rienzi's gang." 

" Was he ? " said the other, sternly ; 
" then we cannot begin salutary ex- 
amples too soon;'* and, offended at 
something swaggering and insolent in 
the butcher's look, the Orsinist coolly 
thrust him through the heart with his 
pike, and rode on over his body. 

" Shame ! Shame I " " Murder ! 
Murder ! " cried the crowd : and they 
began to press, in the passion of the 
moment, round the fierce guards. 

The Legate heard the cry, and saw 
the rush : he turned pale. " The ras- 
cals rebel again I " he faltered. 

" No, your Eminence — no," said 
Luca ; " but it may be as well to in- 
fuse a wholesome terror ; they are all 
unarmed ; let me bid the guards dis- 
perse them. A word will do it." 

The Cardinal assented; the word was 
given; and, in a few minutes, the 
soldiery, who still, smarted under the 
vindictive memory of defeat from an 
undisciplined multitude, scattered the 
crowd down the streets without scruple 
or mercy — riding over some, spearing 
others — ^filling the air with shrieks 
and yells, and strewing the ground 
with almost as many men as a few 
days before would have sufficed to have 
guarded Rome, and preserved the con- 
stitution I Through this wild, tumul- 
tuous scene, and over the bodies of 
its victims, rode the Legate and his 
train, to receive in the Hall of the 
Capitol the allegiance of the citizens^ 
and to proclaim the return of the 
oppressors. 
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As ihey diflmoimted at the stain, 
a placard in luge letters struck the 
«ye of the L^ate. It was placed upon 
the pedestal of the lion of Baflalt» 
eoyering the yery place that had been 
occupied by the ball of ezoommimi- 
•ation. ^e words were few, and ran 
tfans: 

'' TaniBLB ! £i»rzi SHALL annmir r 

" How ! what means this nram- 
meiyr' ened the Lsgste, trembling 
ahraady, jbrL leokii^ Tomid to the 
nobles. 

" Please yonr Eminence," said one 
of the oomcilfanB, whohad oome'from 
the €iqRrtol to meet the Legate, " we 
saw it at iday^xreak, the ink. yet moist, 
as we entered the HalL We deemed 
M) best 4o leave it iior yoor SmiiMDee 
to deal wsth." 

-^Tou deemed I Who are ffou, 



^ One of4he membeis sf tha Coim- 
cil, your Eminence, and a standi >tfp- 
ponent of the Tribme, «s is well 
known, when iie wanted rthe new 
tax ** 

** XUoraicil— 4a»sh ! No more conn- 
eils now ! Order is restored at last. 
The Orsini and the Oolonna will look 
to yon in fotnre. Eesist a tax, did 
you 1 Well, that was right when ^pr^- 
posed by a tyrant ; but / warn you, 
friend, to take care how you vesist the 
tax «e shall in^pose. Happy if your 
city can buy its peace with the Ohorch 
on any terms :— and his Holiness is 
short \£ the florins." 



The discomfited connoiDor shrank 
badL. 

"Tear off ywi ioBoleat placard. 
Nay, hold ! fix over it trnx prodiaauf 
tion of ten thousand florins for the 
keretro's head 1 Ten thooHuid? me- 
thinks that is tee vnidi ^nofff— we will' 
alter the dpher. Meaawhile Biaalde 
Orsini, Lord Senator, matdi thy eoi- 
diers to Bt. Angelo ; letus see tf the 
heretic oan stand a atgt." 

** It neecte not, your Sadnenee," said 
the councillor, again oflldonsly bust- 
ling up ; "St Angelo is •sorrendered. 
The ^bnne, ids wife, and one page, 
eseaped last night, it is said, in •dis- 
guise." 

^' Ha ! " Baid€he okKMnma, wliose 
dulled sense had at let^gOi aniv«d at 
the ooncilttsion ^urt aomeUiing extra- 
ordinary arrested the )>Migrees of his 
finenda. " Wiiatis43iein«tter1 What 
isthatflmaid? Wfll>Be*fnietoIlm& 
tiiewopds4 Jfyoldeyvsafre'dim.'' 

As he ^vtAerediKhe -questions, in the 
shrill and piercing treble -of age, a 
voice wpUad in a lend and tleep tone 
— Quone knew ^i^ienee it vame ,* the 
crowd was rodnmd'tO'afBWVtoBggleiB, 
•chieiiy Mui3 "ki 'Qon^ <and mge, whose 
oonosity non^t 'erald damit, and 
whose garb ensoEedtthemwilBtiy—- the 
soldiers dosed <he Tear-: a Tdee, I 
say, came, startling ^he oolonr ^firem 
many « >diedE— 'in anavrar to -the Co- 
lonna, saying': 

"TsBiBCBi EnaHzisH-AiOiiEEiinisr 
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BOOK VL 

THE PLAGUE. 

•* Bnoo gli anni doUa fruttifera Incamaitone del Flgliuolo di Die al numero pervennti 
cU miUe tnoento quarant'otto, quando nell* agngia oitUi di Fiorenaa oltre ad ognl 
altra Italloa 1)eUi8rima, penrenne la mortifera peatilenaa."— Boccaccio, Introdtatione ai 



" The 7CBX8 of the fmctiferous iacamation of the Son of Ood had reached the number 
of oneihoiuand three hundred and forty-eight, when into the illuatrious dity of Florenoe* 
baantiful beyond every otlver in Italy, entered the desth-fraogbt pettUenoei''— Jirtrttfuclfon 



CHAPTER L 



THE BETKEAT OF THE lOTEB. 



Bar the bordeiB of one of the fairest 
lakes of Northern Italy stood the 
fitvonnte mansion of Adrian di Cas- 
tello, io -which in his softer and less 
patriotic moments his imagination 
had often and fondly turned; and 
thither the young nohleman, dismiss- 
ing his more courtly and distinguished 
oompanions in the Neapolitan em- 
bassy, retired after his ill-starred 
return to Rome. Most of those thus 
dismissed joined the Barons; the 
young Annibaldi, whose daring and 
ambitious nature had attached him 
strongly to the Tribune, maintained 
a neutral ground ; he betook himself 
to his castle in the Campagna, and 
did not return to Rome till the expul- 
sion of lUenzi. 

The retreat of Irene's lover was one 
well fitted to feed his melancholy 
reveries. Without being absolutely 
a fortress, it was sufficiently strong 
to resist any assadlt of the mountain 
robbers or petty tyrants in the vici- 
nity; while, built by some former 
lord from the materials of the half- 
ruined villas of the ancient Romans, 
its marbled columns and tosselated 



pavements relieved with a wild graee 
the grey stone walls and massive 
towers of feudal masonry. Rising 
from a green eminence gently sloping 
to the lake, the stately pile cast its 
shadow far and dark over the beauti- 
ful waters ; by its side, from the high 
and wooded mountains on the back- 
ground, broke a waterfall, in irregular 
and sinuous course — ^now hid by the 
foliage, now gleaming in the light, 
and collecting itself at last in a broad 
basin — beside which a little fountain, 
inscribed with half-obliterated letters, 
attested the departed elegance of the 
classic age — some memento of lord 
and poet whose very names were lost; 
thence descending through mosses 
and lichen, and odorous herbs, a brief, 
sheeted stream bore its surplus into 
the lake. And there, amidst the 
sturdier and bolder foliage of the 
North, grew, wild and picturesque, 
many a tree transplanted, in ages 
back, from the sunnier East; not 
blighted nor stunted in that golden 
clime, which fosters almost every 
produce of nature as with a mother's 
care. The phice was remote and 
K 2 
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«olitary. The roads that conducted 
to it from the distant towns were 
tangled, intricate, mountainous, and 
beset by robbers. A few cottages, 
and a small convent, a quarter of a 
league up the verdant margin, were 
the nearest habitations ; and, save by 
some occasional pilgrim or some 
bewildered traveller, the loneliness 
of the mansion was rarely invaded. 
It was precisely the spot which prof- 
fered rest to a man weary of the 
world, and indulged the memories 
which grow in rank luxuriance over 
the wrecks of passion. And he whose 
mind, at once gentle and self-depend- 
ent, can endure solitude, might have 
ransacked all earth for a more £Edr and 
undisturbed retreat. 

But not to such a solitude had the 
earlier dreams of Adrian dedicated 
the place. Here had he thought — 
shoiUd one bright being have pre- 
sided — ^here should love have found 
its haven : and hither, when love at 
length admitted of intrusion, hither 
might wealth and congenial culture 
have invited all the gentler and better 
spirits which had begun to move over 
the troubled face of Italy, promising 
a second and younger empire of poesy, 
and lore, and art. To the graceful 
and romantic but somewhat pensive 
and inert, temperament of the young 
noble, more adapted to calm and 
civilized than stormy and barbarous 
times, ambition proffered no reward 
80 grateful as lettered leisure and 
intellectual repose. His youth coloured 
by the influence of Petrarch, his 
manhood had dreamed of a happier 
Yaucluse not untenanted by a Laura. 
The visions which had connected the 
scene with the image of Irene made 
the place still haunted by her shade ; 
and time and absence only minister- 
ing to his impassioned meditations, 
deepened his melancholy and in- 
creased his love. 

In this lone retreat — which even in 
describing from memory, for these eyes 



have seen, tnese feet have trodden, 
this heart yet yeameth for, the spot — 
which even, I say, in thus describing, 
seems to me (and haply also to the 
gentle reader) a grateful and welcome 
transit from the storms of action and 
the vicissitudes of ambition, so long 
engrossing the narrative; — in this 
lone retreat Adrian passed the winter, 
which visits with so mild a change 
that intoxicating clime. The roar of 
the world without was borne but in 
faint and indistinct murmurings to 
his ear. He learned only imperfectly, 
and with many contradictions, the 
news which broke like a thunderbolt 
over Italy, that the singular and 
aspiring man — ^himself a revolution — 
who had excited the interest of all 
Europe, the brightest hopes of the 
enthusiastic, the profusest adulation 
of the great, the deepest terror of the 
despot, the wildest aspirations of all 
free spirits, had been suddenly stricken 
from his state, Ms name branded and 
his head proscribed. This events 
which happened at the end of Decem- 
ber, reached Adrian, through a wan- 
dering pilgrim, at the commencement 
of March, somewhat more than two 
months after the date; the March 
of that awful year 1348, which saw 
Europe, and Italy especially, deso- 
lated by the direst pestilence which 
Mstory has recorded, accursed alike 
by the numbers and the celebrity of 
its victims, and yet strangely con- 
nected with some not unpleasing 
images by the grace of Boccaccio and 
the eloquence of Petrarch. 

The pilgrim who informed Adrian 
of the revolution at Rome was unable 
to give him any clue to the present 
fate of Rienzi or his family. It was 
only known that the Tribune and his 
wife had escaped, none knew whither; 
many guessed that they were already 
dead, victims to the numerous robbers 
who immediately on the &11 of the 
Tribune settled back to their former 
habits, sparing neither age nor sex^ 
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Tfealih nor poverty. As all relating | 
to the ex-Tribune was matter of eager 
interest, the pilgrim had also learned 
that, previons to the fall of Rienzi^ his 
sister had left Bome, but it was not 
known to what place she had been 
eonyeyed. 

The news utterly roused Adrian 
from his dreaming life. Irene was 
then in the condition his letter dared 
to picture — severed from her brother, 
taMen from her rank, desolate and 
friendless. '' Now," said the generous 
and high-hearted lover, " she may be 
mine without a disgrace to my name. 
Whatever Kienzi's faults, she is not 
implicated in them, ^er hands are not 
red with my kinsman's blood; nor 
can men say that Adrian di Castello 
allies himself with a House whose 
power is built upon the ruins of the 



Colonnas. The Colonna are re* 
stored — again triumphant — Rienzi 
is nothing — distress and misfortune 
unite me at once to her on whom they 
folir 

But how were these romantic reso- 
lutions to be executed— 'Irene's dwell- 
ing-place unknown? He resolved 
himself to repair to Rome and make 
the necessary inquiries : accordingly 
he summoned his retainers: — ^bli^e 
tidings to them, those of travel 1 The 
mail left the armoury — the banner the 
hall — and after two days of animated 
bustle, the fountain by which Adrian 
had passed so many hours of revery 
was haunted only by the birds of the 
returning spring; and the nightly 
lamp no longer cast its solitary ray 
from his turret chamber over the 
bosom of the deserted lake. 



CHAPTER II. 



THB 8EEKEB. 



It was a bright, oppressive, sultry 
morning, when a solitary horseman 
was seen winding that unequalled 
road, from whose height, amidst fig- 
trccs, vines, and olives, the traveller 
beholds gradually break upon his 
gaze the enchanting valley of theAmo, 
and the spires and domes of Florence. 
But not with the traveller's customary 
eye of admiration and delight passed 
that solitary horseman, and not upon 
the usual activity, and mirth, and 
animation of the Tuscan life, broke 
that noon-day sun. All was silent, 
void, and hushed; and even in the 
light of heaven there seemed a sick- 
lied and ghastly glare. The cottages 
by the road-side were some shut up 
and closed, some open, but seemingly 
inmateless. The plough stood still, 
the distaff plied not : horse and man 



had a dreary holiday. There was a 
darker curse upon the land than the 
curse of Cain! Now and then a single 
figure, usually clad in the gloomy 
robe of a friar, crossed the road, lifting 
towards the traveller a livid and 
amazed stare, and then hurried on, 
and vanished beneath some roof, 
whence issued a faint and dying 
moan, which but for the exceeding 
stillness around could scarcely have 
pierced the threshold. As the travel^ 
ler neared the city, the scene became 
less solitary, yet more dread. There 
might be seen carts and litters, thick 
awnings wrapped closely round them, 
containing those who sought safety 
in flight, forgetful that the Plague 
was everywhere ! And while these 
gloomy vehicles, conducted by horses, 
gaunt, shadowy skeletons, crawling 
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heavily along, pasBed by, like hearses 
of the dead, sometimes a ciy burst 
the ailence in- which they moved, and 
the traveller's steed started aside, as 
some wretch, on whom the disease had 
broke fbrth» was dropped from the 
Tehicle by tiie selfish inhumanity of 
his comrades, and left to perish by 
the way. Hard by the gate a waggon 
paused, and a man with a mask threw 
out its contents in a green slimy ditch 
that bordered the road. These were 
garments and robes of all kind and 
Yilue; the broidered mantle of the 
gallant, the hood and veil of my lady, 
and the rags of the peasant. While 
glancing at the laJ>our of the masker, 
the cavalier beheld a herd of swine, 
gaunt and half &mished, run to the 
spot in the hopes of food, and the 
traveller shuddered to think toluU 
food they might have anticipated ! 
But ere he reached the gate, those of 
the animals that liad been busiest 
rooting at the infectious heap, dropped 
down dead amongst their fellows.* 

" Ho, ho," said the masker, and his 
hollow voice sounded yet more hollow 
through his vizard, — " comest .thou 
here to die, stranger 1 See, thy brave 
mantie of triple-^ile and golden broui- 
ery will not save thee from the gavoc* 
dolo.f Bide on^ ride on ; — ^to^lay fit 
morsel for thy lady's kiss, to^morrew 
too fool for the lat and wona!" 

Replying not to this hideous wd- 
come, Adrian, for it was he> pursued 
his way. The gate* stood wide open : 
this was the most appalling ugn of 
all, for, at first, the most jiaaious 
precaution had been taken against 
the ingress of strangers. Now all 
care, all foresight,, all vigilance were 
vain. And thrice nine waxdenr had 
died at that single post, and the 
officers to appoint their successers 
were dead too 1 Law and Police, and 



the Tribunals of Health,, and the 
Boards of Safety, Death had stopped 
them all ! And the Pktgue killed art 
itself,, social umon^. the harmony and 
mechanism of civilizaiion, as if they 
had been bone and flesh ! 

So, mute and solitary, went on the 
lover, in his quest of love, resolved to 
find and to save his betrothed, and 
guided (that fidthful and loyal knight !) 
through the Wilderness of Horror by 
the blessed hope of that strange pas- 
sion, noblest of all when noble, basest 
of ail when base I He eame into a 
broad and spacious square lined with 
palaces, the usual haunt of the best 
and most graceful nobility of Italy. 
The stranger was alone now, and the 
tramp of his gallant steed sounded 
ghastly and fearful in his own ears, 
when just as he turned the comer of 
one of the streets that led from it, he 
saw a woman steal forth with a child 
in her arms, while another, yet in 
infancy, clung to her robe. She held 
a large bunch of flowers to her nostrils, 
(the fiincied and favourite mode to 
prevent infection), and muttered to 
the children, who were moaning with 
hunger, — " Yes, yes, you shall have 
food ! Plenty o£ food now for the 
stirring forth. But ol^. ihaJt Hirring 
forth r — and wtte peeoed about and 
round, leet any of the diseased might 
be near; 

" My friendy" said be, '' can you 
direct me to the convent of *' 

" Away, nan^. awray 1 " shrieked the 



* The nuno spectaolo greeted, and is re- 
corded by, Boccaccio. 

t The tumour that made the fatal symp. 
torn. 



" Alas ! " said Adriaa^. with » mourn- 
ful smile, " can you not see that I 
auL not, aa yet^ one to sprmd contar 
gioni" 

But the woman,^ unheeding him, 
fled on ; when, after a few paces, she 
was arrested by the child that dnng 
to her. 

''Mother, mother r it crittd, " lam 
sick — I cannot stir." 

The woman halted, tore aside the 
child's robe, saw under the arm the 
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kJkaSL tumoiir, and^ deserting her own 
toh^ flod mJth a shriek along the 
square. The shxidL rang long in 
Adrian's ears, though not aware of 
the' tt M Mfa u al cause; — the mo&ier 
/eanct ntd fir her infitni, hut herself, 
JEhe TQiiee of JSTature was no more 
heeded in that chamel city than it is 
ka tke teaib Hself ! Adrkm rode on 
at a brisker pace, and came at length 
befbre a stately church ; its doors 
wme widft openj and he s&w within a 
company of monks (the chureh had 
M> othtf ironfliippers, and they were 
masked), gathered round the altar, 
ind chanting the ifisertre Dumiohe ; 
— the ministers of God, in a city 
hitherto boasting the devoutest popu- 
Iftftua. TOL Italy; without a flock t 

f!he ymrag Cavalier paused before 
tiw do(MV and waited till the senrice 
wee doae^ and the monks descended 
thft Btope into the siareet. 

<* Hcriy ftthere," said he then, "may 
I pmy your geodneis to tell me my 
nenett wey to the oonyent Santa 
Ibrisde'Ftezir 

''Son," said one- of these fiaature* 
less spectveiy for so tiiey seemed in^ 
tibeir shrood-lBce robee, and uncouth 
irinrda,— f' son, pen on your wmy, and 
€M be with you. Bobbers or re* 
veHers may now fill the holy doisten 
ytw speek of. The abbess is dead; 
and many a uster sleepe with her. 
And the niuui hare fled from- the 
oontagion.* 

Adrian half fell from his horse. 
and, aa he still remained rooted to 
tke spoty the dark preces^on swept 
on, hymning in solemn dirge through 
the deeolftte sbreet the monastic 
ehaoBi— 

« By the Vbtlier sncl the Son, 
Death -«n«Mr«d and mercy won : 
Spare ii% liniMietheiish we be ; 
liiMrere IkmUmtr* 

Beco^ering from his stupor, Adrian 
regained the brethren, and, as they 
closed the burthen <^ their song, 
again aooosted them. 



"Holy fiithers, dismiss me not 
thus. Perchance the one I seek may 
yet be heard of at the conrent. TeU 
me which way to shape my course." 

"Disturb us not, son," said the 
monk who spoke before. " It is aa 
ill omen fbr thee to break thus upon 
the inTocationa of the ministers of 
Heayen." 

" Pardon, pardon ! I will do ample 
penance, pay many masses; but I 
seek a dear friend — the way — the 

"To the ri^t, till yon gain the 
fixstibridgek Beyond the third bridge, 
on the riTer side, you will find the 
conrent/' said another monk, moved 
by the earnestness of Adrian.. 

"Bless you, holy fiither," faltered 
finrth the CaYaliei^ and spurred his 
steed in the direction giren. The 
friars heeded him not> but again re- 
sumed thehr diige. Mingled with the 
sound of his horse's hoofs on the clat- 
tering paTement, came to the riderti 
ear the imploring line-«-> 

- Misecere Domine I** 

Impatient^ Eock at hearty desperate^ 
Adrian flew^ through the street at the 
full speed of hia hone. He passed 
the market-place— -it was empty aa 
the desert; — the gloomy and barri* 
cadoed streets, in which the counter 
cries of Guelf and Qhibeline had so 
often cheered on the Chivalry and 
Bank of Florence. Now huddled 
together in vault and pit, lay Guelf 
and Ghibelme, knightly spurs and 
beggar's oruteh; To that sUence the 
roar even of civil strife would have 
been a blessing! The first bridge^ 
the river side, the second, the third 
bridge, all were gained, and Adrian 
at last reined his steed before the 
walls of the convent. He &atened 
his steed to the porch, in which the 
door stood ajar, half torn from ita 
hinges, traversed the court> gained 
the opposite door that admitted to 
the T"f"" building, came to the jealous 
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grating, now no more a barrier from 
the profane world, and as he there 
paused a moment to recover breath and 
nenre, wild laughter and loud song, 
interrupted and mixed with oaths, 
startled his ear. He pushed aside the 
grated door, entered, and, led by the 
sounds, came to the refectory. In 
that meeting-place of the severe and 
mortified maids of heaven, he now 
beheld gathered round the upper 
table, used of yore by the abbess, 
a strange, disorderly, ruffian herd, 
who at first glance seemed indeed of 
all ranks, for some wore serge, or 
even rags, others were tricked out in 
all the bravery of satin and velvet, 
plume and mantle. But a second 
glance sufficed to indicate that the 
companions were much of the same 
degree, and that the finery of the 
more showy was but the spoil rent 
from ung^uarded palaces or tenantless 
bazaars ; for under plumed hats, 
looped with jewels, were grim, un- 
washed, unshaven fiices, over which 
hung the long locks which the pro- 
fessed brethren of the sharp knife and 
hireling arm had just begun to assume, 
serving them often instead of a mask. 
Amidst these savage revellers were 
many women, young and middle- 
aged, foul and fair, and Adrian piously 
shuddered to see amongst the loose 
robes and uncovered necks of the 
professional harlots the saintly habit 
and beaded rosary of nuns. Flasks 
of wine, ample viands, gold and 
silver vessels, mostly consecrated to 
holy rites, strewed the board. As 
the young Roman paused spell-bound 
at the threshold, the man who acted 
as president of the revel, a huge, 
swarthy ruffian, with a deep scar over 
his face, which, traversing the whole 
of the left cheek and upper lip, gave 
his large features an aspect preter- 
naturally hideous, called out to him — 
** Come in, man — come in ! Why 
stand you there amazed and dumbi 
We are hospitable revellers, and give 



all men welcome. Here are wine and 
women. My Lord Bishop's wine and 
my Lady Abbess's women f 

* Sing b«y, sing ho, for the royal Dbatr, 
That scatters a host with a single hnath ; 
That opens the prison to ^oil the palace. 
And rids honest necks from the hangman's 

malioOi 
Here's a health to the Plague 1 Let the 

mighty ones dread. 
The poor never lived till the wealthy wen 

dead. 
A health to the Plagne ! may She ever as 

now 
Loose the rogue from his chain and the 

nmi from her vow : 
To the gaoler a sword, to the captive a key, 
Hurrah for Earth's Curse— tie a Blessinf 

tome!" 

Ere this fearful stave was concluded, 
Adrian, sensible that in such oigies 
there was no chance of prosecuting 
his inquiries, left the desecrated 
chamber and fled, scarcely drawing 
breath, so great was the terror that 
seized him, till he stood once more 
in the court amidst the hot, sickly, 
stagnant sunlight, that seemed a fit 
atmosphere for the scenes on which it 
fell. He resolved, however, not to 
desert the place without making 
another effort at inquiry; and while 
he stood without the court, musing 
and doubtful, he saw a small chapel 
hard by, through whose long case* 
ment gleamed fidntly, and dimmed 
by the noon-day, the light of tapers. 
He turned towards its porch, entered,, 
and saw beside the sanctuary a single 
nun kneeling in prayer. In thenarrow 
aisle, upon a long table, (at either end 
of which burned the tali dismal 
tapers whose rays had attracted him,) 
the drapery of several shrouda showed 
him the hidf-distinct outline of human 
figures hushed in death. Adrian 
himself, impressed by the sadness and 
sanctity of the place, and the touching 
sight of that solitary and nnselfish 
watcher of the dead, knelt down and 
intensely prayed. 

As he rose, somewhat relieved frosk^ 
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ike bnrihen at his heart, the nnn rose 
aliOy and started to perceive him. 

"Unhappy manT' said she, in a 
vdce which, low, faint, and solemn, 
Bonnded as a ghost's — '* what fatality 
hrings thee hither) Seest thou not 
ikon art in the presence of clay 
which the Flagae hath touched — then 
breathest the air which destroys ! 
Hence! and search throughout all 
the desolation for one spot where the 
Dark Visitor hath not come ! " 

*' Holy nudden," answered Adrian, 
"the danger you hazard does not 
appal me ; — I seek one whose life is 
dearer than my own." 

"Thon needest say no more to tell 
me thou art newly come to Florence I 
Here son forsakes his fiEither, and 
mother deserts her child. When life 
is most hopeless, these worms of a 
day cling to it as if it were the salva- 
tion of immortality! But for me 
alone, death has no horror. Long 
severed from the world, I have seen 
my sisterhood perish — the house of 
God desecrated — ^its altar overthrown, 
and I care not to survive, — the last 
idiom the Pestilence leaves at once 
unpeijured and aUve."* 

The nnn paused a few moments, 
and then, looking earnestly at the 
healthful countenance and unbroken 
frame of Adrian, sighed heavily — 
"Stranger, why fly you not]" she 
said. " Thou mightst as well search 
the crowded vaidts and rotten cor- 
ruption of the dead, as search the 
city for (me living." 

" Sister, and bride of the blessed 
Bedeemer!" returned the Roman, 
clasping his hands—" one word I 
implore thee. Thou art, methinks, 
of the sisterhood of yon dismantled 
convent; tell me, knowest thou if 
Irene di Gabrini,*— guest of the late 
Abbess, sister of the Mien Tribune of 
Rome, — be yet amongst the living ] " 



* The family name of Bienzi was Oa- 
bvinL 



"Art thou her brother, thenV 
said the nun. "Art thou Ihat £Ulen 
Sun of the Morning ? " 

" I am her betrothed," replied 
Adrian, sadly. " Speak." 

"Oh, flesh! flesh! how art thon 
victor to the last, even amidst the 
triumphs and in the lazar-house of 
corruption!" said the nun. "Vain 
man ! think not of such carnal ties ; 
make thy peace with heaven, for thy 
days are surely numbered ! " 

"Woman!" cried Adrian, impa- 
tiently — "talk not to me of myself, 
nor Kill against ties whose holiness 
thou canst not know. I ask thee 
again, as thou thyself hopest for 
mercy and for pardon, is Irene 
living 1 " 

The nun was awed by the energy of 
the young lover, and after a moment^ 
which seemed to him an age of ago- 
nized suspense, she replied — 

" The maiden thou speakest of died 
not with the general death. In the 
dispersion of the few remaining, she 
left the convent — I know not whither; 
but she had friends in Florence— 
their names I cannot tell thee." 

" Now bless thee, holy sister ! bless 
thee! How long since she left the 
convent 1" 

" Four days have passed since the 
robber and the harlot have seized the 
house of Santa Maria," replied the 
nun, groaning : " and they were quick 
successors to the sisterhood." 

" Four days ! — and thou canst give 
me no clue]" 

" None — ^yet stay, young man ! "— 
and the nun, approaching, lowered 
her voice to a hissing whisper — "Ask 
the Becchini"* 



* According to the usual custom of 
Florence, the dead were borne to their 
resting-place on biers, supported by citi- 
zens of equal rank ; but a new trade was 
created by the plague, and men of the 
lowest dregs of the populace, bribed by im- 
mense payment, discharged the office of 
transporting the remains of the victimsk 
These were called BeochinL 
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Adriaa started aside, crossed him- 
self hastily, and quitted thtt convent 
without answer. He returned to his 
hone, and rode back into the silenced 
heart of the cify. Tavern and hotd 
there were no more ; but the palaces 
9i dead princes were free to the Hving 
stranger. He entered one— aqoacions 
and splendid mansion. In the stables 
he found forage still in the manger; 
Vnt the horses, at that time in the 
Italian cities a proof of rank as well as 
wvaUh, were gone with the hands 
that fsd them. The high-bom Knight 
assomed the office of groom, took o£f 
tlM heavy harness, &^ened his steed 
to the rack, and as the wearied 
aaimal, unconscious of the surround- 
ing horrors, fell eagerly upon its 
mealy its young lord turned away, 
and muttered, " Faithftil serrsnt, and 
sole Cfmqmnion \ may the pestilence 
that spaMtk neither beast nmr man, 
qnare thee ! and mayst thou: bear me 
henee with a. lighter heart \ " 

A q>aoioua haU, hung with anns 
and bnmers-— a wide flight of marble 
stain^ whose walls were painted in 
the stiff outlines and gorgeous eoloufrs 
ef the day, conducted to vast cham- 
bws, hung with vehrets and cloth 
of gold, but silent as the tomb. He 
threw himself upon the cui^ons 
idiioh were piled in the centre of the 
room, for he had ridden fiir that 
monung^ and for many days before, 
and he was wearied and exhausted, 
body and limb ; but he could not 
rest. Impatience, anxiety, hope, and 
fear, gnawed his heart and ferered his 
Tehm, and, after a brief and unsatae- 
fiMstory attempt to sober his own 
thoughts, and devise some plan of 
search more certain than that which 
chance might afford him, he rose, 
and traversed the apartments, in the 
oaacknowledged hope which chance 
alone could suggest. 

It wa3 easy to see that he had 
^nade his resting-place in the home of 
one of the princes of the land ; and 



the ^lendour of all around him hat 
outshone the barbexeus and rude 
magnificence of the less dvilinsd and 
wealthy Remans. Here, lay the lute 
as last toudied — the gilded asd illu* 
mined volume as last conned ; tiieie, 
were seats dxaiwn faaoa^iauAj together, 
as when lady and gaHBBit had inter- 
changed whkpeia iMt. 

"And sueV' thought Adrian,— 
'^ such deselakioa may soon: swallow 
up the vestige of the unwdcomed 
guest, as of the vanished lord ! " 

At length he entered a saloon^ in 
which waa a table still spzead with 
wine-flasks, goblets of g^ass^ aad one ef 
silver, withered floweta^. hallAonMy 
fruits, and viimds. At oiie wb- the 
arras, folding-doors opened to« bread 
flight of stairs, that deesended to a 
littie garden at Ae badcof theheas^ 
in yMiAi a fountain still played Vfo^ 
ling and livingly— tile only thing*, 
save the stranger, Uvhig* there 1' On 
the steps lay a crii&son Bumti^ and 
byitahMiy'sglove; The v^oe etemed 
to iqpeak to the km^ heart of a 
lover's last wo<»ng and last fiu«writ 
He gfeaaed aloud, and fseUog he 
should have need of aH his sin^stii, 
filled one of the goMeto ftem a half- 
emptied fiaak- of C^ppros '^'t^ ^ 
dndned the dranght-~H revived Masw 
** UTow," he said, ''esee more tia mj 
tMki--I wiH sal^ forft," wias mA- 
denly he heard heaiy steps along tte 
rooms he had quitted^— tbegp approadh 
ed — they altered; and Adriasbeheld 
two huge and iU-ommed ftime stalk 
into the diamber. They were wti^ped 
in Mack homely draperies, tMr arms 
were bare, and they wore large shinM*- 
less masks, v^iieh desooided te the 
breast, leaving (mly aeeess to m^^ 
and breath in three small and eu^ 
cular apertures^ The Ooknona^ haff 
drew hto sword, for tiie forms aad 
aspects of these visitors were net 
such as men think to look upon, in 
safety. 

'' Oh ! " said one, ''the palace hat^i 
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B0ir guest to-day. Fear us not, 
■tnukger; there » room, — ay, and 
uttalth. enough, for all men now in 
Florence i Per Bacco ! but there is 
still one goblet of silver left — how 
comes thatl" So saying, the man 
seized the cup which Adrian had 
just drained, and thrust it into his 
breast. He then turned to Adrian, 
whose hand was still upon his hilt, 
and said, with a laugh which, came 
choked and muffled through his 
.vizard — ''Oh, we cut no throats, 
. Signor; the InTmble spares us that 
trouble. We are honest men, staiie 
officers, and come but to see if the 
cart should halt here to-night." 

« Ye are then " 

"Becchinil*' 

Adrian's blood ran cold« The Beo- 
chino continued — "And keep you 
this house while you rest at Florence, 
Signor 1" 

" Yes, if the rightful lord claim it 
not." 

"Ha! ha! 'Rightfiil lord!' The 
Plague is Lord of all now ! Why, I 
have known three gallant companies 
tenant this palace the last week, and 
have buried them all — all! It is a 
pleasant house enough, and giyesgood 
custom. Are yoa aloos } ** 

" At present, yes." 

"Shew us where you sleep, that we 
jna,j know where.to come for you. You 
won't want us these three daja> I see." 

" Ye ace pleasant welcomeis^! " said 
Adnan ; — " but listen to me. Can 
ye find the living as well as bury the 
deadi I seek one in thia city who, 
if you disoover her, shall be worth, to 
you a year of burials L" 

"Ho, no ! thai is out of our line. 
As well look for a dropped sand on 
the beach, as for a living being 
amongst closed houses and yawning 
vaults ; but if you will pay the poor 
grave-diggers beforehand, I promise 
you, you shall have the first of a new 
charnel-house; — it will be finished 
just about your time." 



" There ! " said Adrian, flinging the 
wretches a few pieces of gold— " there ! 
and if you would do me a kinder 
service, leave me, at least while living ; 
or I may save you that trouble." And 
he turned from the room. 

The Becchino who had been spokes- 
man followed him. " You are ge- 
nerous, Signor, stay; you will want 
fresher food than these filthy frag- 
ments. I will supply thee of the 
best, while — ^while thou wantest it. 
And hark, — ^whom wishest thou that 
I should seek?" 

Thifr question arrested Adrian's de- 
parture. He detailed the name, and 
all the particulars he could suggest of 
Irene ; and, with sickened heart, de- 
seribed the hair, featurest, and stature 
of that lovely and hallowed image, 
which might furnish a theme to the 
poet, and now gave a due to the 
grave-digger. 

The unhallowed apparition shook 
his head whsa Adrian had concluded. 
" Full five hundred such, deaeriptions 
did I hear in the first days of the 
Plaguy when there were still such 
things as mistress and lover ; but it is 
a dainty catalogue,. Signor, and it will 
be a pride to the poor Beeohino te 
discover or even to buzy 80 many 
charms ! I will do my best ; mean- 
while, I can recommend you, if in a 
hurry, to make the best use of your 
time, to many » pretty foee and comely 



"Out^ fiend I " muttered Adrian: 
"fool to waste time with> such, aa 
thou I " 

The laugh of tiie gravft4igger fol- 
lowed his steps. 

All that day did Adrian wandw 
through the city,, but search and ques- 
tion were alike unavailing ; all whom 
ho encountered and interrogated 
seemed to regard him as a m a dman, 
and these were indeed of no kind 
likely to advance his object. Wild 
troops of disordered, drunken revel- 
I lers, processions of monks, or here 
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and there, scattered individuals glid- 
ing rapidly along, and shunning all 
approach or speech, made the only 
haunters of the dismal streets, till the 



sun sunk, lurid and yellow, behind 
the hills, and Darkness closed around 
the noiseless pathway of the Pesti- 
lence. 



CHAPTER III. 



THE FLOWEBS AMIDST THE TOKBS. 



Adrian found that the Becchino 
had taken care that famine should 
not forestall the plague; the banquet 
of the dead was removed, and fresh 
viands and wines of all kinds,— for 
there was plenty then in Florence ! — 
spread the table. He partook of the 
refreshment, though but sparingly, 
and shrinking from repose in beds 
beneath whose gorgeous hangings 
Death had been so lately busy, care- 
fully closed door and window, wrapped 
himself in his mantle, and found his 
resting-place on the cushions of the 
chamber in which he had supped. 
Fatigue cast him into an unquiet 
slumber, from which he was suddenly 
awakened by the roll of a cart below, 
and the jingle of bells. He listened, 
as the cart proceeded slowly from door 
to door, and at length its sound died 
away in the distance. — He slept no 
more that night ! 

The sun had not long risen ere he 
renewed his labours ; and it was yet 
early when, just as he passed a church, 
two ladies richly dressed came from 
the porch, and seemed through their 
vizards to regard the young Cavalier 
with earnest attention. The gaze 
arrested him also, when one of the 
ladies said, " Fair sir, you are over- 
bold : you wear no mask ; neither do 
you smell to flowers." 

"Lady, I wear no mask, for I would 
be seen: I search these miserable 
places for one in whose life I live." 

"He is young, comely, evidently 
noble, and the plague hath not 



touched him : he will serve our pur- 
pose well," whispered one of the ladies 
to the other. 

" You echo my own thoughts," re- 
turned her companion; and then 
turning to Adrian, she said, "You 
seek one you are not wedded to, if 
you seek so fondly ? " 

" It is true." 

"Young and feir, with dark hair 
and neck of snow; I will conduct you 
to her." 

"Signora!" 

"Follow us!" 

" Enow you whom I am, and whom 
I seek?" 

"Yes." 

" Can you in truth tell me aught of 
Irene?" 

" I can : follow me. 

"Toherl" 

" Yes, yes : follow us ! " 

The kulies moved on as if impa- 
tient of frirther parley. Amai»d, 
doubtful, and, as if in a dream, Adrian 
followed them. Their dress, manner, 
and the pure Tuscan of the one who 
had addressed him, indicated them of 
birth and station ; but all else was a 
riddle which he could not solve. 

They arrived at one of the bridges, 
where a litter and a servant on hors^ 
back holding a palfrey by the bridle 
were in attendance. The ladies en- 
tered the litter, and she who had 
before spoken bade Adrian follow on 
the palfrey. 

" But tell me " he began. 

" No questions, Cavalier," said she^ 
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mpaiiently; "follow the living in 
ailence, or remain with the dead, as 
you list." 

With that the litter proceeded, and 
Adrian mounted the palfrey wonder- 
ingly, and followed his strange con- 
ductors, who moved on at a tolerably 
brisk pace. They crossed the bridge, 
left the river on one side, and, soon 
ascending a gentle acclivity, the trees 
and flowers of the country began to 
succeed dull walls and empty streets. 
After proceeding thus somewhat less 
than half an hour, they turned up 
» green lane remote from the road, 
and came suddenly upon the porticoes 
of a &ir and stately palace. Here the 
ladies descended from their litter; 
and Adrian, who had vainly sought to 
extract speech from the attendant, 
also dismounted, and following them 
across a spacious court, filled on 
either side with vases of flowers and 
orange-trees, and then through a wide 
ball in the &rther side of the quad- 
rangle, found himself in one of the 
loveliest spots eye ever saw or poet 
ever sung. It was a garden plot of 
the most emerald verdure, bosquets of 
laurel and of myrtle opened on either 
side into vistas half overhung with 
clematis and rose, through whose 
arcades the prospect closed with sta- 
tues and gushing fountains ; in front, 
the lawn was bounded by rows of 
vases on marble pedestals filled with 
flowers ; and broad and gradual flights 
of steps of the whitest marble led 
from terrace to terrace, each adorned 
with statues and fountains, half way 
down a high but softly sloping and 
verdant hiU. Beyond, spread in wide, 
various, and luxurious landscape, the 
vineyards and olive-groves, the villas 
and villages, of the Yale of Amo, 
intersected by the silver river, while 
the city, in all its calm, but without 
its horror, raised its roofs and spires 
to the sun. Birds of every hue and 
song, some free, some in net-work of 
golden wire, warbled round; and 



upon the centre of the sward reclined 
four ladies unmasked and richly 
dressed, the eldest of whom seemed 
scarcely more than twenty ; and five 
cavaliers, young and handsome, whose 
jewelled vests and golden chains 
attested their degree. Wines and 
fruits were on a low table beside ; and 
musical instruments, chess-boards, 
and gammon-tables, lay scattered all 
about. So fair a group, and so grace- 
fill a scene, Adrian never beheld but 
once, and that was in the midst of the 
ghastly pestilence of Italy ! — such 
group and such scene our closet indo- 
lence may yet revive in the pages of 
the bright Boccaccio ! 

On seeing Adrian and his compa- 
nions approach, the party rose in- 
stantly; and one of the ladies, who 
wore upon her head a wreath of 
laurel-leaves, stepping before the rest, 
exclaimed, " Well done, my Mariana ! 
welcome back, my fair subjects. And 
you, sir, welcome hither." 

The two guides of the Colonna had 
by this time removed their masks ; 
and the one who had accosted him, 
shaking her long and raven ringlets 
over a bright, laughing eye and a 
cheek to whose native olive now rose 
a slight blush, turned to him ere 
he could reply to the welcome he had 
received. 

"Signer Cavalier," said she, "you 
now see to what I have decoyed you. 
Own that this is pleasanter than the 
sights and sounds of the city we have 
left. You gaze on me in surprise. 
See, my Queen, how speechless the 
marvel of your court has made our 
new gallant; I assure you he could 
talk quickly enough when he had 
only us to confer with : nay, I was 
forced to impose silence on him." 

"Oh! then you have not yet in- 
formed him of the custom and origin 
of the court he enters 1 " quoth she of 
the laurel wreath. 

" No, my Queen ; I thought all de- 
scription given in such a spot as our 
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poor Plorence now is would fail of its 
object. My task is done, I resign 
him to your Orace ! ** 

So vaying the lady tripped lightly 
8WRy, and'hegan coqnettishly sleeking 
her locks in the smooth mirror of a 
marble hasin, whose waters trickled 
oyer the mar^ njwn the grass below, 
ever and anon glancing archly towards 
the stranger, and sirfficiently at hand 
to orerhear all that was said. 

•*' In the f rst place, Signer, permit 
ns to inquire,** said the lady who bore 
the appellation of Queen, "thy name, 
rank, and birth-place.*' 

"Madam," xetumed Adrian, "I 
came hither little dreaming to answer 
questions Tespecting myself; but what 
it -pleases you to ask, it must please 
me toTeply to. My name is Adrian 
di Oastdllo, one of the Roman house o^ 
the Colonna.^' 

*' A noble column of a noble house ! ** 
answered the Queen. "For us, Te- 
specting whom your curiosity may 
perhaps be aroused, know that we six 
ladies of Florence, deserted by or 
deprived of our kin 'and -protectors, 
formed the resolution to retire to this 
palace, where, if death comes, it comes 
stripped of half its horrors ; and as the 
learned tell us that sadness engenders 
the awful malady, so you isee us sworn 
foes to sadness. Six cavaliers of our 
acquaintance agreed to join us. We 
pass our days, whether many or few, 
in whatever diversions we can find or 
invent. Music and the dance, merry 
tales and lively songs, with such slight 
change of scene as from sward to 
diade, from alley to fountam, fill up 
our time, and prepare us for peaceful 
deep and happy dreams. Each lady is 
by turns Queen of our fairy court, as 
is my lot this day. One law forms the 
code of ourconstitution — ^that nothing 
sad shall be admitted. We would live 
as if yonder city were not, and as 
if (added the fair Queen, with a slight 
sigh) youth, grace, and beauty, could 
endure for ever. One of our knights 



madly left us for a day, promising to 
return ; we have seen him no more ; 
we will not guess what hath chaneed 
to him. It became neeessaiy to fill up 
his place ; we drew lots who should 
seek his substitute ; it fell upon the 
ladies who have — not, I trust, to your 
displeasure — broughtyou hither. Fair 
sir, my exphmation is made." 

"Alas, lovely Queen," said Adrian, 
wrestling strongly, but vainly, with 
the bitter disappointment he feH — ^"I 
cannot be one of your happy oirdle ; I 
am in myself a violation of your law. 
I am filled with but one sad and 
anxious thought, to which all mirth 
would seem impiely. I am « seeker 
amongst the living and the dead for 
one being of whose &te I am imeov 
tain ; and it was only by the wordcr 
that fell from my finr conductor, ishat 
I have been decoyed Iriiher from my 
mournful task. Suffer me, gracious 
lady, to return to Florence." 

The Queen looked in mute vexation 
towards the dark-eyed Mariana, who 
retmned the glance by one equaDy 
expressive, and then suddenly step- 
ping up to Adrian she said, — 

" But, Signer, if I should still Iceep 
my promise, if I should be able to 
satisfy thee of the health and safely of 
—of Irene." 

"Irene!" echoed Adrian in snr- 
prise, forgetful at the moment ihat he 
had before reveded the name of her 
he sought-^" Irene — ^IrenediGabrini, 
sister of the once renowned Bienm !" 

"The same," replied Mariana, 
quickly; "I knew her, asliold you. 
Nay, Signer, I do not deceive liiee. 
It is true that I cannot bring ihee 
to her ; but better as it is, — she went 
away many days ago to one of thetowns 
of Lombardy, which, th^y say, the 
Pestilence has not yet pierced. Few, 
noble sir, is not your heart lightenedl 
and will you so soon be a deserter 
from the Court of Loveliness ; and 
perhaps," she added, with a soft look 
from her large dark eyes, "of Love 1" 
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^Bm I, in iraOx, beHeve yon, 
W4f r «ud Adnm, bU deligltted, 

^ W«dd I deoeive a trae l9?er, as 
aMAhinksTBasrel BeMsared. Kay, 
Qneen, receiye yonr Bubject." 

!l3ie i^fjmtm. eBctonded her hand to 
AtdnmBif-md lod him to the gronp that 
ttaH rtoad an the gram at a little dis- 
tHUM. 3Bi^ weloomed him as a hro- 
flMr,:aiid aMoifDigsve his abfitraeted 
iiamtiiiiiiH, in oam]fliment to his good 
jMA^ond SUnBtzioaB name. 

The Qnen clapped her hands, and 
fbepKly agun xanged themselveB on 
titeimoprd. Emh lady beside each 
gallant ''Ten, Wariana, if not &- 
tigaBd,"flaid the Queen, ''ehaU talce 
thBliite.«nd4ulenoe these noisy grass- 
hoppers, which chirp about us with as 
msdi ipnltemion as if they were night- 
ioigalfiB. Sing, aweet subject, sing; 
and let it be 1^ song our dear friend, 
Bignor Tisdoniini,* made for a kind 
of iinangural anthem to such as we 
admitted to our court." 

Jfariana, who had Toclined herself 
by the aide of Adrian, took up the 
lute, and, after a short prelude, sung 
the woidg thiBS imp^eo^y trans- 
latedi— 

THE BOKG OF THE FLORENTINE 
LADY. 

Enjoy the more the smiles of noon 

If doubtful be the morrow ; 
And know the Fort of Life is soon 

Betray'd to Death by Borrow ! 

Death claims us all— then. Grief, away I 
Well own no meaner master ; 

Tlie clouds that darken round the day 
But bring the night the faster. 

LoTe->feast— be merry while on earth, 
Buch, Grave, should be thy moral ! 

Ey'n Death himself is friends with Mirth, 
And reils the tomb with laurel.t 



* I know not if this be the same Visdo- 
mini who* three years afterwards, with one 
of 'the Wedloi, oonaunted so gallant a rein- 
foreeoMiit to ^Bottqptria, •then besieged by 
Yieaonii d'Oleggio. 



WhSle gadttg on -the eyes I love, 

Wew Itfe to mine is gtven— 
If Joy the lot of aaints abOTa, 

Joy fits.ua best for Heaven* 

To this song, which was much apt 
plauded, succeeded those light and 
witty tales in which the Italian novel- 
ists furuished Yoltaire and Marmontel 
with a model-— each, iu his or her 
turn, taking up the discourse, and 
with an equal dexterity avoiding every 
lugubrious image or mournful reflec- 
tion that might remind those graceful 
idlers of the vicinity of Death. jU 
any other time the temper and aceom- 
pUshments of the young Lord di Oas- 
tello would have fitted him to exyoj 
and to shine in that Arcadian court. 
But now he in vain sought to dispel 
the gloom from his brow, and the 
anxious thought from his heart. He 
revolved the intelligence he had re- 
ceived, wondered, guessed, hoped, and 
dreaded stilly and if for a moment 
his mind returned to the scene about 
him, his nature, too truly poetical JBor 
the false sentiment of the place, asked 
itself in what, save the polished exte- 
rior and the .graceful circumstance, 
the mirth that he now so reluctantly 
witnessed differed from the brutal 
revels in the convent of Santa Maria 
—each alike in its motive, though so 
differing in the manner — equally cal- 
lous and equally selfish, coining horror 
into enjoyment. The fair Mariana, 
whose partner had been reft from her, 
as the Queen had related, was in 
no mind to lose the new one she had 
gained. She pressed upon him from 
time to time the wine-flask and the 
fruits ; and in those unmeaning cour- 
tesies her hand gently lingered upon 
his. At length, the hour arrived 
when the companions retired to the 
Palace, during the fiercer heats of 
noon — ^to come forth again in the 
declining sun, to sup by the side of 
the fountain, to dance, to sing, and to 
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not willing to continue the entertain- 
ment, no sooner found himself in the 
apartment to which he was conducted, 
than he resolved to effect a silent 
escape, as under all circumstances the 
shortest, and not perhaps the least 
courteous, farewell left to him. Ac- 
cordinglj, when all seemed quiet and 
hushed in the repose common to the 
inhabitants of the South during that 
hour, he left his apartment, descended 
the stairs, passed the outer court, and 
was already at the gate, when he heard 
himself called by a voice that spoke 
vexation and alarm. He turned to 
behold Mariana. 

"Why, how now. Signer di Cas- 
tello, is our company so unpleasing, is 
our music so jarring, or are our brows 
80 wrinkled, that you should fly as the 
traveller flies from the witches he sur- 
prises at Benevento 1 Nay, you cannot 
mean to leave us yet ? " 

" Fair dame," returned the cavalier, 
somewhat disconcerted, " it is in vain 
that I seek to rally my mournful 
spirits, or to fit myself for the court 
to which nothing sad should come. 
Your laws hang about me like a 
culprit — better timely flight than 
harah expulsion." 

As he spoke he moved on, and would 
have passed the gate, but Mariana 
caught his arm. 



" Nay," said she, softly ; " are there 
no eyes of dark light, and no neck of 
wintry snow, that can compensate to 
thee for the absent one ? Tany and 
forget, as doubtless in absence even 
thou art forgotten I " 

" Lady," answered Adrian, with 
great gravity, not unmixed with an 
Ul-suppressed disdain, ''I have not 
sojourned long enough amidst the 
sights and sounds of woe, to blunt 
my heart and spirit into caUousneas 
to all around. Enjoy, if thou canst, 
and gather the rank roses of the 
sepulchre; but to me, haunted still 
by funeral images. Beauty £Edls to 
bring delight, and Love— even Jioly 
love — seems darkened by the Sha- 
dow of Death. Pardon me, and &re- 
weU." 

"Go, then," said the Florentine, 
stung and enraged at his coldness; 
" go and find your mistress amidst 
the associations on which it pleases 
your philosophy to dwell. I did but 
deceive thee, blind fool! as I had 
hoped for thine own good, when I told 
thee Irene — (was that her name 1)— 
was gone from Florence. Of her I 
know nought, and heard nought, save 
from thee. Go back and search the 
vault, and see whether thou lovest her 
still!" 



CHAPTER IV. 

yn OBTAIN WHAT WE SEEK, AND £NOW IT NOT. 



In the fiercest heat of the day, and 
on foot, Adrian returned to Florence. 
As he approached the city, all that 
festive and gallant scene he had quitted 
seemed to him like a dream ; a vision 
of the gardens and bowers of an 
enchantress, from which he woke 
abruptly as a criminal may wake on 



the morning of his doom to see the 
scaffold and the deathsman ;-— so much 
did each silent and lonely step into 
the fiineral city bring back his be- 
wildered thoughts at once to life and 
to death. The parting words of Mari- 
ana sounded like a knell at his heart 
And now as he passed on-^the heat of 
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tlie dsLj, the Inrid atmosphere, long | 
fatigue, alternate exhaustion and ex- 
citement, combining with the sickness 
of disappointment, the fretting con- 
sciousness of precious moments irre- 
trievably lost, and his utter despair of 
forming any systematic mode of search 
—fever began rapidly to bum through 
his veins. His temples felt oppressed 
as with the weight of a mountain; 
his lips parched with intolerable 
thirst ; his strength seemed suddenly 
to desert him ; and it was with pain 
and labour that he dragged one 
languid limb after the other. 

" I feel it," thought he, with the 
loathing nausea and shiyering dread 
-with which nature struggles ever 
against death ; " I feel it upon me — 
the Devouring and the Yiewless — I 
shall perish, and without saving her ; 
nor shall even one grave contain usl" 

But these thoughts served rapidly 
to augment the disease which began 
to prey upon him; and ere he reached 
the interior of the city, even thought 
itself forsook him. The images of men 
and houses grew indistinct and sha- 
dowy before his eyes; the burning 
pavement became unsteady and reel- 
ing beneath his feet ; delirium gathered 
over him, and he went on his way 
muttering broken and incoherent 
words ; the few who met fled from him 
in dismay. Even the monks, still 
continuing their solemn and sad pro- 
cessions, passed with a murmured 
bene voibia to the other side from that 
on which his steps swerved and 
faltered. And from a booth at the 
corner of a street, four Becchini, drink- 
ing together, fixed upon him from 
their black masks the gaze that 
vulturesfix upon some dying wanderer 
of the desert Still he crept on, 
stretching out his arms like a man in 
the dark, and seeking with the vague 
fiODse that yet struggled against the 
gathering delirium, to find out the 
mansion in which he had fixed his 
home; though many as fair to live. 

No. 13. 



and as meet to die in, stood with open 
portals before and beside his path. 

*' Irene, Irene I *' he cried, some- 
times in a muttered and low tone, 
sometimes in a wild and piercing 
shriek, "where art thoul Where 1 
I come to snatch thee from them; 
they shall not have thee, the foul and 
ugly fiends ! Pah ! how the air smells 
of dead flesh 1 Irene, Irene I we will 
away to mine own palace and the 
heavenly lake — Irene ! " 

While thus benighted, and thus 
exclaiming, two females suddenly 
emerged from a neighbouring house, 
masked and mantled. 

" Tain wisdom ! " said the taller 
and slighter of the two, whose mantle, 
it is here necessary to observe, was of 
a deep blue, richly broidered with 
silver, of a shape and a colour not 
common in Florence, but usual in 
Bome, where the dress of ladies of the 
higher rank was singularly bright in 
hue and ample in fold — ^thus differing 
from the simpler and more slender 
draperies of the Tuscan fashion — 
" Vain wisdom, to fly a relentless and 
certain doom ! " 

" Why, thou wouldst not have us 
hold the same home with three of 
the dead in the next chamber-^ 
strangers too to us — when Florence 
has so many empty halls 1 Trust me, 
we shall not walk far ere we suit our- 
selves with a safer lodgment." 

" Hitherto, indeed, we have been 
miraculously preserved," sighed the 
other, whose voice and shape were 
those of extreme youth ; " yet would 
that we knew where to fly — what 
mount, what wood, what cavern, held 
my brother and his faithful Nina ! I 
am sick with horrors ! " 

" Irene, Irene ! Well then, if thou 
art at Milan or some Lombard town, 
why do I linger here ? To horse, to 
horse ! Oh, no ! no ! — not the horse 
with the bells ! not the death-cart." 
With a cry, a shriek, louder than the 
loudest of the sick man's, broke that 
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young female away from her com- 
panion. It seemed as if a single step 
took her to the side of Adrian. She 
canght his arm — she looked in his 
face — she met his unconscious eyes 
bright with a fearful fire. ''It has 
seized him!" — (she then said in a 
deep but calm tone) — " the Plague ! " 

" Away, away ! are you mad 1" cried 
her companion ; " hence, hence, — 
touch me not now thou hast touched 
him — go ! — here we part ! " 

" Help me to bear him somewhere, 
see, he faints, he droops, he fiills ! — 
help me, dear Signora, for pity, for 
the love of God ! " 

But, wholly possessed by the selfish 
fear which overcame all humanity in 
that miserable time, the eld^ woman, 
though naturally kind, pitiful, and 
benerolent, fled rapidly away, and 
soon vanished. Thus left alone with 
Adrian, who had now, in the fierce- 
ness of the fever that preyed within 
him,fiillen on the ground, the strength 
and nerve of that young girl did not 
forsake her. She tore off the heavy 
mantle which encumbered her arms, 
and cast it from her; and then, lifting 
up the face of her lover — ^for who but 
Irene was that weak woman, thus 
shrinking not from the contagion of 
deaths — she supported him on her 
breast, and called aloud and again for 
help. At length the Becchini, in the 
booth before noticed, (hardened in 
their profession, and who, thus 
hardened, better than the most cau- 
tious, escaped the pestilence,) lazily 
approached — " Quicker, quicker, for 
Christ's love ! " said Irene. " I have 
much gold ; I will reward you well : help 
me to bear him under the nearest roof." 

" Leave him to us, young lady : 
we have had our eye upon him," said 
one of the grave-diggers. " We '11 do 
our duty by him, first and last." 

" No— no ! touch not his head — 
that is my care. There, I will help 
you ; so, — now then, — but be gentle ! " 

Assisted by these portentous offi 



cers, Irene, who would not release 
her hold, but seemed to watch over 
the beloved eyes and lips, (set and 
closed as they were,) as if to look 
back the soul from parting, bore 
Adrian into a neighbouring house, and 
laid him on a bed ; from which Irene 
(preserving as only women do, in such 
times, the presence of mind and 
vigilant providence which make so 
sublime a contrast with their keen 
susceptibilities) caused them first to 
cast off the draperies and clothing, 
which might retain additional infec- 
tion. She then despatched them for 
new furniture, and for whatsoever 
leech money might yet bribe to a 
duty, now chiefly abandoned to those 
heroic Brotherhoods who, however 
vilified in modem judgment by the 
crimes of some unworthy members, 
were yet, in the dark times, the best, 
the Ivravest, and the holiest agents, 
to whom Qod ever delegated the 
power to resist the oppressor — to feed 
the hungry — ^to minister to woe ; and 
who, alone, amidst that fieiy Pesti- 
lence, (loosed, as it were, a demon 
from the abyss, to shiver into atoms 
all that binds the world to Yirtue and 
to Law,) seemed to awaken, as by the 
sound of an angel's trumpet, to that 
noblest Chivalry of the Cross — ^whose 
faith is the scorn of self — whose hope 
is beyond the Lazar-house — whose 
feet, already winged for immortality, 
trample, with a conquerors march, 
upon the graves of Death ! 

While this the ministry and the 
office of love, — along that street iii 
which Adrian and Irene had met at 
last — came singing, reeling, roaring, 
the dissolute and abandoned crew who 
had fixed their quarters in the Con- 
vent of Santa Maria de^ Pazzi, their 
bravo chief at their head, and a nun 
(no longer in nun's garments) upon 
either arm. "A health to the 
Plague!" shouted the ruffian: "A 
health to the Plague ! " echoed his 
frantic Bacchanals. 
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«• Ahealth to fhe Plague, maj sbe erer, as 

Loose the rogue from his diain, and the 

nun from her vow ; 
To the gaoler a sword— to the captive a key, 
Hurrah for Barth's Curse I 'tis a blessing 

tome." 
" Holla ! " cried the chief, stopping ; 
" here, Margherita ; here 's a brave 
cloak for thee, my girl : silver enow 
on it to fill thy purse, if it ever grow 
empty ; which it may, if ever the 
Plagae grow slack." 

" Nay," said the girl, who, amidst 
all the havoc of debauch, retained 
much of youth and beauty in her 



form and &ce; nay, Gnidotto; per- 
haps it has infection." 

*' Pooh, child, silver never infects. 
Clap it <m, clap it on. Besides, fiite 
is fate, and when it is thine hour 
there will be other means besides the 
gavocdoloJ* 

So saying, he seized the mantle, 
threw it roughly over her shoulders, 
and dragged her on as before, half 
pleased with the finery, half frightened 
with the danger; while gradually 
died away, along the lurid air and the 
mournful streets, the chant of that 
most miserable mirth. 



CHAPTER Y. 



THE EBBOB. 



For three days, the fiital three days, 
did Adrian remain bereft of strength 
and sense. But he was not smitten 
by the scourge which his devoted and 
generous nurse had anticipated. It 
was a fierce and dangerous fever, 
brou^t on by the great &tigue, 
restlessness, and terrible agitation he 
had undergone. 

No professional mediciner could be 
found to attend him ; but a good 
friar, better perhaps skilled in the 
healing art than many who claimed 
its monopoly, visited him daily. And 
in the long and frequent absences to 
which his other and numerous duties 
compelled the monk, there was one 
ever at hand to smooth the pillow, to 
wipe the brow, to listen to the moan, 
to watch the ^eep. And even in that 
dismal office, when, in the frenzy of 
the sufferer, her name, coupled with 
terms of passionate endearment^ broke 
from his lips, a thrill of strange plea- 
sure crossed the heart of the betrothed, 
which she chid as if it were a crime. 
But even the most unearthly love is 
selfish in the rapture of being loved ! 



Words cannot tell, heart cannot 
divine, the mingled emotions that 
broke over her when, in some of 
these incoherent ravings, she dimly 
understood that /br her the city had 
been sought, the death dared, the 
danger incurred. And as then 
bending passionately to kiss that 
burning brow, her tears fell fast over 
the idol of her youth, the fountains 
from which they gushed were those, 
fathomless and countless, which a life 
could not weep away. Not an im- 
pulse of the human and the woman 
heart that was not stirred ; the adoring 
gratitude, the meek wonder thus to be 
loved, while deeming it so simple a 
merit thus to love ; — as if all sacrifice 
in her were a thing of course, — to her, 
a virtue nature could not paragon, 
worlds could not repay ! And there he 
lay, the victim to his own fearless 
fitith, helpless — dependent upon her 
— a thing between life and death, to 
thank, to serve — to be proud of, yet 
protect, to compassionate, yet revere 
— ^the saver, to be saved ! Never 
seemed one object to demand at once 
o2 
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from a aingle heart so many and bo 
profound emotions; the romantic 
enthusiasm of the girl — ^the fond 
idolatry of the bride — the watchful 
providence ofthemotheroverherchild. 

And strange to say, with all the 
excitement of that lonely watch, 
scarcely stirring from his side, taking 
fbod only that her strength might 
not fail her, — ^unable to close her eyes, 
— though, from the same cause, she 
would fain have taken rest, when 
slumber fell upon her charge — with 
all such wear and tear of frame and 
heart, she seemed wonderfully sup- 
ported. And the holy man marvelled, 
in each visit, to see the cheek of the 
nurse still fi^sh, and her eye still 
bright. In her own superstition she 
thought and felt that Heaven gifted 
her with a preternatural power to be 
true to so sacred a charge ; and in 
this fancy she did not wholly err : — 
for Heaven did gift her with that 
diviner power, when it planted in 
80 soft a heart the enduring might 
and energy of Aflfection ! The friar 
had visited the sick man late on 
the third night, and administered 
to him a strong sedative. " This 
night," said he to Irene, " will be 
the crisis : should he awaken, as I 
trust he may, with a returning con- 
sciousness, and a calm pulse, he will 
live ; if not, young daughter, prepare 
for the worst. But should you note 
any turn in the disease, that may 
excite alarm, or require my attendance, 
this scroll will inform you where I 
am, if God spare me still, at each hour 
of the night and morning." 

The monk retired, and Irene re- 
sumed her watch. 

The sleep of Adrian was at first | 
broken and interrupted — his features, ! 
his exclamations, his gestures, all 
evinced great cgony, whether mental ' 
or bodily : it seemed, as perhaps it 
was, a fierce and doubtful struggle 
between life and death for the conquest 
of the sleeper. Patient, silent, breath- 



ing but by long-drawn gasps, Irene 
sate at the bed-head. The lamp was 
removed to the further end of the 
chamber, and its ray, shaded by the 
draperies, did not suffice to give to 
her gaze more than the outline of the 
countenance she watched. In that 
awful suspense, all the thoughts that 
hitherto had stirred her mind lay 
hushed and mute. She was only 
sensible to that nnntterable fear 
which few of us have been happy 
enough not to know. That crushing 
weight under which we can scarcely 
breathe or move, the avalanche over 
us, freezing and suspended, which we 
cannot escape from, beneath which, 
every moment, we may be buried and 
overwhelmed. The whole destiny of 
life was in the chances of that single 
night ! It was just as Adrian at last 
seemed to glide into a deeper and 
serener slumber, that the bells of the 
death-cart broke with their boding 
knell the palpable silence of the 
streets. Now hushed, now revived, as 
the cart stopped for its gloomy pas- 
sengers, and coming nearer and 
nearer after every pause. At length 
she heard the heavy wheels stop under 
the very casement, and a voice deep 
and muffled calling aloud, '' Bring 
out the dead ! " She rose, and with a 
noiseless step, passed to secure the 
door, when the dull lamp gleamed 
upon the dark and shrouded forms of 
the Becchini. 

" You have not marked the door, 
nor set out the body," said one gruffly; 
'' but this is the third nighi I He is 
ready for us." 

" Hush, he sleeps — away, quick, it 
is not the Plague that seized him." 

"Not the Plague 1" growled the 
Becchino in a disappointed tone; " I 
thought no other illness dared en- 
croach upon the rights of the gavoo- 
ciolo!" 

" Go— here *s money ; leave us." 

And the grisly carrier sullenly 
withdrew. The cart moved on, the 
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bell renewed its summons, till slowly 
and funtly the dreadful larum died 
in the distance. 

Shading the lamp with her hand, 
Irene stole to the bed side, fearful 
that the sound and the intrusion had 
disturbed the slumberer. But his face 
was still locked, as in a yice, with that 
iron sleep. He stirred not — the breath 
scarcely passed his lips — she felt his 
pulse, as the wan hsjid lay on the 
coverlid— there was a slight beat — 
she was contented — removed the light, 
and, retiring to a comer of the room, 
placed the little cross suspended round 
her neck upon the table, and prayed, 
in her intense suffering, to Him who 
had known death, and who — Son of 
Heaven though he was, and Sovereign 
of the Seraphim — ^had also prayed, in 
his earthly travail, that the cup might 
pass away. 

The Morning broke, not, as in the 
Korth, slowly and through shadow, 
but with the sudden gloiy with which 
in those climates Day leaps upon 
earth — like a giant from his sleep, A 
sudden smile — ^a burnished glow — 
and night had vanished. Adrian still 
slept; not a muscle seemed to have 
stirred; the sleep was even heavier 
than before; the silence became a 
burthen upon the air. Now, in that 
exceeding torpor so like unto death, 
the solitary watcher became alarmed 
and terrified. Time passed — ^morning 
glided to noon — still not a sound nor 
motion. The sun was midway in 
Heaven — ^the Friar came not. And 
now again touching Adrian's pulse, 
she felt no flutter — she gazed on him, 
appalled and confounded; surely 
nought living could be so still and 
pale. " Was it indeed sleep, might 

it not be ** She turned away, 

sick and frozen ; her tongue clove to 
her lips. Why did the fiither tarry 1 
— she would go to him — she would 
learn the worst — she could forbear no 
longer. She glanced over the scroll 
the Monk had left her : " From sun- 



I rise,'' it said, '' I shall be at the Con- 

I vent of the Dominicans. Death has 

stricken many of the brethren." The 

I Convent was at some distance, but 

I she knew the spot, and fear would 

i wing her steps. She gave one wistful 

I look at the deeper and rushed from 

the house. " I shall see thee again 

' presently," she murmured. Alas ! 

what hope can calculate beyond the 

moment? And who shall claim the 

tenure of ' The Again ?* 

It was not many minutes after 
Irene had left the room, ere, with a 
long sigh, Adrian opened his eyes — 
an altered and another man ; the fever 
was gone, the reviving pulse beat low 
indeed, but calm. His mind was 
once more master of his body, and, 
though weak and feeble, the danger 
was past, and life and intellect re- 
gained. 

*' I have slept long," he muttered ; 
''and oh, such dreams! And me- 
thought I saw Irene, but could not 
speak to her, and while I attempted 
to grasp her, her face changed, her 
form dilated, and I was in the clutch 
of the foul grave-digger. It is late — 
the sun is high — I must be up and 
stirring. Irene is in Lombardy. No, 
no ; that was a lie, a wicked lie ; she 
is at Florence, I must renew my 
search." 

As this duty came to his remem- 
brance, he rose from the bed — he was 
amazed at his own debility : at first 
he could not stand without support 
from the wall ; by degrees, however^ 
he so fiur regained the mastery of his 
limbs as to walk, though with effort 
and pain. A ravening hunger preyed 
upon him, he foundfsome scanty and 
light food in the chamber, which he 
devoured eagerly. And with scarce 
less eagerness laved his enfeebled 
form and haggard face with the water 
that stood at hand. He now felt 
refreshed and invigorated, and began 
to indue his garments, which he found 
thrown on a heap beside the bed. He 
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gazed with surprise and a kind of self- 
compassion npon his emaciated hands 
and shrunken limhs, and began now 
to comprehend that he must have had 
some severe but unconscious illness. 
" Alone, too," thought he ; " no one 
near to tend me ! Nature my only 
nurse ! But alas I alas ! how long a 
time may thus have been wasted, and 

my adored Irene quick, quick, 

not a moment more will I lose.*' 

He soon found himself in the open 
street ; the air revived him ; and that 
morning had sprung up the blessed 
breeze, the first known for weeks. He 
wandered on very slowly and feebly 
till he came to a broad square, from 
which, in the vista, might be seen one 
of the principal gates of Florence, and 
the fig-trees and olive-groves beyond. 
It was then that a Pilgrim of tall 
stature approached towards him as 
from the gate ; his hood was thrown 
back, and gave to view a countenance 
of great but sad command; a face, 
in whose high features, massive 
brow, and proud, unshrinking gaze, 
shaded by an expression of melancholy 
more stem than soft, Nature seemed 
to have written majesty, and Fate 
disaster. As in that silent and dreary 
place, these two, the only tenants of 
the street, now encountered, Adrian 
stopped abruptly, and said in a 
startled and doubting voice : " Do I 
dream still, or do I behold Rienzi 1 " 

The Pilgrim paused also, as he 
heard the name, and gazing long on 
the attenuated features of the young 
lord, said : " I am he that was lUenzi ! 
and you, pale shadow, is it in this 
grave of Italy that I meet with the 
gay and high Golonna ? Alas, young 
Mend," he added, in a more relaxed 
and kindly voice, '' hath the Plague 
not spared the flower of the Roman 
nobles? Come, I, the cruel and the 
harsh Tribune, / will be thy nurse : 
he who might have been my brother, 
shall yet claim from me a brother's 
care." 



With these words he wound his arm 
tenderly round Adrian ; and the young 
noble, touched by his compassion, and 
agitated by the surprise, leaned upon 
Bienzi's breast in silence. 

" Poor youth," resumed the Tri- 
bune, for so, since rather fallen than 
deposed, he may yet be called; "I 
ever loved the young, (my brother 
died young ;) and you more than most. 
What fatality brought thee hither 1 " 

" Irene ! " replied Adrian, £edter- 
ingly. 

" Is it so, really 1 Art thou a Co- 
lonna,, and yet prize the &llen 1 The 
same duty has brought me also to the 
city of Death. From the furthest 
south — over the mountains of the rob- 
ber — ^through the fastnesses of my 
foes — through towns in which the 
herald proclaimed in my ear the price 
of my head — I have passed hither, on 
foot and alone, safe under the wings of 
the Almighty One. Young man, thou 
shouldst have left this task to one who 
bears a wizard's life, and whom Heaven 
and Earth yet reserve for an appointed 
end ! " 

The Tribune said this in a deep and 
inward, voice; and in his raised eye 
and solemn brow might be seen how 
much his reverses had deepened his 
fanaticism, and added even to the 
sanguineness of his hopes. 

" But," asked Adrian, withdrawing 
gently from Bienzi's arm, '* thou 
knowest, then, where Irene is to be 
found ; let us go together. Lose not 
a moment in this talk; time is of 
inestimable value, and a moment in 
this city is often but the border to 
eternity." 

" Right," said Rienzd, awakening to 
his object. " But fear not, I have 
dreajrU that I shall save her, the gem 
and darling of my house. Fear not, 
/ have no fear." 

" Know you where to seek 1 " said 
Adrian, impatiently; "the Ccmvent 
holds far other guests." 

" Ha ! so said my dream ! * 
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" Talk not now of dreams/' said the 
lover ; " but if you have no other guide, 
let us part at once in quest of her. I 
will take yonder street, you take the 
opposite, and at sunset let us meet in 
the same spot.'* 

''Bash man!" said the Tribune, 
with great solemnity ; " scoff not at 
the visions which Heaven makes a 
parable to its Chosen. Thou seefcest 
counsel of thy human wisdom ; I, less 
presumptuous, follow the hand of the 
mysterious Providence, moving even 
now before my gaze as a pillar of light 
through the wilderness of dread. Ay, 
meet we here at sunset, and prove 
whose guide is the most unerring. 
If my dream tell me true, I shall see 
my sister living, ere the sun reach 
yonder hill, and by a church dedicated 
to St. Mark." 

The grave earnestness with which 
Rienzi spoke impressed Adrian with 
a hope which his reason would not 
■acknowledge. He saw him depart 
with that proud and stately step to 
which his sweeping garments giave a 
yet more imposing dignity, and then 
passed up the street to the right hand. 
He had not got half way when he felt 
himself pulled by the mantle. He 
turned, and saw the shapeless mask of 
a Becchino. 

" I feared yon were sped, and that 
another had cheated me of my office," 
said the grave-digger, " seeing that 
you returned not to the old Prince's 
palace. You don't know me from the 
rest of us I see, but I am the one you 
told to seek " 

"Irene!" 

" Yes, Irene di Gkbbrini ; you pro- 
mised ample reward." 

" You shall have it." 

" Follow me." 

The Becchino strode on, and soon 
arrived at a mansion. He knocked 
twice at the porter's entrance, an old 
woman cautiously opened the door. 
" Fear not, good aunt," said the gra^e- 
•digger; "this is the young Lord I 



spoke to thee of. Thou sayest thoa 
hadst two ladies in the palace, who 
alone survived of all the lodgers, and 
their names were Bianca de Medid, 
and — ^what was the other 1 " 

" Irene di Gabrini, a Eoman lady. 
But I told thee this was the fourth d^ 
they left the house, terrified by tbe 
deaths within it." 

" Thou didst so : and was there 
anything remarkable in the dress oi 
the Signora di Gabrini 1 " 

" Yes, I have told thee : a blue 
mantle, such as J have nurely seen, 
wrought with silver." 

" Was the broidery that of stars, 
silver stars," exclaimed Adrian, " with 
a sun in the centre 1 " 

" It was." 

" Alas ! alas ! the arms of the Tri- 
bune's family! I remember how I 
praised the mantle the first day she 
wore it — the day on which we were 
betrothed I " And the lover at once 
conjectured the secret sentiment which 
had induced Irene to retain thus care* 
fully a robe so endeared by associa- 
tion. 

*' You know no more of your 
lodgers'?" 

" Nothing." 

" And is this all yon have learned, 
knave 1 " cried Adrian. 

" Patience. I must bring yon from 
proof to proof, and link to link, in 
order to win my reward. Follow, 
Signer." 

The Becchino then passing through 
the several lanes and streets, arrived 
at another house of less magnificent 
size and architecture. Again he 
tapped thrice at the parlour door, and 
this time came forth a man withered, 
old, and palsied, whom death seemed 
to disdain to strike. 

" Signer Astuccio," said the Bec- 
chino, "pardon me; but I told thee 
I might trouble thee again. This is 
the gentleman who wants to know, 
what is often bestunknown — but that's 
not my afl&ir. Did a lady— young an d 
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beautiful — ^with dark bur, and of a 
slender form, enter ibis house, stricken 
with the first symptom of the Phigue, 
three days since]" 

'* Ay, thou knowest that well enough ; 
and thou knowest still better, that 
she has departed these two days : it 
was quick work with her, quicker than 
with most ! " 

'* Did she wear anything remark- 
able r 

*' Yes, troublesome man : a blue 
cloak, with stars of silver." 

** Couldst thou guess aught of her 
previous circumstances 1" 

''No, save that she raved much 
about the nunnexy of Santa Maria de' 
Pazzi, and bravos, and sacrilege." 

" Are you satisfied Signer 1" asked 
the grave^ligger, with an air of tri- 
umph, turning to Adrian. " But no, 
I will satisfy tiiee better, if thou hast 
courage. Wilt thou follow ? " 

«'I comprehend thee; lead on. 
Courage! What is there on earth 
now to fear 1" 

Muttering to himself, ''Ay, leave 
me alone. I have a head worth some- 
thing; I ask no gentleman to go by 
my word ; I will make his own eyes 
the judge of what my trouble is worUi," 
the grave-digger now led the way 
through one of the gates a little out 
of the city. And here, under a shed, 
sat six of lus ghastly and ill-omened 
brethren, with spades and pick-axes 
at their feet. 

His guide now turned round to 
Adrian, whose face was set, and reso- 
lute in despair. 

" Fair Signor," said he, with some 
touch of lingering compassion, 
" wouldst thou really convince thine 
own eyes and heart] — ^the sight may 
appal, the contagion may destroy, 
thee, — ^if, indeed, as it seems to me. 
Death has net already written ' mine * 
upon thee." ' 

" Raven of bode and woe ! " an- 
swered Adrian, " seest thou not that 
all I shrink from is thy voice and 



aspect] Show me her I seek, living 
or dead." 

"I will show her to you, then," 
said the Becchino, sullenly, '' such as 
two nights since she was committed 
to my charge. Line and lineament 
may already be swept away, for the 
Plague hath a rapid besom ; but I 
have left that upon her by which you 
will know the Becchino is no liar. 
Bring hither the torches, comrades, 
and lift the door. Never stare; it's 
the gentleman's whim, and he 11 pay 
it weU." 

Turning to the right while Adrian 
mechani<^y followed his conductors, 
a spectacle whose dire philosophy 
crushes as with a wheel all the pride 
of mortal man — ^the spectacle of that 
vault in which earth hides all that on. 
earth flourished, rejoiced, exulted — 
awaited his eye ! 

The Becchini lifted a ponderous 
grate, lowered their torches (scarcely 
needed, for through the aperture 
rushed, with a hideous glare, the light 
of the burning sun,) and motioned to 
Adrian to advance. He stood upon 
the summit of the abyss and giued 
below. • • • 

• • • • 

It was a large deep and circular 
space, like the bottom of an exhausted 
well In niches cut into the walls of 
earth around, lay, duly coffined, those 
who had been the earliest victims of 
the plague, when the Becchino's 
market was not yet glutted, and priest 
followed, and Mend mourned the dead* 
But on the floor below, there waa 
the loathsome horror ! Huddled and 
matted together — some naked, some 
in oiirouds already black and rotten 
— lay the later guests, the unshriven 
and unblest! The torches, the sun, 
streamed broad and red over Cor- 
ruption in all its stages, fh>m the pale 
blue tint and swollen shape, to the 
moistened undistinguishable mass, or 
the riddled bones, where yet clung, 
in strips and tatters, the black and 
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jnangled flesh. In many, the &ce 
xemained almost perfect, while the 
rest of the body was bat bone; the 
long hair, the human face, surmount- 
ing the grisly skeleton. There was 
the in&nt, still on the mother's breast ; 
there was the lover, stretched across the 
dainty limbs of his adored i The rats, 
(for they clustered in numbers to that 
feast,) disturbed, not scared, sate up 
from their horrid meal as the light 
glimmered over them, and thousands 
of them lay round, stark, and dead, 
poisoned by that they fed on ! There, 
too, the wild satire of the grave- 
diggers had cast, though stripped of 
their gold and jewels, the emblems 
that spoke of departed rank; — the 
broken wand of the Councillor; the 
General's baton ; the Priestly Mitre ! 
The foul and Hvid exhalations ga- 
thered like flesh itself, fungous and 
putrid, upon the walls, and the* 



But who shall detail the inefiable 
and unimaginable horrors that reigned 
over the Palace where the Great King 
received the prisoners whom the 
sword of the Pestilence had subdued ) 

But through all that crowded court 
— crowded with beauty and with birth, 
with the strength, of the young and 
the honours of the old, and the valour 
of the brave, and the wisdom of the 
learned, and the wit of the scomer, 
and the piety of the faithful — one 
only figure attracted Adrian's eye. 
Apart from the rest, a late comer — 
the long locks streaming (at and dark 
over arm and breast — lay a female, 
the face -turned partially aside, the 
little seen not recognisable even by 
the mother of the dead, — but wrapped 
round inrthat &tal mantle, on which, 
though blackened and tarnished, was 
yet visible the starry heraldry assumed 



* The description in the text is borrowed 
from the famous waxwork model [of the 
interior of the Charnel-house] at Florence. 



by those who claimed the name of the 
proud Tribune of Rome. Adrian saw 
no more — he fell back in the arms of 
the grave-diggers : when he recovered, 
he was still without the gates of 
Florence — reclined upon a green 
mound — his guide stood beside him-— 
holding his steed by the bridle as it 
grazed patiently on the neglected grass. 
The other brethren of the axe had 
resumed their seat under the shed. 

" So, you have revived ! Ah I I 
thought it was only the effluvia ; few 
stand it as we do. And so, as your 
search is over, deeming you would 
now be quitting Florence if you have 
any sense left to you, I went for your 
good horse. I have fed him since 
your departure from the palace. In- 
deed I fancied he would be my per- 
quisite, but there are plenty as good. 
Come, young sir, mount. I feel a pity 
for you, I know not why, except that 
you are the only one I have met for 
weeks who seem to care for another 
more than for yourself. I hope you 
are satisfied now that I showed some 
brains, eh ! in your service ; and as 
I have kept my promise, you 11 keep 
yours." 

" Friend," said Adrian, " here Ia 
gold enough to make thee rich ; here, 
too, is a jewel that merchants will tell 
thee princes might vie to purchase. 
Thou seemest honest, despite thy call- 
ing, or thou mightest have robbed and 
murdered me long since. Do me one 
favour more." 

" By my poor mother's soul, yes." ' 

" Take yon — yon clay from that 
fearful place. Inter it in some quiet 
and remote spot — ^apart — alone I You 
promise me? — ^you swear it) — it ia 
well ! And now help me on my horse. 
Farewell Italy, and if I die not with 
this stroke, may I die as 1)efit8 at once 
honour and despair — with trumpet 
and banner round me — in a well- 
fought field against a worthy foe ! — 
Save a knightly death, nothing is left 
to live for ! " 
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BOOK vn. 



THE PRISON. 

«* Fa rlnohlufo In nna torn grossa o larga ; &▼«& Hbri auai, mxo Tito Livio, sae storie di 
Romm la Bibbia." dtc—Vit. di Cola di Rienzi, lib. iL o. la 

" He was Immured in a high and spacious tower ; he had books enough, his Titus Livius, 
fais histories of Rome, the Bible," fto. 



CHAPTER I. 



TWO PAOaS. — THE STRAJTOBB VEAJTST, 



Thesb is this difference between 
the Drama of Shakspcare, and that 
of almost every other master of the 
same art ; that in the first, the catas- 
trophe is rarely produced by one sin- 
gle cause — one simple and continuous 
chain of events. Various and com- 
plicated agencies work out the final 
end. Unfettered by the rules of time 
and place, each time, each place de- 
picted, presents us with its appropriate 
change of action, or of actors. Some- 
times the interest seems to halt, to 
turn aside, to bring us unawares upon 
objects hitherto unnoticed, or upon 
qualities of the characters hitherto 
hinted at, not developed. But, in 
reality, the pause in the action is but 
to collect, to gather up, and to grasp, 
nU the varieties of circumstance that 
conduce to the Great Result : and the 
art of fiction is only deserted for the 
fidelity of history. Whoever seeks to 
place before the world the true repre- 
sentation of a man's life and times, 
and, enlarging the Dramatic into the 
Epic, extends his narrative over the 



vicissitudes of years, will find hmiself 
unconsciously, in this, the imitator of 
Shakspeare. New characters, each 
conducive to the end — ^new scenes, 
each leading to the last, rise before 
him as he proceeds, sometimes seem- 
ing to the reader to delay, even while 
they advance, the dread catastrophe. 
The sacrificial procession sweeps 
along, swelled by new comers, losing 
many that first joined it ; before, at 
last, the same as a whole, but differ- 
ing in its components, the crowd 
reach the fiited bourn of the Altar and 
the Yictim ! 

It is five years after the date of the 
events I have recorded, and my story 
conveys us to the Papal Court at 
Avignon — that tranquil seat of power, 
to which the successors of St. Peter 
had transplanted the luxury, the 
pomp, and the vices, of the Imperial 
City. Secure from the fraud or vio- 
lence of a powerful and barbarous 
nobility, the courtiers of the See sur- 
rendered themselves to a holyday of 
delight — ^their repose was devoted to 
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enjoyment, and Avignon presented, 
at that day, perhaps the gayest and 
most voluptuous society of Europe. 
The elegance of Clement VI. had dif- 
fused an air of literary refinement 
over the grosser pleasures of the place, 
and the spirit of Petrarch still con- 
tinued to work its way through the 
councils of &ction and the orgies of 
dehauch. 

Innocent YI. had lately succeeded 
Clement, and whatever his own claims 
to learning,* he, at least, appreciated 
knowledge and intellect in others ; so 
that the graceful pedantry of the time 
continued to mix itself with the 
pursuit of pleasure. The corruption 
which reigned through the whole 
place was too confirmed to yield to 
the example of Innocent, himself a 
man of simple hahits and exemplary 
life. Though, like his predecessor, 
obedient to the policy of Prance, 
Innocent possessed a hard and an 
extended ambition. Deeply concerned 
for the interests of the Church, he 
formed the project of confirming and 
re-establishing her shiiken dominion 
in Italy; and he regarded the tyrants 
of the various states as the principal 
obstacles to his ecclesiastical ambition. 
Kor was this the policy of Innocent 
YL alone. With such exceptions 
as peculiar circumstances necessarily 
occasioned, the Papal See was, upon 
the whole, friendly to the political 
liberties of Italy. The Republics of 
the Middle Ages grew up under the 
shadow of the Church ; and there, as 
elsewhere, it was found, contrary to a 
vulgar opinion, that Religion, however 
prostituted and perverted, served for 
the general protection of civil free- 
dom, — raised the lowly, and resisted 
the oppressor. 



* Matteo Yillani (Ub. Ui. cap. 44) says, that 
Innocent YL had not much pretension to 
learning. He is reported, however, by other 
antfaorities, cited by Zefirino Re, to hare 
bffln *• eocdlente canonteta." He had beoi 
■a professor in the Unirersity of Toulooae. 



At this period there appeared at 
Avignon a lady of singular and 
matchless beauty. She had come with 
a slender but well appointed retinue 
from Florence, but declared herself of 
Neapolitan birth ; the widow of a 
noble of the brilliant court of the 
unfortunate Jane. Her name was 
Cesarini. Arrived at a place where, 
even in the citadel of Christianity, 
Venus retained her ancient empire, 
where Love made the prime business 
of life, and to be beautiful was to be 
of power ; the Signora Cesarini had 
scarcely appeared in public before 
she saw at her feet half the rank and 
gallantry of Avignon. Her female 
attendants were beset with bribes and 
billets ; and nightly, beneath her lat- 
tice, was heard the plaintive serenade. 
She entered largely into the gay dis- 
sipation of the town, and her charms 
shared the celebrity of the hour with 
the verse of Petrarch. But though 
she frowned on none, none could claim 
the monopoly of her smiles. Her fair 
fame was as yet unblemished ; but if 
any might presume beyond the rest, 
she seemed to have selected rather 
from ambition than love, and Giles, 
the warlike Cardinal d ' Albomoz, all 
powerful at the sacred court, already 
foreboded the hour of his triumph. 

It was late noon, and in the ante- 
chamber of the fair Signora waited 
two of that fraternity of pages, fiur 
and richly clad, who, at that day, 
furnished the favourite attendants to 
rank of either sex. 

" By my troth," cried one of these 
young servitors, pushing from him 
the dice with which himself and his 
companion had sought to beguile their 
leisure, " this is but dull work ! and 
the best part of the day is gone. Our 
lady is late." 

"And I have donned my new 
velvet mantle," replied the other, 
compassionately eyeing his finery. 

"Chut, Giaoomo," said his comrade, 
yawning ; " a truoe with thy conceii. 
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— What news abroad, I wonder 1 Has 
hid Holiness come to his senses yet 1" 

"His senses! what, is he mad 
then V quoth Giacomo, in a serious 
and astonished whisper. 

" I think he is; if, being Pope, he 
does not discover that he may at 
length lay aside mask and hood. 
•Continent Cardinal — ^lewd Pope,* is 
the old motto, you know ; something 
must be the matter with the good 
man's brain if he continue to live like 
a hermit'' 

*'0h, I have you! but faith, his 
Holiness has proxies eno'. The 
bishops take care to prevent women. 
Heaven bless them ! going out of 
fiishion ; and Albomoz does not main- 
tain your proverb, touching the Car- 
dinals.*' 

''True, but Qiles is a warrior, — a 
cardinal in the church, but a soldier 
in the city." 

" Will he carry the fort here, think 
you, Angelo 1 " 

" Why, fort is female, but " 

"But what r 

"The Signora's brow is made for 
power, rather than love, fair as it is. 
She sees in Albomoz the prince, and 
not the lover. With what a step she 
sweeps the floor I it disdains even the 
cloth of gold!" 

" Hark ! " cried Giacomo, hastening 
to the lattice, "hear you the hoofe 
below 1 Ah, a gallant company 1 " 

" Returned from hawking," an- 
swered Angelo, regarding wistfully 
the cavalcade, as it swept the narrow 
street. " Plumes waving, steeds cur- 
vetting — see how yon handsome cava- 
lier presses close to that dame ! " 

" His manUe is the colour of mine,' 
sighed Giacomo. 

As the gay procession paced slowly 
on, till hidden by the winding street, 
and as the sound of laughter and the 
tramp of horses was yet faintly heard, 
there frowned right before the strain- 
ing gaze of the pages, a dark massive 
tower of the mighty masonry of the 



eleventh century: the sun gleamed 
sadly on its vast and dismal surface, 
which was only here and there re- 
lieved by loopholes and narrow slits, 
rather than casements. It was a 
^trikiiig contrast to the gaiety around, 
the glittering shops, and the gaudy 
train that had just filled the space 
below. This contrast the young men 
seemed involuntarily to feel; they 
drew back, and looked at each other. 

" I know your thoughts, Giacomo," 
said Angelo, the handsomer and elder 
of the two. " You think yon tower 
affords but a gloomy lodgment? " 

" And I thank my stars that made 
me not high enough to require so 
grand a cage," r^oined Giacomo. 

" Yet," observed Angelo, " it holds 
one, who in birth was not our supe- 
rior." 

"Do tell me something of that 
strange man," said Giacomo, regain- 
ing his seat; "you are Boman and 
should know." 

" Yes ! " answered Angelo, haughtily 
drawing himself up. " I am Boman f 
and I should be unworthy my birth, 
if I had not already learned what 
honour is due to the name of Cola di 
Bienzl" 

"Yet your fellow-Bomans nearly 
stoned hUn, I &ncy," muttered Gia- 
como. "Honour seems to lie more 
in kicks than money. Can you tell 
me," continued the page in a louder 
key, " can you tell me if it be true, 
that Rienzi appeared at Prague before 
the Emperor, and prophesied that the 
late Pope and all the Cardinals should 
be murdered, and a new Italian Pope 
elected, who should endue the Empe- 
ror mih a golden crown, as Sovereign 
of Sicilia, Calabria, and Apulia»* and 
himself with a crown of silver, as King^ 
of Rome, and all Italy 1 And ** 

" Hush ! " interrupted Angelo, im- 
patiently. " Listen to me, and you 



* An alMard fkUe, adopted by oertaio 

historians. 
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shall know tlie exact story. On last 
leaving Rome (thou knowest that, 
alter his &11, he was present at the 

Jubilee in disguise) the Tribune " 

here Angelo, pausing, looked round, 
and then with a flushed cheek and 
raised voice resumed, " Yes, the Tri- 
bune, that loas and sJiaU be — travelled 
in disguise, as a pilgrim, over moun- 
tain and forest, night and day, ex- 
posed to rain and storm, no shelter 
but the cave, — he who had been, they 
say, the very spoilt one of Luxury. 
Arrived at length in Bohemia, he 
disclosed himself to a Florentine in 
Prague, and through his aid obtained 
audience of the Emperor Charles." 

"A prudent man, the Emperor I " 
said Giacomo, " close-fisted as a miser. 
He makes conquests by bargain, and 
goes to market for laurels, — as I have 
heard my brother say, who was under 
him." 

** True ; but I have also heard that 
he likes bookmen and scholars — is 
wise and temperate, and much is yet 
hoped from him in Italy ! Before the 
Emperor, I say, came lUenzi. ' Enow, 
great Prince,' said he, ' that I am that 
Rienzi to whom Gk)d gave to govern 
Rome, in peace, with justice, and to 
freedom. I curbed the nobles, I 
purged corruption, I amended law. 
The powerful persecuted me — pride 
and envy have chased me from my 
dominions. Great as you are, fallen 
as I am, I too have wielded the sceptre 
and might have worn a crown. Know, 
too, that I am illegitimately of your 
lineage ; my father the son of Henry 
VII. ; * the blood of the Teuton rolls 
in my veins ; mean as were my earlier 
A)rtunes and humble my earlier name ! 
From you, King, I seek protection, 
and I demand justice." f 

"A bold speech, and one from equal 
to equal," said Giacomo ; " surely you 
swell us out the words." 



* Uncle to the Emperor Charles, 
f See, for this speech, ** the Anonymous 
Biographer," lib. ii. cbp. IS. 



" Not a whit ; they were written 
down by the Emperor*3 scribe, and 
every Roman vrho has once heard 
knows them by heart: once every 
Roman was the equal to a king, and 
Rienzi maintained our dignity in 
asserting his own." 

Giacomo, who discreetly avoided 
quarrels, knew the weak side of his 
friend; and though in his heart he 
thought the Romans as good-for* 
nothing a set of turbulent dastards 
as all Italy might fiimish, he merely 
picked a straw from his mantle, and 
said, in rather an impatient tone, 
"Humph ! proceed ! did the Emperor 
dismiss him 1 " 

" Not so : Charles was struck with 
his bearing and his spirit, received 
him graciously, and entertained him 
hospitably. He remained some time 
at Prague, and astonished all the 
learned with his knowledge and 
eloquence." * 

" But if so honoured at Prague, how 
comes he a prisoner at Avignon 1" 

" Giacomo," said Angelo, thought- 
fully, " there are some men whom we, 
of another mind and mould, can rarely 
comprehend, and never fathom. And 
of such men I have observed that a 
supreme confidence in their own for- 
tunes or their own souls, is the most 
common feature. Thus impressed, 
and thus buoyed, they rush into dan- 
ger with a seeming madness, and 
from danger soar to greatness, or sink 
to death. So with Rienzi ; dissatisfied 
with empty courtesies and weary of 
playing the pedant, since once he had 
played the prince ; — some say of his 
own accord, (though others relate that 
he was surrendered to the Pope's legate 

* His Italian contemporary delights in 
representing this remarkable man as an- 
other Crichton. « Disputava," he says of 
him when at Prague, •* disputava con Mastri 
di teologia ; molto diceva, parlava cose me- 
ravigliose .... abbair fea ogni persona."— 
" He disputed with Masters of theology— he 
spoke much, he discoursed things wonderful 
—he astonished every one." 



906 



BIENZI, 



bj CharieSy) he left the JBhnperor's 
eoart, and without arms, withoat 
money, betook himself at once to 
Avignon ! '* 

** Madness indeed ! " 

" Yet, perhaps his only course, 
under all circumstances," resumed the 
elder page. " Once before his fall, 
and once during his absence from 
Borne, he had been excommunicated 
by the Pope's legate. He was accused 
of heresy — ^the ban was still on him. 
It was necessary that he should clear 
himself. How was the poor exile to 
do so ] No powerful friend stood up 
for the friend of the people. No cour- 
tier vindicated one who had trampled 
on the neck of the nobles. His own 
genius was his only friend; on that 
011I7 could he rely. He sought Avig- 
non, to free himself from the aeousa- 
tions agunst him ; and, doubtless, he 
h<q[>ed that there was but one step 
frx)m his acquittal to his restoration. 
Besides, it is certain that the Emperor 
had been applied to, formally to sur- 
render KienzL He had the choice 
before him; for to that sooner or 
later it must come — ^to go free, or to 
go in bonds — as a criminal, or as a 
Bomau. He chose the latter. Where- 
ever he passed along, the people rose 
in every town, in every hamlet The 
name of the great Tribune was ho- 
noured throughout all Italy. They 
besought him not to rush into the 
very den of peril — they implored him 
to save himself for that country which 
he had sought to raise. ' I go to vin- 
dicate myself, and to triumph,' was 
the Tribune's answer. Solemn honours 
were paid him in the cities through 
which he passed ;* and I am told t^t 
never ambassador, prince, or baron, 
entered Avignon with so long a train 
as that which followed into these very 
walls the steps <^ Cola dl Bienzi." 

* " Ber tutto la via U faro &ttl solenni 
oaoxir Ao^ru. di CoU di RUmi, lib. ii. 
cap. la 



" And on his arrival 1" 

" He demanded an audience, that 
he might refute the charges against 
him. He flung down the gage to the 
proud cardinals who had excommuni- 
cated him. He besought a trial'' 

" And what said the Pope T 

" Nothing — by word. Yon tower 
was his answer ! " 

" A rou^ one !" 

" But there have been longer roads 
than that from the prison to the pa- 
lace, and God made not men like 
Bienzi for the dungeon and the chain." 

As Angelo said this with a loud 
voice, and with all the enthusiasm with 
which the fame of the fEillen Tribune 
had inspired the youth of Bome, he 
heard a sigh behind him. He turned 
in some confusion, and at the door 
which admitted to the chamber occu- 
pied by the Signora Cesarini, stood a 
I female of noble presence. Attired in 
the richest garments, gold and gems 
I were dull to the lustre of her dark 
I eyes, and as she now stood, erect and 
j commanding, never seemed brow more 
made for the regal crown — never did 
human beauty more fully consummate 
the ideal of a heroine and a queen. 

"Pardon me, Signora," said Angelo, 
hesitatingly; "I spoke loud, I dis- 
turbed you; but I am Boman, and 
my theme was " 

" Bienzi ! " said the lady, approach- 
ing ; " a fit one to stir a Boman heart. 
Nay — no excuses : they would sound 
ill on thy generous lips. Ah, if — " 
the Signora paused suddenly, and 
sighed again ; then in an altered and 
graver tone she resumed — " If fate 
restore Bienzi (0 his proper fortunes, 
he shall know what thou deemest of 
him." 

" If you, lady, who are of Naples," 
said Angelo, with meaning emphasis, 
" speak thus of a fallen exile, what 
must I have felt who acknowledged a 
sovereign?" 

" Bienzi is not of Bome alone — 
he is of Italy— -of the world," returned 
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the Signora. " And you, Angelo, who 
have had the boldness to speak thus 
of one fallen, have proved with what 
loyalty you can serve those who have 
the fortune to own you." 

As she spoke, the Signora looked 
at the page's downcast and blushing 
face long and wistfully, with the gaze 
of one accustomed to read the soul in 
the countenance. 

" Men are often deceived,** said she 
sadly, yet with a half smile ; *' but 
women rarely, — save in love. Would 



that Borne were filled with such as 
you ! Enough I Hark ! Is that the 
sound of hoofs in the court below ?** 

" Madam,** said Giacomo, bringing 
his mantle gallantly over his shoulder, 
" I see the servitors of Monsignore 
the Cardinal d*Albomoz. — It is the 
Cardinal himself.'* 

" It is well ! " said the Signora, wiUi 
a brightening eye ; " I await him ! " 
With these words she withdrew by 

I the door through which she had fsai- 

I prised the Roman page. 



CHAPTER IL 



THE OHARAOnBB or A WARRIOR PRIEST — ^AIT IITTERYIEW — THB UTTRIQUI Ain> 
OOUlTTER-IirTRiaUB OF COURTS. 



Giles, (or Egidio,*) Cardinal d*Al- 
bomoz, was one of the most remark- 
able men of that remarkable time, so | 
prodigal of genius. Boasting his de- 1 
scent from the royal houses of Aragon 
and Leon, he had early entered the 
church, and yet almost a youth, at- 
tained the archbishopric of Toledo. 
But no peaceful career, however bril- 
liant, sufficed to his ambition. He 
could not content himself with the 
honours of the church, unless they 
were the honours of a church militant. 
In the war against the Moors, no 
Spaniard had more highly distin- 
guished himself; and Alphonso XI. 
king of Castile, had insisted on re- 
ceiving from the hand of the martial 
priest the badge of knighthood. After 
the death of Alphonso, who was 
strongly attached to him, Albomoz 
repaired to Avignon, and obtiuned 
from Clement VI. the cardinal's h'at. 
With Innocent he continued in high 
f&YOuT, and now, constantly in l^e 



* Egidio is the proper Italian equivalent 
to the French name Oillee, — but the Cardi- 
nal is generally called, by the writen of 
that day, GHIo d'Albomoz. 



councils of the Pope, rumourB of war- 
like preparation, under the banners 
of Albomoz, for the recovery of the 
papal dominions from the various 
tyrants that usurped them, were al- 
ready circulated through the court.* 
Bold, sagacious, enterprising, and cold- 
hearted, — with the valour of the 
knight, and the cunning of the prienit, 
— such was the character of Giles, Car- 
dinal d*Albomoz. 

Leaving his attendant gentlemen 
in the antechamber, Albomoz was 
ushered into the apartment of the 
Signora Cesarini. In person, the Car- 
dinal was about the middle height; 
the dark complexion of Spain had 
faded by thought, and the wear of am- 
bitious schemes, into a sallow but 

* It is a characteristic anecdote of this 
bold Churchman, that Urban Y. one day de- 
manded an account of the sums spent in bis 
military expedition against the Italian ty- 
rants. The Cardinal presented to the Pope 
a wagon, filled with the keys of the cities 
and fortresses he had taken. ** This is my 
account," said he ; " you perceive bow I 
have invested your money." The Pope em- 
braced him, and gave him no further trcHi^ 
ble about his accounts. 
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hardy hue ; his brow was deeply fur- 
rowed, and though not yet passed the 
prime of life, Albomoz might seem to 
have entered age, but for the firmness 
of his step, the slender elasticity of 
his frame, and an eye which had ac- 
quired calmness and depth from 
thought, without losing any of the 
brilliancy of youth. 

" Beautiful Signora," said the Car- 
dinal, bending over the hand of the 
Cesarini with a grace wich betokened 
more of the prince than of the priest; 
" the commands of his Holiness have 
detained me, I fear, beyond the hour 
in which you vouchsafed to appoint 
my homage, but my heart has been 
with you since we parted." 

" The Cardinal d' Albomoz,** replied 
the Signora^ gently withdrawing her 
hand, and seating herself, "has so 
many demands on his time, from the 
duties of his rank a^id renown, that 
methinks to divert his attention for a 
few moments to less noble thoughts 
is a kind of treason to his fame." 

" Ah, Lady," replied the Cardinal, 
"never was my ambition so nobly 
directed as it is now. And it were a 
prouder lot to be at thy feet than on 
the throne of St. Peter." 

A momentary blush passed over the 
cheek of the Signora, yet it seemed 
the blush of indignation as much as 
of vanity ; it was succeeded by an ex- 
treme paleness. She paused before 
she replied ; and then fixing her large 
and haughty eyes on the enamoured 
Spaniard, she said, in a low voice, 

" My Lord Cardinal, I do not afiect 
to misunderstand your words; neither 
do I place them to the account of a 
general gallantry. I am vain enough 
to believe you imagine you speak 
truly when you say you love me." 

" Imagine ! " echoed the Spaniard. 

" Listen to me," continued the Sig- 
nora. " She whom the Cardinal 
Albomoz honours with his love has a 
right to demand of him its proofs. 
In the papal court> whose power like 



his? — I require you to exercise it 
for me." 

" Speak, dearest Lady ; have your 
estates been seized by the barbarians 
of these lawless times 1 Hath any 
dared to ii\jure you ? Lands and titles, 
are these thy wish i — ^my power is thy 
slave." 

" Cardinal, no ! there is one thing 
dearer to an Italian and a woman than 
wealth or station — it is revenge ! " 

The Cardinal drew back from the 
flashing eye that was bent upon him, 
but the spirit of her speech touched 
a congenial chord. 

" There," said he, after a little hesi- 
tation, "there spake high descent. 
Bevenge is the luxury of the well- 
bom. Let serfe and churls foi^ive an 
injury. Proceed, Lady." 

" Hast thou heard the last news 
from Romel" asked the Signora. 

" Surely," replied the Cardinal, in 
some surprise, " we were poor states- 
men to be ignorant of the condition 
of the capital of the papal dominions; 
and my heart mourns for that unfor- 
tunate city. But wherefore wouldst 
thou question me of Bomel — thou 
art — " 

" Roman ! Enow, my Lord, that 
I have a purpose in calling myself of 
Naples. To your discretion I intrust 
my secret — I am of Bome ! Tell me 
of her state." 

" Fairest one," returned the Car- 
dinal, " I should have known that 
that brow and presence were not of 
the light Campania, My reason 
should have told me that they bore 
the stamp of the Empress of the 
World. Q^he state of Bome," con- 
tinued Albomoz, in a graver tone, 
" is briefly told. Thou knowest that 
after the fall of the able but insolent 
Bienzi, Pepin, count of Minorbino, 
(a creature of Montreal's,) who had 
assisted in expelling him, would have 
betrayed Bome to Montreal, — ^but he 
was neither strong enough nor wise 
enough, and the Barons. ohased hhn 
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as lie had diased the Tribune. Some 
time afterwards a new demagogue, 
John Cerroni, was installed in the 
Capitol. He once more expelled the 
nobles ; new revolutions ensued — the 
Barons were recalled. The weak suc- 
cessor of Rienzi summoned the people 
to arms — in vain : in terror and de- 
spair he abdicated his power, and left 
iixe city a prey to the interminable 
feuds of the Orsini, the Colonna, and 
the Savelli." 

" Thus much I know, my Lord ; 
but when his Holiness succeeded to 
the chair of Clement VI. " 

" Then," said Albomoz, and a slight 
frown darkened his sallow brow, "then 
came the blacker part of the history. 
Two senators were elected in concert 
by the Pope." 

"Their names r* 

" Bertoldo Orsini, and one of the 
Colonna. A few weeks afterwards, the 
high price of provisions stung the 
rascal stomachs of the mob — they 
rose, they clamoured, they armed, 
they besieged the Capitol " 

" Well, well,'* cried the Signora, 
clasping her hands, and betokening 
in every feature her interest in the 
narration. 

" Colonna only escaped death by a 
vile disguise; Bertoldo Orsini was 
stoned.'* 

" Stoned !— there feU one 1" 

" Yes, Lady, one of a great house; 
the least drop of whose blood were 
worth an ocean of plebeian puddle. 
At present, all is disorder, misrule, 
anarchy, at Rome. The contests of 
the nobles shake the city to the centre ; 
and prince and people, wearied of so 
many experiments to establish a go- 
vernment, have now no governor but 
the fear of the sword. Such, &ir 
madam, is the state of Rome. Sigh 
not, it occupies now our care. It shall 
be remedied ; and I, madam, may be the 
happy instrument of restoring peace 
to your native city.** 

" There is but one way of restoring 

No. 14. 



peace to Rome," answered the Signora^ 
abruptly, " and that is — The restora- 
tion of Rienzi!** 

The Cardinal started. " Madam," 
said he, "do I hear aright? — ^are you 
not nobly bom ?— can you desire the 
rise of a plebeian? Did you not speak 
of revenge, and now you ask for 
mercy?'* 

" Lord Cardinal,** said the beautiful 
Signora, earnestly, " I do not ask for 
mercy : such a word is not for the lips 
of one who demands justice. Nobly 
bom I am — ay, and from a stock tp 
whose long descent from the patri- 
cians of ancient Rome the high line 
of Aragon itself would be of yesterday. 
Nay, I would not oflTend you, Monsig- 
nore ; your greatnete is not borrowed 
from pedigrees and tombstones — ^your 
greatness is your own achieving : would 
you speak honestly, my Lord, you 
would own that you are proud only 
of your own laurels, and that, in your 
heart, you laugh at the stately fools 
who trick themselves out in the moul- 
dering finery of the dead !'* 

" Muse ! prophetess ! you speak 
aright,** said the high-spirited Car- 
dinal, with unwonted energy ; " and 
your voice is like that of the Fame I 
dreamed of in my youth. Speak on, 
speak ever!*' 

" Such,** continued the Signora, 
" such as your pride, is the just pride 
of Rienzi. Proud that he is the work- 
man of his own great renown. In such 
as the Tribune of Rome we acknow- 
ledge the founders of noble lineage. 
Ancestry makes not them — ^they make 
ancestry. Enough of this. I am of 
noble race, it is true ; but my house,, 
and those of many, have been crushed 
and broken beneath the yoke of the 
Orsini and Colonna — it is against 
them I desire revenge. But I am 
better than an Italian lady — I am a 
Roman woman — I weep tears of blood 
for the disorders of my unhappy 
country. I mourn that even you, my 
Lord,— yes, that a barbarian, however 
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eminent and however great, should 
moorn for Borne. I deaire to restore 
her fortunes." 

''But Riend would wUy restore 
his own.* ' 

" Not so, my Lord Cardinal ; not so. 
ijnbitious and proud he may be^- 
peat souls are so — but he has never 
had one wish divorced from the wel- 
ture of Borne. But put aside all 
thought of his interests — ^it is not of 
these I speak. Tou desire to re-esta- 
Uish the pi^ power in Rome. Tour 
senators have fidled to do it. Demsr 
g9gues £ui — Rienzi alone can succeed; 
he alone can command the turbulent 
passions of the Barons^— he alone can 
sway the capricious and fickle mob. 
Release, restore Rienzi, and through 
Rienzi the Pope regaina Rome 1" 

The Cardinal did not answer for 
some moments. Buried as in a revery, 
he sate motionless, shading his face 
with his hand. Perhaps he secretly 
owned there was a wiser policy in the 
suggestions of the Signora than he 
cared openly to confess. Lifting his 
head, at length, from his bosom, he 
fixed his eyes upon the Signoca's 
watohful countenance, and^ with a 
forced smile, said, 

" Pardon me, madam ; but while 
we play the politicians, forget not that 
I am thy adorer. Sagacious may be 
thy counsels, yet wherefore are they 
urged 1 Why this anxious interest 
for Rienzi 1 If by releasing him the 
Church may gain an ally, am I sure 
that Giles d'Albomoz wUl not raise a 
rival 1" 

" My Lord," said the Signora, half 
rising, " you are my suitor ; but your 
rank does not tempt me— your gold 
cannot buy. If you love me, I have 
a right to command your services to 
whatsoever task I would require — ^it is 
the law of chivalry. Ifeverlyieldtothe 
addresses of mortal lover, it will be to 
the man who restores to my native 
land her hero and her saviour." 

'* Fair patriot/' said the Cardinal, 



"your words encourage my hope, yet 
they half damp my ambition ; for fSun 
would I desire that love and not ser- 
vice should alone give me the treasure 
that I ask. But hear me, sweet lady ; 
you over-rato my power : I cannot de- 
liver Rienzi — he is accused of rebel- 
lion, he is excommunicated for heresy. 
His acquittal rests with himself." 

" Tou can procure his trial ] " 

''Perhaps, Lady." 

" That w his acquittal. And a -pn- 
vute audience of his Holiness 1 " 

"Doubtless." 

" That is his restoration ! Behold 
all I ask ! " 

" And then, sweet Roman, it will 
be mine to ask," said the Cardinal, 
passionately, drop|»ng on his knee, 
and taking the Signora's hand. For ' 
one moment, that proud lady felt that 
she was woman-^-she blushed, she 
trembled ; but it was not (could the 
Cardinal have read that heart) with 
passion or with weakness ; it was with 
terror and with shame. Passively she 
surrendered her hand to the Cardinal, 
who covered it with kisses. 

"Thus inspired," said Albomoz, 
rising, " I will not doubt of success. 
To-morrow I wait on thee agidn." 

He pressed her hand to his heart — 
the lady felt it not. He sighed his 
farewell — she did not hear it. Lin- 
geringly he gazed; and slowly he 
departed. But it was some moments 
before, recalled to herself, the Signora 
felt that she was alone. 

"Alone!" she cried, half aloud, 
and with wUd emphasis — "alone! 
Oh, what have I undergone— what 
have I said! Unfaith&l, even in 
thought, to Mm ! Oh, never ! never! 
I, that have felt the kiss of his hal- 
lowing lips — ^that have slept on his 
kmgly heart — I ! — holy Mother, be- 
friend and strengthen me !" she con- 
tinued, as, weeping bitterly, she sunk 
upon her knees; and for some mo- 
ments she was lost in prayer. Then, 
rising composed, but deadly pale, «nd 
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with the tears rolling heavily down 
her cheeks, the Signora passed slowly 
to the casement ; she threw it open, 
and bent forward ; the air of the de- 
clining day came softly on her tem- 
ples; it cooled, it mitigated, the 
fever that preyed within. Dark and 
huge before her frowned, in its gloomy 



shadow, the tower in which Riena 
was confined; she gazed at it long 
and wistfully, and then, tnmii^ 
away, drew from the folds of her robe 
a small and sharp dagger. '' Let me 
save him for glory ! " she murmured; 
''and ^is shall save me from dis- 
honour 1 " 



CHAPTER HL 



HOLT MSN. — SAGACIOUS DELIBEBATIONS. — JUST BBSOLVES. — AKD SORDID 
MOTIVES 10 ALL. 



Ekamoured of the beauty, and 
almost equally so of the lofty spirit, 
of the Signora Cesarini, as was the 
warlike Cardinal of Spain, love with 
him was not so master a passion as 
that ambition of complete success in 
^1 the active designs of life, which 
had hitherto animated his character 
and signalized his career. Musing, 
as he left the Signora, on her wish for 
the restoration of the Roman Tribune, 
his experienced and profound intellect 
ran swiftly through whatever advan- 
tages to his own political designs 
might result from that restoration. 
We have seen that it was the inten- 
tion of the new Pontifi* to attempt the 
recovery of the patrimonial territories, 
now torn from him by the gripe of 
able and disaffected tyrants. With 
this view, a military force was already 
in preparation, and the Cardinal was 
afready secretly nominated the chief. 
But the force was very inadequate to 
the enterprise; and Albomoz de- 
pended much upon the moral strength 
of the cause in bringing recruits to 
his standard in his progress through 
the Italian states. The wonderful rise 
of Rienzi had excited an extraordi- 
nary enthusiasm in his favour through 
all the free populations of Italy. And 
this had been yet more kindled and 
inflamed by the influential eloquence < 



of Petrarch, who, at that time, poB- 
sessed of a power greater than ever, 
before or since, (not even excepting 
the Sage of Pemey,) wielded by a 
single literary man, had put forth hia 
boldest genius in behalf of the Roman 
Tribune. Such a companion as Rienzi 
in the camp of the Cardinal might be 
a magnet of attraction to the youth 
and enterprise of Italy. On nearing 
Rome, he might himself judge how 
far it would be advisable to reinstate 
Rienzi as a delegate of the papal 
power. And, in the meanwhile, the 
Roman's influence might be service- 
able, whether to awe the rebellious 
nobles or conciliate the stubborn peo- 
ple. On the other hand, the Cardinal 
was shrewd enough to perceive that 
no possible good could arise from 
Rienzi's present confinement. With 
every month it excited deeper and 
more universal sympathy. To his 
lonely dungeon turned half the hearts 
of republican Italy. Literature had 
leagued its new and sudden, and 
therefore mighty and even dispropor- 
tioned, power with his cause ; and the 
Pope, without daring to be his judge, 
incurred the odium of being his 
gaoler. "A popular prisoner," said 
the sagacious Cardinal to himself, ** is 
the most dangerous of guests. Restore 
him as your servant, or destroy him 
p 2 
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as your foe ! In this case I see no al- 
ternative but acquittal or the knife I " 
In these reflections that able plotter, 
deep in the Machiavelism of the age, di- 
Torccd the lover from the statesman. 

Becurring now to the former cha- 
racter, he felt some disagreeable and 
uneasy forebodings at the earnest in- 
terest of his mistress. Fain would he 
have attributed, either to some femtasy 
of patriotism or some purpose of re- 
venge, the anxiety of the Cesarini; 
and there was much in her stem and 
haughty character which favoured 
that belief. But he was forced to ac- 
knowledge to himself some jealous 
apprehension of a sinister and latent 
motive, which touched his vanity and 
alarmed his love. ''Howbeit," he 
thought, as he turned from his un- 
willing fear, " I can play with her at 
her own weapons ; I can obtain the 
release of Bienzi, and claim my re- 
ward. If denied, the hand that opened 
the dungeon can again rivet the chain. 
In her anxiety is my power ! " 

These thoughts the Cardinal was 
still revolving in his palace, when he 
was suddenly summoned to attend the 
Pontiff. 

The pontifical palace no longer ex- 
hibited the gorgeous yet graceful 
luxury of Clement YL, and the sar- 
castic Cardinal smiled to himself at 
the quiet gloom of the ante-chambers. 
"He thinks to set an example — ^this 
poor native of Limoges!" thought 
Albomoz; ''and has but the mortifi- 
cation of finding himself eclipsed by 
the poorest bishop. He humbles him- 
self, and &ncies that the humility will 
be contagious." 

His Holiness was seated before a 
small and rude table bestrewed with 
papers, his face buried in his hands ; 
the room was simply furnished, and 
in a small niche beside the casement 
was an. ivory crucifix; below, the 
death's head and cross-bones, which 
moBt monks then introduced ynih. a 



purpose similar to that of the ancients 
by the like ornaments, — ^mementos 
of the shortness of life, and therefore 
admonitions to make the best of it ! 
On the ground lay a map of the Pa- 
trimonial Territory, with the fortresses 
in especial, distinctly and prominently 
marked. The Pope gently lifted up 
his head as the Cardinal was an- 
nounced, and discovered a plain but 
sensible and somewhat interesting 
countenance. " My son ! " said he, 
with a kindly courtesy to the lowly 
salutation of the proud Spaniard, 
" scarcely wouldst thou imagine, after 
our long conference this morning, that 
new cares would so soon demand the 
assistance of thy counsels. Yerily, 
the wreath of thorns stings sharp 
under the triple crown ; and I some- 
times long for the quiet abode of my 
old professor's chair in Toulouse : my 
station is of pain and toil." 

"Qod tempei;^ the wind to the 
shorn lamb," observed the Cardinal, 
with pious and compassionate gravity. 

Innocent could scarcely refrain a 
smile as he replied, '' The lamb that 
carries the cross must have the 
strength of the lion. Since we parted, 
my son, I have had painful intelli- 
gence ; our couriers have arrived from 
the Campagna — the heathen rage 
furiously — the force of John di Vice 
has augmented fearfully, and the most 
redoubted adventurer of Europe has 
enlisted under his banner." 

" Does his Holiness," cried the Car- 
dinal, anxiously, "speak of Fra 
Moreale, the Knight of St. Johnl" 

" Of no less a warrior," returned the 
Pontiff. '* I dread the vast ambition 
of that wild adventurer." 

" Your Holiness hath cause," said 
the Cardinal, drily. 

"Some letters of his have fidlen 
into the hands of the servants of the 
Church; they are here: read them, 
my son." 

Albomoz received and deliberately 
scanned the letters; this done, he 
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replaced them on the table^ and re- 
mained for a few moments silent and 
absorbed. 

"What think you, my son 1" said 
the Pope, at length, with an impa- 
tient and even peevish tone. 

" I think that, with Montreal's hot 
genius and John di Vice's frigid vil- 
lany, your Holiness may live to envy, 
if not the quiet, at least the revenue, 
of the Professor's chair." 

" How, Cardinal ! " said the Pope, 
hastily, and with an angry flush on 
his pale brow. The Cardinal quietly 
proceeded. 

"By these letters it seems that 
Montreal has written to all the com- 
manders of free lances throughout 
Italy, offering the highest pay of a 
seldier to every man who will join his 
standard, combined with the richest 
plunder of a brigand. He meditates 
great schemes then ! — I know the 
man!" 

" Well, — and our course 1 " 

" Is plain," said the Cardinal, loftily, 
and with an eye that flashed with a 
soldier's fire. " Not a moment is to 
be lost ! Thy son should at once take 
the field. Up with the Banner of the 
Church!" 

" But are we strong enough 1 our 
numbers are few. Zeal sLickens! 
the piety of the Baldwins is no 
more i ** 

" Your Holiness knows well," said 
the Cardinal, " that for the multitude 
of men there are two watchwords of 
war — Liberty and Religion. If Reli- 
gion begins to fail, we must employ 
the profaner word. ^Up with the 
Banner of the Church — and down with 
like tyrants ! * We will proclaim equal 
laws and free government;* and, God 

* In correcting the pages of this work, in 
the year 1847 .. . strange coincidences 
between the present policy of the Roman 
Church and that by which in the 14th 
century it recovered both spiritual and 
temporal power cannot fail to suggest them- 
flelres. 



willing, our camp shall prosper better 
with those promises than the tents of 
Montreal with the more vulgar shout 
of * Pay and Rapine.' " 

" Giles d'Albomoz," said the Pope, 
emphatically; and, warmed by the 
spirit of the Cardinal, he dropped the 
wonted etiquette of phrase, " I trust 
implicitly to you. Now the right 
hand of the Church — hereafter, per- 
haps, its head. Too well I feel that 
the lot has fallen on a lowly place. 
My successor must requite my defi- 
ciencies." 

No changing hue, no brightening 
glance, betrayed to the searching eye 
of the Pope whatever emotion these 
words had called up in the breast of 
the ambitious Cardinal. He bowed 
his proud head humbly as he an- 
swered, " Pray Heaven that Innocent 
YI. may long live to guide the Church 
to glory. For Giles d'Albomoz, less 
priest than soldier, the din of the 
camp, the breath of the war-steed, 
suggest the only aspirations which he 
ever d^es indulge. But has your 
Holiness imparted to your servant all 
that " 

"Nay," interrupted Innocent, "I 
have yet intelligence equally ominous. 
This John di Yico, — ^pest go with 
him ! — who still styles himself (the 
excommunicated ruffian !) Prefect of 
Rome, has so filled that unhappy city 
with his emissaries, that we have well- 
nigh lost the seat of the Apostle. 
Rome, long in anarchy, seems now in 
open rebellion. The nobles — sons of 
Belial ! — ^it is true, are once more 
humbled ; but how ] — One Baroncelli, 
a new demagogue, the fiercest — ^tho 
most bloody that the fiend ever helped 
— has arisen — ^is invested by the mob 
with power, and uses it to butcher the 
people and insult the Pontiff. Wearied 
of the crimes of this man, (which are 
not even decorated by ability,) the 
shout of the people day and night 
along the streets is for 'Rienzi the 
Tribune.'" 
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" Ha I " said the Cardinal, " Rienzi's 
fikolts then are forgotten in Rome, 
and there is felt for him the same en- 
thusiasm in that citj as in the rest of 
Italy 1" 

"Alas! it is so." 

" It is well, I have thought of this : 
Blenzi can accompany my progress — " 

" My son ! the rebel, the heretic — " 

" By your Holiness's absolution will 
l>ecome quiet subject and orthodox 
Catholic," said Albomoz. " Men are 
good or bad as they suit our purpose. 
What matters a virtue that is useless, 
or a crime that is useful, to us ? The 
army of the Church proceeds against 
tyrants — it proclaims everywhere to 
the Papal towns the restoration of 
their popular constitutions. Sees not 
your Holiness that the acquittal of 
Bienzi, the popular darling, will be 
hailed an earnest of your sincerity 1^ 
sees not your Holiness that his name 
will fight for us 1 — sees not your Holi- 
ness that the great demagogue Eienzi 
must be used to extinguish the little 
demagogue Baroncelli ] We must re- 
gain the Romans, whether of the city 
or whether in the seven towns of John 
di Vico. When they hear Rienzi is 
in our camp, trust me, we shall have 
a multitude of deserters from the 
tyrants — trust me, we shall hear no 
more of BaroncellL" 

''Ever sagacious/ said the Pope, 



musingly ; " it is true, we can use this 
man : but with caution. His genius 
is formidable " 

"And therefore must be conci- 
liated ; if we acquit, we must make 
him ours. My experience has taught 
me this, when you cannot slay a de- 
magogue by law, crush him with 
honours. He must be no longer Tri- 
bune of the People. Give him the 
Patrician title of Senator, and he ia 
then the Lieutenant of the Pope ! " 

" I will see to this, my son— your 
suggestions please, but alarm me : he 
shall at least be examined; — but if 
found a heretic " 

" Should, I humbly advise, be de- 
clared a saint." 

The Pope bent his brow for a mo- 
ment, but the efibrt was too much for 
him, and after a moment's struggle, 
he &irly laughed aloud. 

"Go to, my son," said he, affec- 
tionately patting the Cardinal's sallow 
cheek. " Go to. — If the world heard 
thee, what would it say ? " 

"That Giles d' Albomoz had just 
enough religion to remember that 
the State is a Church, but not too 
much to forget that the Church is a 
State." 

With these words the conference 
ended. That very evening the Pope 
decreed that Rienzi should be per- 
mitted the trial he had demanded. 



CHAPTER lY. 



THE LADT AUD THE PAGE. 



It wanted three hours of midnight, 
when Albomoz, resuming his charac- 
ter of gallant, despatched to the Sig- 
nora Cesarini the following billet. 

"Your commands are obeyed. 
Rienzi will receive an examination on 
his faith. It is well that he should be 
prepared. It may suit your purpose, 
as to which I am so faintly enlight- 



ened, to appear to the prisoner what 
you are — the obtainer of this grace. 
See how implicitly one noble heart 
can tmst another! I s^nd by the 
bearer an order that will admit one of 
your servitors to the prisoner's cell. 
Be it, if you will, your task to an- 
nounce to him the new crisis of his 
fate. Ah ! madam, may fortune be as 
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&Yoarable to me, and grant me the 
same intercessor — from thy lips my 
sentence is to come." 

As Albomoz finished this epistle, 
he summoned his confidential atten- 
dant, a Spanish gentleman, who saw 
nothing in his noble birth that should 
prevent his fulfilling the yarious bests 
of the Cardinal. 

" Alvarez," said he, " these to the 
Signora Cesarini by another hand; 
thou art unknown to her household. 
Bepair to the state tower ; this to the 
(Governor admits thee. Mark who is 
admitted to the prisoaer Cola di 
Rienzi: Enow his name, examine 
whence he comes. Be keen, Alvarez. 
Learn by what motive the Cesarini 
interests herself in the prisoner's fate. 
All too of herself, birth, fortunes, 
lineage, would b^ welcome intelli- 
genee. Thou comprehendest me 1 It 
is well. One caution — thou hast no 
mission from, no eonnexion with, me. 
Thou art an officer of the prison, or 
of the Pope, — ^what thou wilt. Give 
me the rosary ; light the lamp before 
the crucifix ; place yon hair-shirt be- 
neath those arms. I would have it 
appear as ifmearU to be hidden ! Tell 
Gomez that the Dominican preacher 
is to be admitted." 

" Those friars have zeal," eontinued 
the Cardinal to himself, as, after exe- 
cuting his orders, Alvarez withdrew. 
" They would bum a man — but only 
on the Bible? They are worth con- 
ciliating, if the triple crown be really 
worth the winning ; were it mine, I 
would add the eagle's plume to it." 

And plunged into the aspiring 
future, this bold man forgot even 
the object of his passion. In real 
life, after a certain age, ambitious 
men love indeed; but it is only as 
an interlude. And indeed with most 
men, life has more absorbing though 
not more frequent concerns than those 
of love. Love is the business of the 
idle, but the idleness of the busy. 

The Cesarini was alone when the 



Cardinal's messenger arrived, and be 
was scarcely dismissed with a few 
lines, expressive of a gratitude which 
seemed to bear down all those guards 
with which the coldness of the Sig- 
nora usually fenced her pride, before 
the page Angelo was summoned to 
her presence. 

The room was dark with the shades 
of the gathering night when the youth 
entered, and he discerned but dimly 
the outline of the Signora's stately 
form ; but by the tone of her voice, 
he perceived that she waa deeply 
agitated. 

" Angelo," said she, as he ap- 
proached, ** Angelo—" and h«r v©ioe 
fiiiled h^. She paused as for breath 
and again {proceeded. "Ton akae 
have served us faithfully; you akac 
shared our escape, our wandeiingsy 
our exile-^you alone know my aeeiet 
— you of my train alone are Roman 1-^ 
Roman t it was once a great namew 
Angelo, the name has- fallen^; bni h 
is only because the nature of the 
Roman Race fell first. Haughty they 
are, but fickle; fierce, but dastard; 
vehem^tt in promise, but rotten in 
thdr faith. Tou are a Roman, and 
though I have proved your tmtii^ 
your very biiih makes me afraid of 
falsehood." 

" Madam," said the page, " I was 
but a child when you admitted me of 
your service, and I am yet only on the 
verge of manhood. But boy though 
I yet be, I would brave the stoutest 
lance of knight, or freebooter, in 
defence of the faith of Angelo Yillaniy 
to his liege Lady and his native 
land." 

''Alas! alast" said the Signora, 
bitterly, " such have been the loorda 
of thousands of thy race. What have 
been their deeds 1 But I will trust 
thee, as I have trusted ever. I know 
that thou art covetous of honour, that 
thou hast youth's comely and bright 
ambition." 

" I am an orphan and a bastard/' 
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said Angelo, bluntly ! " And circum- 
stance stings me sharply on to action; 
I would win my own name." 

" Thou shalt," said the Signora. 
"We shall live yet to reward thee. 



And now be quick. Bring hither 
one of thy page's suits, — mantle and 
head-gear. Quick, I say, and whisper 
not to a soul what I have asked of 
thee." 



CHAPTER V. 



THE IKMATE OF THE TOWEB. 



Tab night slowly advanced, and in 
the highest chamber of that dark 
and ragged tower which fronted the 
windows of the Cesarini's palace sate 
a solitary prisoner. A single lamp 
bnmed before him on a table of stone, 
and threw its rays over an open Bible ; 
and those stem but fantastic legends 
of the prowess of ancient Rome, which 
the genius of Livy has dignified into 
history.* A chain hung pendent 
ftt)m the vault of the tower, and 
confined the captive; but so as to 
leave his limbs at sufficient liberty 
to measure at will the greater part of 
the cell. Green and damp were the 
mighty stones of the walls, and through 
a narrow aperture, high out of reach, 
came the moonlight, and slept in 
long shadow over the rude floor. A 
bed at one comer completed the 
furniture of the room. Such for 
months had been the abode of the 
conqueror of the haughtiest Barons, 
and the luxurious dictator of the 
stateliest city of the world I 

Care, and travel, and time, and 
adversity, had wrought their change 
in the person of RienzL The propor- 
tions of his frame had enlarged from 
the compact strength of earlier man- 
hood, the clear paleness of his cheek 
was bespread with a hectic and 



* " Avea libri assai, suo Tito Livio, sue 
fitorie di Roma, la Bibbia et altri libri 
anai, non finava di studiare."— Vit. di Col. 
Rienzi, lib. ii. cap. 13. See translation to 
motto to Book YU. p. 202. 



deceitful glow. Even in his present 
studies, intent as they seemed, and 
genial though the lecture to a mind 
enthusiastic even to fanaticism, his 
eyes could not rivet themselves as of 
yore steadily to the page. The charm 
was gone from the letters. Every 
now and then he moved restlessly, 
started, re-settled Jiimself, and ;mut- 
tered broken exclamations like a man 
in an anxious dream. Anon, his gaze 
impatiently turned upward, about, 
around, and there was a strange and 
wandering fire in those large deep 
eyes, which might have thrilled the 
beholder with a vague and unaccount- 
able awe. 

Angelo had in the main correctly 
narrated the more recent adventures 
of Rienzi after his fall. He had first 
with Nina and Angelo betaken him- 
self to Naples, and found a fallacious 
and brief favour with Louis, king of 
Hungary ; that harsh but honourable 
monarch had refused to yield his 
illustrious guest to the demands of 
Clement, but had plainly declared 
his inability to shelter him in safety. 
Maintaining secret intercourse with 
his partisans at Rome, the fugitive 
then sought a refuge with the Eremites, 
sequestered in the lone recesses of the 
Monte Maiella, where in solitude and 
thought he had passed a whole year, 
save the time consumed in his visit 
to and return from Florence. Taking 
advantage of the Jubilee in Rome, 
he had then, disguised as a pilgrim, 
traversed the vales and mountains 



THE LAST OF THE TRIBUNES. 



217 



still rich in the melancholy ruins of 
ancient Rome^ and entering the city, 
his restless and ambitious spirit 
indulged in new but vain conspira- 
cies!* Excommunicated a second 
time by the Cardinal di Ceccano, and 
again a fugitive, he shook the dust 
from his feet as he left the city, and 
raising his hands towards those walls, 
in which are yet traced the witness of 
the Tarquins, cried aloud — " Honoured 
as thy prince — persecuted as thy vic- 
tim — Rome, Rome, thou shalt yet 
receive me as thy conqueror ! " 

Still disguised as a pilgrim, he 
passed unmolested through Italy into 
the Court of the Emperor Charles of 
Bohemia, where the page, who had 
probably witnessed, had rightly nar- 
rated, his reception. It is doubtful, 
however, whether the conduct of the 
Emperor had been* as chivalrous as 
appears by Angelo's relation, or whe- 
ther he had not delivered Rienzi to 
the Pontiff's emissaries. At all events 
it is certain, that from Prague to 
Avignon, the path of the fallen 
Tribune had been as one triumph. 
His strange adventures — ^his unbroken 
spirit — the new power that Intellect 
(idly and wonderfully excited over 
the minds of the rising generation — 
the eloquence of Petrarch, and the 
common sympathy of the vulgar for 
fallen greatness, — all conspired to 
make Rienzi the hero of the age. 
Kot a town through which he passed 
which would not have risked a siege 
for his protection — not a house that 
would not have sheltered him — not a 
hand that would not have struck in 
his defence. Refusing all offers of 
aid, disdaining all occasion of escape, 
inspired by his indomitable hope, and 
his unalloyed belief in the brightness of 
his own destinies, the Tribune sought 
Avignon — and found a dungeon ! 

These, his external adventures, are 
briefly and easily told; but who 

* Rainald, Ann. 135Q, N. 4, E. 5. 



shall tell what passed within ? — who 
narrate the fearful history of the 
heart] — who paint the rapid changes 
of emotion and of thought — the 
indignant grief— the stem dejection 
— ^the haughty disappointment that 
saddened while it never destroyed 
the resolve of that great soul ? Who 
can say what must have been endured, 
what meditated, in the hermitage of 
Maiella ; — on the lonely hills of the 
perished empire it had been his dr^am 
to restore ; — in the Courts of Barba- 
rian Kings; — and above all, on return- 
ing obscure and disguised, amidst the 
crowds of the Christian world, to the 
seat of his former power 1 What 
elements of memory, and in what a 
wild and fiery brain ! What reflections 
to be conned in the dungeons of 
Avignon, by a man who had pushed 
into all the fervour of fanaticism — 
four passions, a single one of which 
has, in excess, sufficed to wreck the 
strongest reason — ^passions, which in 
themselves it is most difficult to 
combine, — the dreamer — the aspirant 
— the very nympholept of Freedom, 
yet of Power — of Knowledge, yet of 
Religion ! 

" Ay," muttered the prisoner, " ay, 
these texts are comforting — comfort- 
ing. The righteous are not alway 
oppressed." With a long sigh he 
deliberately put aside the Bible, kissed 
it with great reverence, remained 
silent, and musing for some minutes ; 
and then as a slight noise was heard 
at one comer of the cell, said softly, 
" Ah, my friends, my comrades, the 
rats ! it is their hour — I am glad I 
put aside the bread for them !" His 
eye brightened as it now detected 
those strange and unsocial animals 
venturing forth through a hole in the 
wall, and, darkening the moonshine 
on the floor, steal fearlessly towards 
him. He flung some fragments of 
bread to them, and for some moments 
watched their gambols with a smile. 
''Manchino, the white-fEused rascal! 
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he beat» all the rest — ha, ha ! he is a 
superior wretch — he commands the 
tribe, and will venture the first into 
the trap. How will he bite against 
the steel, the fine fellow ! while all 
the ignobler herd will gaze at him 
afar off, and quake and fear, and 
never help. Yet if united, they 
might gnaw the trap and release their 
leader ! Ah, ye are base vermin, ye 
eat my bread, yet if death came upon 
me, ye would riot on my carcass. 
Away!" and clapping his hands, the 
chain round him clanked harshly, 
and the noisome co-mates of his 
dungeon vanished in an instant. 

That singular and eccentric hnmour 
which marked Rienzi, and which had 
seemed a bufibonery to the stolid 
BuUenness of the Eoman nobles, still 
retained its old expression in his 
countenance, aod he laughed loud 
as he saw the vermin hurry back to 
their hiding-place. 

" A little noise and the clank of a 
chain — fie, how ye imitate mankind !" 
Again he sank into silence, and then 
heavily and listlessly drawing towards 
him the animated tales of livy, said, 
" An hour to midnight ! — waking 
dreams are better than sleep. Well, 
history tells us how men have risen — 
ay, and nations too — after sadder falls 
than that of Rienzi or of Rome !" 

In a few minutes, he was apparently 
absorbed in the lecture; so intent 
indeed, was he in the task, that he did 
not hear the steps which wound the 
spiral stairs that conducted to hia 
cell, and it was not till the wards 
harshly grated beneath the huge key, 
and the door creaked on its hinges, 
that Rienzi, in amaze at intrusion at 
so unwonted an hour, lifted his eyes. 
The door had reclosed on the dungeon, 
and by the lonely and pale lamp he 
beheld a figure leaning, as for sup- 
port, against the wall. The figure 
was wrapped from head to foot in the 
long cloak of the day, which, aided 
by a broad hat, shaded by plumes, 



concealed even the features of the 
visitor. 

Rienzi gazed long and wistfully. 

" Speak,** he said at length, putting 
his hand to his brow. ** Methinks 
either long solitude has bewildered 
me, or, sweet sir, your apparition 
dazzles. I know you not — am I 
sure? — ** and Rienzi's hair bristled 
while he slowly rose — " Am I sure 
that it is living man who stands before 
me 1 Angels have entered the prison- 
house before now. Alas ! an angeFs 
comfort never was more needed.** 

The stranger answered not, but the 
captive saw that his heart heaved 
even beneath his cloak; loud sobs 
choked his voice ; at length, as by a 
violent effort, he sprung forward, and 
eunk at the Tribune's feet. The 
disguising hat, the long mantle fell 
to the ground — ^it was the face of a 
woman that look upward through 
passionate and glazing tears — the 
arms of a woman that clasped the 
prisoner's knees ! Rienzi gazed mute 
and motionless as stone. "Powers 
and Saints of Heaven !" he mur- 
mured at last, " do ye tempt me 
further ! — is it 1 — no, no— yet speak ! ** 

" Beloved — adored! — do you not 
know mel** 

'" It is — it is ! " shrieked Rienzi 
wildly, "it is my Nina — ^my wife — 

my *' His voice forsook him. 

Clasped in each other's arms, the un- 
fortunates for some moments seemed 
to have lost even the sense of delight 
at their reunion. It wns as an uncon- 
scious and deep trance, through which 
something likis a dream only faintly 
and indistinctively stirs. 

At length recovered — at length 
restored, the first broken exclama- 
tions, the first wild caresses of joy ov«r 
— Nina lifted her head from her 
husband's bosom, and gazed sadly on 
his countenance — " Oh, what thou 
I hast known since we parted ! — what, 
j since that hour when, borne on by thy 
I bold heart and wild destiny, thou 
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didst leave me in the Imperial Court, 
to seek again the diadem and find the 
chain! Ah! why did I heed thy 
commands? — ^whysufier thee to depart 
alone] How often in thy progress 
hitherward, in doubt, in danger, might 
this bosom have been thy resting- 
place, and this voice have whispered 
comfort to thy soul? Thou art well, 
my Lord — ^my Cola ! Thy pulse beats 
quicker than of old — thy brow is 
furrowed. Ah! tell me thou art 
well!" 

" Well," said Rienzi, mechanically. 
" Methinks so ! — the mind diseased 
blunts all sense of bodily decay. Well 
— ^yes ! And thou — ^thou, at least, art 
not changed, save to matnrer beauty. 
The glory of the laurel-wreath has 
not faded from thy brow. Thou shalt 
yet — " then breaking off abruptly — 
" Home — tell me of Rome ! And 
thou — ^how camest thou hither] Ah ! 
perhaps my doom is sealed, and in 
their mercy they have vouchsafed that 
I should see thee once more before the 
deathsman blinds me. I remember, 
it is the grace vouchsafed to malefac- 
tors. When / was a lord of life and 
death, I too permitted the meanest 
criminal to say farewell to those he 
loved." 

" No — ^not so. Cola ! " exclaimed 
Nina, putting her hand before his 
mouth. " I bring thee more auspicious 
tidings. To-morrow thou art to be 
heard. The favour of the Court is 
propitiated. Thou wilt be acquitted. " 

" Ha ! speak again." 

" Thou wilt be heard, my Cola — 
thou must be acquitted ! " 

"And Rome be free ! — Great God, 
I thank Thee ! " 

The Tribune sank on his knees, and 
never had his heart, in his youngest 
and purest hour, poured forth thanks- 
giving more fervent, yet less selfish. 
When he rose again, the whole man 
seemed changed. His eye had resumed 
its earlier expressions of deep and 
serene command. Majesty sate upon 



his brow. The sorrows of the exile 
were forgotten. In his sanguine and 
rapid thoughts, he stood once more 
the guardian of his country, — and it» 
sovereign ! 

Nina gazed upon him with that 
intense and devoted worship, which 
steeped her vainer and her harder 
qualities in all the fondness of the 
softest woman. " Such,*' thought she, 
" was his look eight years ago, when 
he left my maiden chamber, full of 
the mighty schemes which liberated 
Rome — such his look, when at the 
dawning sun he towered amidst the 
crouching Barons, and the kneeling 
population of the city he had made 
his throne!" 

" Yes, Nina ! " said Rienzi, as he 
turned and caught her eye. " My 
soul tells me that my hour is at hand. 
If they try me openly, they dare not 
convict — if they acquit me, they dare 
not but restore. To-morrow, saidst 
thou, to-morrow 1 " 

" To-morrow, Rienzi; be prepared ! " 

" I am — for triumph ! But tell me 
what happy chance brought thee te 
Avignon]" 

" OJuince, Cola ! " said Nina, with 
reproachful tenderness. "Could I 
know that thou wert in the dungeons 
of the Pontiff, and linger in idle 
security at Prague] Even at the 
Emperor's Court thou hadst thy par- 
tisans and favourers. Gold was easily 
procured. I repaired to Florence- 
disguised my name — and came hither 
to plot, to scheme, to win thy liberty,^ 
or to die with thee. Ah ! did not thy 
heart tell thee that morning and 
night the eyes of thy faithful Nina 
gazed upon this gloomy tower ; and 
that one friend, humble though she 
be, never could forsake thee ! " 

"Sweet Nina! Yet — yet— at 
Avignon power yields not to beauty 
without reward. Remember, there is 
a worse death than the pause of life." 

Nina turned pale. " Fear not," l&he 
said, with a low but determined voice; 
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" fear not, that men's lips should say 
Rienzi's wife delivered him. None in 
this corrupted Court know that I am 
thy wife." 

" Woman," said the Tribune, sternly ; 
" thy lips elude the answer I would 
seek. In our degenerate time and 
land, thy sex and ours forget too 
basely what foulness writes a leprosy 
in the smallest stain upon a matron's 
honour. That thy heart would never 
wrong me, I believe ; but if thy weak- 
ness, thy fear of my death should 
wrong me, thou art a bitterer foe to 
Bienzithan the swords of the Oolonna. 
Nina, speak 1 " 

" Oh, that my soul could speak," 
answered Nina. " Thy words are 
music to me, and not a thought of 
mine but echoes them. Could I touch 
this hand, could I meet that eye, and 
not know that death were dearer to 
thee than shame ] Rienzi, when last 
we parted, in sadness, yet in hope, 
what were thy words to me ]" 

" I remember them well," returned 
the Tribune : " ' I leave thee,* I said, 
* to keep alive at the Emperor's 
Court, by thy genius, the Great Cause. 
Thou hast youth and beauty — and 
courts have lawless and ruffian suitors. 
I give thee no caution; it were 



beneath thee and me. But I leave 
thee the power of death.' And with 
that, Nina ** 

" Thy hands tremblingly placed in 
mine this dagger. I live — ^need I say 
morel" 

" My noble and beloved Nina, it is 
enough. Keep the dagger yet." 

*' Yes ; till we meet in the Capitol 
of Rome ! " 

A slight tap was heard at the door ; 
Nina regained, in an instant, her 



It is on the stroke of midnight," 
said the gaoler, appearing at the 
threshold. 

" I come," said Nina. 

"And thou hast to prepare thy 
thoughts," she whispered to Rienzi : 
" arm all thy glorious intellect. Ala^! 
is it again we parti How my heart 
sinks!" 

The presence of the gaoler at the 
threshold broke the bitterness of 
parting by abridging it. The fedse 
page pressed her lips on the prisoner's 
hand, and left the cell. 

The gaoler, lingering behind for a 
moment, placed a parchment on the 
table. It was the summons from the 
court appointed for the trial of the 
Tribune. 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE SOEKT DOES KOT LIE. — THE PRIEST AHD THE 80LDISB. 



On descending the stairs, Nina was 
met by Alvarez. 

" Fair page," said the Spaniard, 
gaily, " thy name, thou tellest me, is 
Villanil — Angelo Villani — why I 
know thy kinsman, methinks. Vouch- 
fiafe, young master, to enter this 
chamber, and drink a night-cup to 
thy lady's health ; I would fain learn 
tidings of my old friends." 



''At another time," answered the 
false Angelo, drawing the cloak closer 
round her £hce; it is late — I am 
hurried." 

"Nay," said the Spaniard, "you 
escape me not so easily;" and he 
caught firm hold of the page's shoulder. 

"Unhand me, sir!" said Nina, 
haughtily, and almost weeping, for 
her strong nerves were yet unstrung. 
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"Gaoler, at thy peril — unbar the 
gates." 

"So hot," said Alvarez, surprised 
at BO great a waste of dignity in a 
page; "nay, I meant not to offend 
thee. May I wait on thy pageship to- 
morrow T* 

" Ay, to-morrow," said Nina, eager 
to escape. 

" And meanwhile," said Alvarez, " I 
will accompany thee home — ^we can 
confer by the way." 

So saying, without regarding the 
protestations of the supposed page, he 
passed with Nina into the open air. 
" Your lady," said he, carelessly, " is 
wondrous feir ; her lightest will is law 
to the greatest noble of Avignon. 
Methinks she is of Naples — ^is it so ? 
Art thou dumb, sweet youth ?" 

The page did not answer, but with 
a step so rapid that it almost put the 
slow Spaniard out of breath, hastened 
along the narrow space between the 
tower and the palace of the Signora 
Cesarini, nor could all the efforts of 
Alvarez draw forth a single syllable 
from his reluctant companion, till 
they reached the gates of the palace, 
and he found himself discourteously 
left without the walls. 

"A plague on the boy ! " said he, 
biting his lips ; " if the Cardinal 
thrive as well as his servant, by're 
Lady, Monsignoreis a happy man ! " 

By no means pleased with the 
prospect of an interview withAlbomoz, 
who, like most able men, valued the 
talents of those he employed exactly 
in proportion to their success, the 
Spaniard slowly returned home. With 
the licence accorded to him, he entered 
the Cardinal's chamber somewhat 
abruptly, and perceived him in earnest 
conversation with a Cavalier, whose 
long moustache, curled upward, and 
the bright cuirass worn underneath 
his mantle, seemed to betoken him of 
martial profession. Pleased with the 
respite; Alvarez hastily withdrew: 



and, in &ct, the Cardinal's thoughts 
at that moment, and for that night, 
were bent upon other subjects tln^n 
those of love. 

The interruption served, however, 
to shorten the conversation between 
Albomoz and his guest. The latter 
rose. 

"I think," said he, buckling on a 
short and broad rapier, which he laid 
aside during the interview, — " I think, 
my Lord Cardinal, you encourage me 
to consider that our negotiation stands 
a fair chance of a prosperous close. 
Ten thousand florins, and my brother 
quits Viterbo, and launches the 
thunderbolt of the Company on the 
lands of Rimini On your part " 

" On my part it is agreed," said 
the Cardinal, "that the army of the 
Church interferes not with the course 
of your brother's arms — there is peace 
between us. One warrior understands 
another!" 

" And the word of Giles d' Albomoz, 
son of the royal race of Arragon, is a 
guarantee for the fiiith of a Cardinal," 
replied the Cavalier, with a smile. " It 
is, my Lord, in jovtr former quality 
that we treat.'* 

" There is my right hand," answered 
Albomoz, too politic to heed the 
insinuation. The Cavalier raised it 
respectfully to his lips, and his armed 
tread was soon heard descending the 
stairs. 

" Victory," cried Albomoz, tossing 
his arms aloof; " Victory, now thou 
art mine ! " 

With that he rose hastily, deposited 
his papers in an iron chest, and open- 
ing a concealed door behind the 
arras, entered a chamber that rather 
resembled a monk's cell than the 
apartment of a prince. Over a mean 
pallet hung a sword, a dagger, and a 
rude image of the Virgin. Without 
summoning Alvarez, the Cardinal 
unrobed, and in a few moments was 
asleep. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



TAUOLUBl AJKD ITS 01*178 LOCI.— -OLD ACK^VAIKTANOE KKKSWED, 



Tab next day at early noon the 
Cavalier, whom our last chapter pre- 
fiented to the reader, was seen mounted 
on a strong Norman horse, winding 
his way slowly along a green and 
pleasant path some xniles from Avig- 
non. At length he found himself in 
a wild and romantic valley, through 
which wandered that delightful river 
whose name the verse of Petrarch has 
given to so beloved a fame. Sheltered 
by rocks, and in this part winding 
through tiie greenest banks, enamelled 
with a thousand wild flowers and 
water-^weeds, went the crystal Sorgia. 
Advancing fEirther, the landscape 
lissumed a more sombre and sterile 
aspect. The valley seemed enclosed 
or shut in by fantastic rocks of a 
thousand shapes, down which dashed 
and glittered a thousand rivulets. 
And, in the very wildest of the scene, 
the ground suddenly opened into a 
quaint and cultivated garden, through 
which, amidst a profusion of foliage, 
was seen a small and lonely mansion, 
— ^the hermitage of the place. The 
horseman was in the valley of the 
Yaucluse ; and before his eye lay the 
garden and the house of Petrarch ! 
Carelessly, however, his eye scanned 
the consecrated spot; and uncon- 
sciously it rested, for a moment, upon 
a solitary figure seated musingly by 
the margin of the river. A large dog 
at the side of the noonday idler 
barked at the horseman as he rode on. 
"A brave animal and a deep bay ! " 
thought the traveller; to him the dog 
fieemed an object much more interest- 
ing than its master. And so, — as the 
crowd of little men pass unheeding 
and unmoved, those in whom Posterity 
shall acknowledge the Ian imarks of 
their age, — the horseman umed his 
glance from the Poet ! 



Thrice blessed name ! Immortal 
Florentine ! * not as the lover, nor 
even as the poet, do I bow before thy 
consecrated memory — ^venerating thee 
as one it were sacrilege to introduce 
in this unworthy page — save by name 
and as a shadow ; but as the first who 
ever asserted to people and to prince 
the august majesty of Letters ; who 
claimed to Genius the prerogative to 
influence states^ to control opinion, to 
hold an empire ov^r the hearts of 
men, and prepare events by animating 
passion, and guiding thought ! What^ 
(though but feebly felt and dimly 
seen) — what do we yet owe to Thee if 
Knowledge be now a Power ; if miitd 
be a Prophet and a Fate^ foretelling 
and foredooming the things to come ! 
From the greatest to the least of us, 
to whom the pen is at once a sceptre 
and a sword, the low-bom Florentine 
has been the arch-messenger to 
smoothe the way and prepare the 
welcome. Yes I even the meanest of 
the afbercomers — even he who now 
vents his gratitude, — is thine ever- 
lasting debtor I Thine, how largely 
is the honour, if his labours, humble 
though they be, find" an audience 
wherever literature is known ; preach- 
ing in remotest lands the moral of 
forgotten revolutions, and scattering 
in the palace and the market-place the 
seeds that shall ripen into fruit when 
the hand of the sower shall be dust, 
and his very name, perhaps, be lost ! 
For, few, alas I are they, whose names 
may outlive the grave; but the 
thoughts of every man who writes, are 
made undying; — others appropriate, 
advance, exalt them ; and millions of 



* I need scarcely say that it is his origin, 
not his actual birth, which entitles us to 
term Petrarch a Florentine. 
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minds unknown, undreamt of, are 
required to produce the immortality 
of one ! 

Indulging meditations very differ- 
ent from those which the idea of 
Petrarch awakens in a later time, the 
Cavalier pursued his path. 

The valley was long left behind, and 
the way grew more and more fiedntly 
traced, until it terminated in a wood, 
through whose tangled boughs the 
sunlight broke playfully. At length, 
the wood opened into a wide glade, 
from which rose a precipitous ascent, 
crowned with the ruins of an old 
castle. The traveller dismounted, led 
his horse up the asc^t, and, gaining 
the ruins, left his steed within one of 
the roofless chambers, overgrown with 
the longest grass and a profusion of 
wild shrubs ; thence ascending, with 
some toil, a narrow and broken stw*' 
case, he found himself in a small 
room, less decayed than the rest, of 
which the roof and floor were yet 
whole. 

Stretched on the ground in his 
cloak, and leaning his head thought- 
fully on his hand, was a man of tall 
stature, and middle age. He lifted 
hims^ on his arm with great alacrity 
as the Cavalier entered. 

"Well, Brettone, I have counted 
the hours — what tidings ? " 

''Albomoz consents." 

" Glad news! Thou givest me new 
life. Pardieu, 1 shall break&st all 
the better for this, my brother. 
Hast thou remembered that I am 
funishing ? " 

Brettone drew from beneath his 
cloak a sufficiently huge flask of wine, 
and a small panier, tolerably well 
filled ; the inmate of the tower threw 
himself upon the provant with great 
devotion. And both the soldiers, for 
such they were, stretched at length 
on the ground, regaled themselves 
with considerable zest, talking has- 
tily and familiarly between every 
mouthful. 



" I say, Brettone, thou playest un- 
fiurly; thou hast already devoured 
more than half the pasty: push it 
hitherward. And so the Cardinal 
consents ! What manner of man is 
he? Able as they say r* 

'' Quick, sharp, and earnest, with 
an eye of fire, few words, and comes 
to the point." 

" Unlike a priest then ; — a good 
brigand spoilt. What hast thou heard 
of tho force he heads ] Ho, not so 
fiist with the wine." 

" Scanty at present. — He relies on 
recruits throughout Italy." 

" What his designs for Rome ? 
There, my brother, there tends my 
secret soul I As for these petty towns 
and petty tyrants, I care not how they 
Ml, or by whom. But the Pope must 
not return to Rome. Rome must be 
mine. The city of a new empire, the 
conquest of a new Attila! There, 
every circumstance combines in my 
fiivour ! — the absence of the Pope, the 
weakness of the middle class, the 
poverty of the populace, the imbecile 
though ferocious barbarism of the 
Barons, have long concurred to render 
Rome the most facile, while the most 
glorious conquest ! " 

"My brother, pray Heaven your 
ambition do not wreck you at last ; 
you are ever losing sight of the land. 
Surely with the immense wealth we 
are acquiring, we may " 

" Aspire to be something greater 
tlum Free Companions, generals to- 
day, and adventurers to-morrow. Re- 
memberest thou, how the ITorman 
sword won Sicily, and how the bastard 
William converted on the field of 
Hastings his baton into a sceptre. I 
tell thee, Brettone, that this loose 
Italy has crowns on the hedge that a 
dexterous hand may carry off at the 
point of the lance. My course is 
taken, I will form the fairest army in 
Italy, and with it I will win a throne 
in the Capitol. Fool that I was six 
years ago !— Instead of deputing that 
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mad dolt Pepin of Minorbino, had I 
myself deserted the Hungarian, and 
repaired with my soldiery to Itome, 
the fall of Rienzi would have been 
followed by the rise of Montreal. 
Pepin was outwitted, and threw away 
the prey after he had hunted it down. 
The lion shall not again trust the 
chase to the jackal ! " 

" Walter, thou speakest of the fete 
of Rienzi, let it warn thee !" 

" Rienzi ! " replied Montreal ; " I 
know the man ! In peaceful times or 
with an honest people, he would have 
founded a great dynasty. But he 
dreamt of laws and liberty for men 
who despise the first and will not 
protect the last. We, of a harder 
race, know that a new throne must 
be built by the feudal and not the 
civil system; and into the city we 
must transport the camp. It is by 
the multitude that the proud Tri- 
bune gained power, — by the multi- 
tude he lost it; it is by the sword 
that I will win it, and by the sword 
will I keep it!" 

** Rienzi was too cruel, he should 
not have incensed the Barons," said 
Brettone, about to finish the flask, 
when the strong hand of his brother 
plucked it from him, and anticipated 
the design. 

" Pooh," said Montreal, finishing 
the draught with a long sigh, '' he 
was not cruel enough. He sought 
only to be just, and not to distinguish 
between noble and peasant. He should 
have distinguished ! He should have 
exterminated the nobles root and 
branch. But this no Italian can do. 
This is reserved for me." 

''Thou wouldst not butcher all the 
best blood of Rome ? " 

" Butcher ! No, but I would seize 
their lands, and endow with them a 
new nobility, the hardy and fierce 
nobility of the North, who well know 
how to guard their prince, and tcill 
guard him, as the fountain of their 
own power. Enough of this now. 



And talking of Rienzi — rots he still 
in his dungeon 1 " 

" Why, this morning, ere I left, I 
heard strange news. The town was 
astir, groups in every comer. They 
said that Rienzi's trial was to be to- 
day, and from the names of the judges 
chosen, it is suspected that acquittal 
is already determined on." 

'* Ha ! thou shouldst have told me 
of this before." 

''Should he be restored to Rome, 
would it militate against thy plans 1 " 

" Humph ! I know not — deep 
thought and dexterous management 
would be needed. I would fain not 
leave this spot till I hear what is 
decided on." 

" Surely, Walter, it would have 
been wiser and safer to have stayed 
with thy soldiery, and intrusted me 
with the absolute conduct of this 
affair." 

" Not so," answered Montreal ; 
" thou art a bold fellow enough, and 

a cunning but my head in these 

matters is better than thine. Besides," 
continued the Eiiight, lowering his 
voice, and shading his face, "I had 
vowed a pilgrimage to the beloved 
river, and the old trysting-place. Ah 

me ! But all this, Brettone, then 

understandest not — ^let it pass. As 
for my safety, since we have come to 
this amnesty with Albomoz, I fear 
but little danger even if discovered : 
besides, I want the florins. There are 
those in this country, Germans, who 
could eat an Italian army at a meal, 
whom I would fain engage, and their 
leaders want earnest-money — the 
griping knaves ! — How are the Car- 
dinal's florins to be paid 1 " 

" Half now — half when thy troops 
are before Rimini ! " 

" Rimini ! the thought whets my 
sword. Rememberest thou how that 
accursed Malatesta drove me from 
Aversa,* broke up my camp, and 



* This Malateeta, a signior of illustrioiiB 
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made me render to bim all my bootyl 
There fell the work of yeara ! But 
for that, my bamier now would be 
boating over St. Angelo. I will pay 
back the debt with fire and sword^ 
ere the summer has shed its leayes.'' 
The fsdr countenance of Montreal 
grew terrible as he uttered these 
words; his hands griped the handle 
of his sword, and his strong frame 
heaved visibly; tokens of the fierce 



and unsparing passions, by the aid of 
which a life of rapine and revenge 
had corrupted a nature originally full 
no less of the mercy than the courage 
of Proven9al chivalry. 

Such was the fearful man who now 
(the wildness of his youth sobered, 
and his ambition hardened and con- 
centered) was the rival with Kienzi 
for the mastery of Bome. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



THE CROWD. — THE TRIAL. — THE VERDICT. — THE SOLDIER AND THE PAOB. 



It was on the following evening 
that afcdnsiderable crowd had gathered 
in the streets of Avignon. It was the 
second day of the examination of 
Rienzi, and with every moment was 
expected the announcement of the 
verdict. Amongst the foreigners of 
all countries assembled in that seat 
<^.the Papal splendour, the interest 
was intense. The Italians, even of 
the highest rank, were in favour of 
the Tribune, the French against him. 
As for the good townspeople of Avi- 
gnon themselves, they felt but little 
excitement in any thing that did not 
bring money into their pockets ; and 
if it had been put to the secret vote, 
no doubt there would have been a 
vast majority for burning the prisoner, 
as a marketable speculation 1 

Amongst the crowd was a tall man 
in a plain and rusty suit of armour, 
but with an air of knightly bearing, 
which somewhat belied the coarseness 
of his mail ; he wore no helmet, but 



family, was one of the most skilful warriors 
In Italy. He and his brother Oaleotto had 
been raised to the Joint-tyranny of Rimini 
by the voice of its citizens. After being 
long the foes of the Church, they were ulti- 
mately named as its captains by the Cardi- 
nal Albomoi. 



a small morion of black leather, with 
a long projecting shade, much used 
by wayfarers in the hot climates of 
the south. A black patch covered 
nearly the whole of one cheek, and 
altogether he bore the appearance of 
a grim soldier, with whom war had 
dealt harshly, both in purse and 
person. 

Many were the jests at the shabby 
swordsman's expense, with which that 
lively population amused their impa- 
tience ; and though the shade of the 
morion concealed his eyes, an arch 
and merry smile about the comers of 
his mouth shewed that he could take 
a jest at himself. 

" Well," said one of the crowd, (a 
rich Milanese,) '' I am of a state that 
was free, and I trust the People's man 
will have justice shewn him." 

"Amen," said a grave Florentine. 

" They say," whispered a young 
student from Paris, to a learned doc- 
tor of laws, with whom he abode, 
''that his defence has been a master- 
piece." 

"He hath taken no degrees," replied 
the doctor, doubtingly. " Ho, friend, 
why dost thou push me so 1 thou hast 
rent my robe." 

This was said to a minstrel, or 
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jongleur, who, with a email lute slung 
round him, was making his way, with 
great earnestness, through the ^ong. 

"I beg pardon, worthy sir,*' said 
the minstrel ; "but this is a scene to 
be sung of! Centuries hence ; ay, and 
in lands remote, legend and song will 
tell the fortunes of Cola di Rienzi, the 
friend of Petrarch and the Tribune 
of Rome!" 

The young French student turned 
quickly round to the minstrel, with a 
glow on his pale £a«e ; not sharing the 
general sentiments of his countrymen 
against Rienzi, he felt that it was an 
era in the. world when a minstrel 
spoke thus of the heroes of intellect 
— not of war. 

At this time the tall soldier was 
tapped impatiently on the back. 

"I pray thee, great sir," said a 
sharp and imperious voice, " to with- 
draw that tall bulk of thine a little 
on one side — ^I cannot see through 
thee ; and I would fEiin my eyes were 
among the first to catch a glimpse of 
Rienzi as he passes from the court." 

" Fair sir page," replied the soldier, 
good-humouredly, as he made way for 
Angelo Yillani, " thou wilt not always 
find that way in the world is won by 
commanding the strong. When thou 
art older thou wilt beard the weak, 
and the strong thou wilt wheedle." 

" I must change my nature, then," 
answered Angelo, (who was of some- 
what small stature, and not yet come 
to his fiill growth,) trying still to 
raise himself above the heads of the 
crowd. 

The soldier looked at him approv- 
ingly ; and as he looked he sighed, 
and his lips worked with some strange 
emotion. 

« Thou speakest well," said he, after 
a pause. " Pardon me the rudeness of 
the question ; but art thou of Italy 1 
— ^thy tongue savours of the Roman 
dialect; yet I have seen lineaments 
like thine on this side the Alps." 

"It may be, good fellow," sfud the 



page, haughtily ; *' but L 'ttiank Hea- 
ven that I am of Rome." 

At this moment a loud shout bunt 
from that part of the crowd nearest 
the court. The sound of trumpeto 
again hushed the throng into deep and 
breathless silence, while the P<^'s 
guards, ranged along the space con- 
ducting from the court, drew them- 
selves up more erect> and fell a st^ 
or two back upon the crowd. 

As the trumpet ceased, the voice of 
a herald was heard, but it did not 
penetrate within several yards of the 
spot where Angelo and the soldier 
stood ; and it was only by a mighty 
shout that in a moment circled 
through, and was echoed back by, 
the wide multitude — by the waving 
of kerchiefs from the windows — 
by broken ejaculations, which were 
caught up frt>m lip to lip, that the 
page knew that Rienzi was acquitted. 

"I would I could see his fiewe!" 
sighed the page, querulously. 

" And thou shalt," said the soldier; 
and he caught up the boy in his arms, 
and pressed on with the strength of 
a giant, parting the living stream 
from right to left, as he took his way 
to a place near the guards, and by 
which Rienzi was sure to pass. 

The page, half-pleased, half-indig- 
nant, struggled a little, but finding it 
in vain, consented tacitly to what he 
felt an outrage on his dignity. 

"Never mind," said the soldier, 
"thou art the first I ever willingly 
raised above myself; and I do it now 
for the sake of thy fair face, which 
reminds me of one I loved." 

But these last words were spoken 
low, and the boy, in his anxiety to 
see the hero of Rome, did not hear 
or heed them. Presently Rienzi came 
by ; two gentlemen, of the Pope's own 
following, walked by his side. He 
moved slowly, amidst the greetings 
and clamour of the crowd, looking 
neither to the right nor left. His 
bearing was firm and collected, and* 
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save by the flush of his cheek, there 
was no external sign of joy or excite- 
ment Flowers dropped firom erery 
balcony on his path ; and just when 
he came to a broader space, where 
the ground was somewhat higher, 
and where he was in fuller ylew of 
the houses around, he paused — 
and, uncovering, acknowledged the 
homage he had received, with a look 
—a gesture — which each who beheld 
never forgot. It haunted even that 
gay and thoughtless court, when the 
last tale of Kiena's life reached their 
ears. And Angelo, clinging then 
round that soldier's neck, recalled — 
but we must not anticipate. 

It was not, however, to the dark 
tower that Rienzi returned. His 
home was prepared at the palace of 
the Cardinal d'Albomoz. The next 
day he was admitted to the Pope's 
presence, and on the evening of that 



day he was proclaimed Senator of 
Bome. 

Meanwhile the soldier had placed 
Angelo on the ground; and as the 
page faltered out no courteous thanks, 
he interrupted him in a sad and kind 
voice, the tone of which struck the 
page forcibly, so little did it suit the 
rough and homely appearance of 
the man. 

** We part," he ssdd, "as strangers, 
fair boy ; and fdnce thou sayest thou 
art of Rome, there is no reason why 
my heart should have wanned to thee 
as it has done ; yet if ever thou wantest 
a friend, — seek him" — and the sol- 
dier's voice sunk into a whisper — 
"in Walter de Montreal." 

Ere the page recovered his surprise 
at that redoubted name, which his 
earliest childhood had been taught to 
dread, the Knight of St. John had 
vanished amongst the crowd. 



CHAPTER IX. 



ILBOBKOZ Aim huta. 



But the eyes which, above all others, 
thirsted for a glimpse of the released 
captive were forbidden that delight. 
Alone in her chamber, Nina awaited 
the result of the trial. She heard the 
shouts, the exclamations, the tramp 
of thousands along the street; she 
felt that the victory was won ; and, 
her heart long overcharged, she burst 
into passionate tears. The return of 
Angelo soon acquainted her with all 
that had passed; but it somewhat 
chilled her joy to find Rienzi was the 
guest of the dreaded Cardinal. That 
shock, in which certainty, however 
happy, replaces suspense, had so pow- 
erftil an eflfect on her frame, joined to 
her loathing fear of a visit from the 
Cardinal, that she became for three 



days alarmingly ill ; and it was only 
on the fifth day from that which saw 
Rienzi endowed with the rank of 
Senator of Rome, that she was reco- 
vered sufficiently to admit Albomoz 
to her presence. 

The Cardinal had sent daily to 
inquire after her health, and his 
inquiries, to her alarmed mind, had 
appeared to insinuate a pretension to 
the right to make them. Meanwhile 
Albomoz had had enough to divert 
and occupy his thoughts. Having 
bought off the formidable Montreal 
from the service of John de Vice, one 
of the ablest and fiercest enemies of 
the Church, he resolved to march to 
the territories of that tyrant as expe- 
ditiously as possible, and so not to 
q2 
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allow him time to obtun the assist- 
ance of any other band of the merce- 
nary adventurers, who found Italy the 
market for their yalour. Occupied 
with raising troops, procuring money, 
corresponding with the various free 
states, and establishing alliances in 
aid of his ulterior and more ambitious 
projects at the court of Avignon, the 
Cardinal waited with tolerable resig- 
nation the time when he might claim 



rank of Senator, which, in &ct, was 
that of Viceroy of Borne, and had 
willingly acceded to all the projects 
which the enterprising Kienzi had 
once more formed — ^not only for re- 
covering the territories of the Churchy 
but for extending the dictatorial sway 
of the Seven-hilled City, over the old 
dependencies of Italy. 

Albomoz, to whom the Pope retailed 
this conversation, was somewhat jea- 



from the Signora Cesarini the reward | lous of the favour the new Senator 



to which he deemed himself entitled, 
Meanwhile he had held his first 
conversations with Kienzi, and, under 
the semblance of courtesy to the 
acquitted Tribune, Albomoz had re- 
ceived him as his guest, in order to 
make himself master of the character 
and disposition of one in whom he 
sought a minister and a tooL That 
miraculous and magic art, attested by 
the historians of the time, which 
Rienzi possessed over every one with 



had so suddenly acquired, and imme- 
diately on his return home sought 
an interview with his guest. In his 
heart, the Lord Cardinal, emphatically 
a man of action and business, regarded 
Kienzi as one rather cunning than 
wise — ^rather fortunate than great — 
a mixture of the pedant and the 
demagogue. But after a long and 
scrutinizing conversation with the 
new Senator, even he yielded to the 
spell of his enchanting and master 



whom he came into contact, however , intellect Keluctantly Albomoz con- 
various in temper, station, or opinions, fessed to himself that Kienzi's rise 
had not deserted him in his interview was not the thing of chance ; yet 
with the Pontiff. So faithfully had ' more reluctantly he perceived that 
he described the trae condition of | the Senator was one whom he might 
Rome, so logically had he traced the treat with as an equal, but could not 
causes and the remedies of the evils . rule as a minion. And he entertained 
she endured, so sanguinely had he serious doubts whether it would be 
spoken of his own capacities for ad- , wise to reinstate him^ in a power 
ministering her affairs, and so bril- 1 which he evinced the caj»acity to 
liantly had he painted the prospects ; wield and the genius to extend. Still, 
which that administration opened to | however, he did not repent the share 
the weal of the Church, and the , he had taken in Kienzi's acquittal. 
interests of the Pope, that Innocent, ; His presence in a camp so thinly 
though a keen and shrewd, and some- peopled was a matter greatly to be 
wha^ sceptical calculator of human ' desired. And through his influence, 
chances, was entirely fascinated by ! the Cardinal more than ever trusted 
the eloquence of the Koman. to enlist the Komans in favour of his 

" Is this the man," he is reported . enterprise for the recovery of the 
to have said, " whom fot twelve I territory of St. Peter ! 
months we have treated as a prisoner | Kienzi, who panted once more to 
and a criminal 1 Would that it were behold his Nina, endeared to him by 
on his shoulders only that the Chris- trial and absence, as by fresh bridals, 
tian empire reposed !" was not however able to discover the 

At the close of the interview he , name she had assumed at Avignon .; 
had, with every mark of favour and ' and his residence with the Cardinal 
distinction,conferredupon Kienzi the ; closely but respectfully watched as 
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he waS; forbade Nina all opportunity 
of corresponding with him. Some 
half bantering hints which Albomoz 
had dropped upon the interest taken 
in his welfare by the most celebrated 
beauty of Avignon^ had filled him 
with a vague alarm which he trembled 
to acknowledge even to himself. But 
the * voUo scioUo which, in common 
with all Italian politicians, concealed 
whatever were his pensieri stretti — 
enabled him to baffle completely the 
jealous and lynxlike observation of 
the Cardinal Nor had Alvarez 
been better enabled to satisfy the 
curiosity of his master. He had indeed 
sought the page Yillani, but the 
imperious manner of that wayward 
and haughty boy had cut short all 
attempts at cross-examination. And 
all he could ascertain was, that the 
real Angelo Yillani was not the 
Angelo Villani who had visited RienzL 

Trusting at last that he should 
learn all, and inflamed by such passion 
and such hope as he was capable of 
feeling, Albomoz now took his way to 
the Cesarini's palace. 

He was ushered with due state into 
the apartment of the Signora. He 
found her pale, and with the traces of 
illness upon her noble and statuelike 
features. She rose as he entered; 
and when he approached, she half 
bent her knee, and raised his hand 
to her lips. Surprised and delighted 
at a reception so new, the Cardinal 
hastened to prevent the condescen- 
sion; retaining both her hands, he 
attempted gently to draw them to 
his heart. 

"Fairest!" he whispered, "couldst 
thou know how I have mourned thy 
illness — and yet it has but left thee 
more lovely, as the rain only brightens 
the flower. Ah! happy if I have 
promoted thy lightest wish, and if in 
thine eyes I may henceforth seek at 



* Volto scioUOt penHeri stretti— 'VnB conn- 
tenanoe open, the thoughto restrained. 



once an angel to guide me and a 
paradise to reward.** 

Nina, releasing her hand, waved it 
gently^ and motioned the Cardinal to 
a seat. Seating herself at a little 
distance, she then spoke with great 
gravity and downcast eyes. 

" My Lord, it is your intercession, 
joined to his own innocence, that has 
released from yonder tower the elected 
governor of the people of Eome. But 
freedom is the least of the generous 
gifts you have conferred; there is a 
greater in a fair name vindicated, 
and rightful honours re-bestowed. 
For this, I rest ever your debtor ; for 
this, if I bear children, they shall be 
taught to bless your name ; for this 
the historian who recalls the deeds of 
this age, and the fortunes of Cola di 
Bienzi, shall add a new chaplet to the 
wreaths you have already won. Lord 
Cardinal, I may have erred. I may 
have ofiended you — ^you may accuse 
me of woman's artifice. Speak not, 
wonder not, hear me out. I have but 
one excuse, when I say that I held 
justified any means short of dishonour, 
to save the life and restore the for- 
tunes of Cola di Bienzi. Know, my 
Lord, that she who now addresses you 
is his wife." 

The Cardinal remained motionless 
and silent. But his sallow counte- 
nance grew flushed from the brow to 
the neck, and his thin lips quivered 
for a moment, and then broke into a 
withering and bitter smile. At length 
he rose from his seat, very slowly, 
and said, in a voice trembling with 
passion, 

" It is well, madam. Giles d'Albor- 
noz has been, then, a puppet in the 
hands, a stepping-stone in the rise, 
of the plebeian demagogue of Rome. 
You but played upon me for your 
own purposes ; and nothing short ot 
a Cardinal of Spain, and a Prince of 
the royal blood of Aragon, was meet 
to be the instrument of a mounte- 
bank's juggle I Madam, yourself and 
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your husband might justly be accused 

of ambition ** 

" Cease, my Lord,* said IS'ina, 
with unspeakable dignity; ** whatever 
offence has been committed against 
you was mine alone. Till after our 
last interview, Rienzi Imew not even 
of my presence at Avignon.* 

" At our last interview, Lady, (you 
do well to recall it f) methinks there 
was a hinted and implied contract 
I have fulfilled my part — I claim 
yours. Mark me ! I do not forego 
that claim. As easily as I rend this 
glove can I rend the parchment which 
proclaims thy husband ' the Senator 
of Rome/ The dungeon is not death, 
and its door will open twice" 

" My Lord — my Lord ! " cried l^Tina, 
sick with terror, " wrong not so your 
noble nature, your great name, your 
sacred rank, your chivalric blood. 
You are of the knightly race of Spain, 
yours not the sullen, low, and inex- 
orable vices that stain the petty tyrants 
of this unhappy land. Ton are no 
Yisconti — ^no Castracani — ^you cannot 
stain your laurels with revenge upon 
a woman. Hear me," she continued, 
and she fell abruptly at his feet; " men 
dupe, deceive our sex — and for selfish 
purposes; they are pardoned — even 
by their victims. Did / deceive you 
with a &lse hopel Well — ^what my 
object? — what my excuse 1 My hus- 
baiid*s liberty — my land's salvation! 
Woman, — ^my Lord, alas, your sex 
too rarely understand her weakness 
or her greatness i Erring — ^all human 
as she is to others — Gfod gifts her 
with a thousand virtues to the one 
she loves! It is from that love 
that she alone drinks her nobler 
nature. For the hero of her worship 
she has the meekness of the dove— 
the devotion of the saint; for his 
safety in peril, for his rescue in 
misfortune, her vain sense imbibes 
the sagacity of the serpent — her weak 
heart, the courage of the lioness ! It 
is this which, in absence, made me 



mask my fiuse in smiley OhaAi the 
Mends of the houselcn esUe might 
not despur of his Me — it » this 
which brought me throng Unrests 
beset with robbers, to watch the stars 
upon yon solitary tower — ^it was this 
which led my steps to the revels of 
your hated eourt — this ix^db mjMle 
me seek a deliverer in the noblest of 
its chiefs — it is this which b«s at 
last opened the dungeon door to the 
prisoner now within yoor halls ; and 
this. Lord Cardinal,'' added Kina» 
rising, and folding her arms vp<Mi h^ 
heart — " this, if your Miger seeks a 
victim, will inspire me to die witkost 
a groan, — but without dishonour!" 

Albomoz remained rooted to the 
ground. Amazement — emotion — 
admiration — all busy at his heart. 
He gazed at Nina's flashing eyes and 
heaving bosom as a warrior d old 
upon a prophetess inspired. His 
eyes were riveted to Iwrs as by a 
spell. He tried to speak, but his 
voice failed him. Nina continued : 

" Yes, my Lord ; these are no idle 
words! If you seek revenge, it is 
in your power. Undo what you have 
done. Give Rienzi back to the dun- 
geon, or to disgrace, and you are 
avenged ; but not on him. All the 
hearts of Italy shall become to him a 
second Nina ! I am the guilty one, 
and I the sufferer. Hear me swear — in 
that instant which sees new wrong to 
Rienzi, this hand is my executioner. — 
My Lord, I supplicate you no longer ! * 
Albomoz continued deeply moved. 
Nina but rightly judged him, when she 
distinguished the aspiring Spaniard 
from the barbarous and unrelenting 
voluptuaries of Italy. Desj»te the 
profligacy that stained his sacred 
robe— despite all the acquired and 
increasing callousness of a hard, 
scheming, and sceptical man, east 
amidst the worst natures of the worst of 
times — ^there lingered yet in his soul 
much of the knightly honour of his 
race and country. High thoughts and 
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daring spirits touched a congenial 
string in his hearty and not the less^ 
in that he had but rarely met them in 
his experience of camps and courts. 
For the first time in his life^ he felt 
that he had seen the woman who 
could have contented him even with 
wedlock, and taught him the proud 
and faithful love of which the min- 
strels of Spain had sung. He sighed, 
and still gazing on 'Nmsk, approached 
her, almost reverentially; he knelt 
and kissed the hem of her robe. 
"Lady," he said, "I would I could 
belieye that you have altogether read 
my nature aright, but I were indeed 
lost to all honour, and unworthy of 
gentle birth, if I still harboured a sin- 
gle thought against the peace and vir- 
tue of one like thee. Sweet heroine," 



— ^he continued — "so lovely, yet so 
pure — so haughty, and yet so soft — 
thou hast opened to me the brightest 
page these eyes have ever scanned 
in the blotted volume of mankind. 
Mayest thou have such happiness as 
life can give ; but souls such as thine 
make their nest like the eagle, upon 
rocks and amidst the storms. Fear 
me no more — think of me no more — 
unless hereafter, when thou hearest 
men speak of Giles d'Albomoz, thou 
mayest say in thine own heart," — and 
here the Cardinal's lip curled with 
scorn — "he did not renounce every 
feeling worthy of a man, when Am- 
bition and Fate endued him with the 
surplice of the priest." 

The Spaniard was gone before JSfina 
could reply. 
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BOOK VIIL 



THE GRAND COMPANY. 

"Montreal nourriasoit de plus Tastes projets • . . . il donnoit k sa oampagnle nn goaTeme> 
znent r^gulier. . . . Par cette discipline 11 faisoit r^gner Tabondance dans son camp; 
les gens de guerre ne parloient, en Italie, que des richesses qu'on acquiroit k aon 
service."— SiSMONor, HitU des Republiquts Italiennett tonu vi. c. 4^ 

•'Montreal cherished more vast designs ... he subjected his company to a regular system 
of government ... By means of this discipline he kept his camp abundantly supplied, 
and military adventurers in Italy talked of nothing but the wealth won in his service." 
— SiSMONDi's Hist. qfltaU Republic*. 



CHAPTER I. 



THB ENCAUPlfEST. 



It was a most lovely day, in the 
very glow and meridian of an Italian 
summer, when a small band of horse- 
men were seen winding a hill which 
commanded one of the fairest land- 
scapes of Tuscany. At their head 
was a cavalier in a complete suit of 
chain armour, the links of which were 
80 fine, that they resembled a delicate 
and curious network, but so strongly 
compacted, that they would have re- 
sisted spear or sword no less effectually 
than the heaviest corselet, while adapt- 
ing themselves exactly and with ease 
to every movement of the light and 
graceful shape of the rider. He wore 
a hat of dark green velvet shaded by 
long plumes, while of two squires 
behind, the one bore his helmet and 
lance, the other led a strong war- 
horse, completely cased in plates of 
mail, which seemed, however, scarcely 
to encumber its proud and agile paces. 
The countenance of the cavalier was 
comely, but strongly marked, and 
darkened, by long exposure to the 
suns of many climes, to a deep bronze 
hue : a few raven ringlets escaped 



from beneath his hat down a cheek 
closely shaven. The expression of his 
features was grave and composed even 
to sadness; nor could all the loveli- 
ness of the unrivalled scene before 
him dispel the quiet and settled 
melancholy of his eyes. Besides the 
squires, ten horsemen, armed cap-^ 
pi6, attended the knight; and the 
low and murmured conversation they 
carried on at intervals, as well as their 
long £Edr hair, large stature, thick 
short beards, and the studied and 
accurate equipment of their arms and 
steeds, bespoke them of a hardier and 
more warlike race than the children 
of the south. The cavalcade wan 
closed with a man almost of gigantic 
height, bearing a banner richly deco- 
rated, wherein was wrought a column, 
with the inscription, ** Alone auidbt 
BuiNS." Fair indeed was the prospect 
which with every step expanded yet 
more widely its various beauty. Right 
before stretched a long vale, now 
covered with green woodlands glitter- 
ing in the yellow sunlight, now open- 
ing into narrow plains bordered by 
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hillocks, from whose mosses of all hues 
grew faiitastic and odorous shrubs; 
while, winding amidst them, a broad 
and silver stream broke into light at 
frequent intervals, snatched by wood 
and hillock from the eye, only to 
steal upon it again, in sudden and 
bright surprise. The opposite slope 
of gentle mountains, as well as that 
which the horsemen now descended, 
was covered with vineyards, trained 
in alleys and arcades : and the cluster- 
ing grape laughed from every leafy 
and glossy covert, as gaily as when 
the Fauns held a holiday in the shade. 
The eye of the Cavalier roved listlessly 
over this enchanting prospect, sleep- 
ing in the rosiest light of a Tuscan 
heaven, and then became fixed with a 
more earnest attention on the grey 
and frowning walls of a distant castle, 
which, high upon the steepest of the 
opposite mountains, overlooked the 
valley. 

" Behold," he muttered to himself, 
"how every E<len in Italy hath its 
curse! Wherever the land smiles 
fairest, be sure to find the brigand's 
tent and the tyrant's castle !" 

Scarce had these thoughts passed 
his mind, ere the shrill and sudden 
blast of a bugle that sounded close 
amongst the vineyards by the side of 
the path startled the whole group. 
The cavalcade halted abruptly. The 
leader made a gesture to the squire 
who led his war-horse. The noble 
and practised animal remained per- 
fectly still, save by champing its bit 
restlessly, and moving its quick ear to 
and fro, as aware of a coming danger, 
— ^while the squire, unencumbered by 
the heavy armour of the Germans, 
plunged into the thicket and disap- 
peared. He returned in a few minutes, 
already heated and breathless. 

"We must be on our guard," he 
whispered; "I see the glimmer of 
steel through the vine leaves." 

" Oar ground is unhappily chosen/' 
said the Knight, hastily bracing on 



his helmet and leaping on his charger; 
and waving his hand towards a broader 
space in the road, which would permit 
the horsemen more room to act in 
union, with his small band he made 
hastily to the spot — ^the armour of the 
soldiers rattling heavily as two by two 
they proceeded on. 

The space to which the Cavalier had 
pointed was a green semicircle of 
several yards in extent, backed by 
tangled copses of brushwood sloping 
down to the vale below. They reached 
it in safety ; they drew up breast to 
breast in the form of a crescent: 
every visor closed save that of the 
Knight, who looked anxiously and 
keenly round the landscape. 

" Hast thou heard, Giulio," he said« 
to his favourite squire, (the only Italian 
of the band,) " whether any brigands 
have been seen lately in these parts 1" 

" No, my Lord ; on the contrary, I 
am told that every lance hath left the 
country to join the Grand Company 
of Fra Moreale. The love of his pay 
and plunder has drawn away the 
mercenaries of every Tuscan Signer." 

As he ceased speaking, the bugle 
sounded again from nearly the same 
spot as before; it was answered by 
a brief and martial note from the 
very rear of the horsemen. At the 
same moment, from the thickets 
behind, broke the gleam of mail and 
spears. One after another, rank after 
rank, from the copse behind them, 
emerged men-at-arms, while suddenly, 
from the vines in front, still greater 
numbers poured forth with loud and 
fierce shout«. 

"For God, for the Emperor, and 
for the Colonna I" cried the Knight, 
closing his visor ; and the little band, 
closely serried, the lance in every rest, 
broke upon the rush of the enemy in 
front. A score or so, borne to the 
ground by the charge, cleared a path 
for the horsemen, and, without waiting 
the assault of the rest, the Knight 
wheeled his charger and led the way 
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down the hill, ahnost at fall gallop, 
despite the ronghness of the descent : 
a flight of arrows despatched after 
them fell idly on their iron mail. 

"If they have no horw," cried the 
Knight, "we are sared !" 

And, indeed, the enemy seemed 
scarcely to think of pursuing them ; 
but (gathered on the brow of a hill) 
appe^^ contented to watch their 
fli^t. 

Suddenly a eurre in theroad brought 
them- before a broad and wide patch 
of waste land, which formed almost a 
level surfiice, interrupting the descent 
of the mountain. On the commence- 
ment of this waste, drawn up in still 
array, the sunlight broke on the 
breastplates of a long line of horse- 
men, whom the sinuosities of the 
road had hitherto concealed from the 
Knight and his party. 

The little troop halted abruptly 
— retreat — advance alike cut off; 
gazing first at the foe before them, 
that remained still as a cloud, every 
eye was then turned towards the 
Knight. 

'* An thou wouldst, my Lord," said 
the leader of the Northmen, perceiv- 
ing the irresolution of their chief, 
"we will fight to the last. You are 
the only Italian I ever knew whom I 
would willingly die for !* 

This rude profession was received 
with a Bymi>athetic murmur from the 
rest, and the soldiers drew closer 
around the Knight. " Nay, my brave 
fellows," said the Colonna, lifting his 
visor, "it is not in so inglorious a 
field, after such various fortunes, that 
we are do<»ned to perish. If these be 
brigands, as we must suppose, we can 
yet purchase our way. If the troops 
of some Signer, we are stno^ers to 
the feud in which he is engaged. 
Qive me yon banner— I will ride on 
te them." 

"Nay, my Lord," said Giulio; 
** sndi marauders do not always spare 
aflagoftmee. There is daniger ** 



"For that reason ytmrleadorbnyeB 
it. Quick r 

The Kni^t took the banner, anl 
rode deliberately up to the hors^nen. 
On approaching, his warlike eje^eoold 
not but admire the perfect caparison 
of their arms, the strength and bean^ 
of their steeds, and the steady disep- 
pline of their long and glittaing line. 

As he rode up, and his gorgeous 
banner gleamed in the noonli(ght, tbs 
soldiers saluted him. It was a good 
omen, and he hailed it as such. ''Fair 
sirs," said the Knight, "I cona.e, ai 
once herald and leader of the little 
band who have just escaped the no* 
looked-for assault of armed men on. 
yonder hill — and, claiming aid, as 
knight from knight, and soliUer from 
soldier, I place my troop under the 
protection of your leader. Suffer me 
to see him." 

"Sir Knight," answered one, who. 
seemed the captain of the band, 
"sorry am I to detain one of your 
gallant bearing, and still more so^ on 
recognising the device of one of the 
most potent houses of Italy. But 
our orders are strict^ and we must 
bring aU armed men to the camp of 
our QeneraL" 

" Long absent from my native land, 
I knew not," replied the Kni^ht^ 
" that there was war in Tuscany. Per- 
mit me to crave the name of the 
general whom yon speak of, and that 
of the foe against whom ye march.** 

The Captun smiled slightly. 

" Walter de Montreal is the General 
of the Great Company, and FloieD«e 
his present foe." 

" We have fsdlen, then, into friendly, 
if fierce, hands," replied the Knight^ 
after a moment's pause. " To Sir 
Walter de Montreal I am known of 
old. Permit me to return to my com- 
panions, and acquaint them that it 
accident has made us prisoners, it ia, 
at least, oidy to the most akUfal 
warrior <^ his day that we are 
amdemaed to yidd." 
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The Italian then tnnied his hoise 
to join his comrades. 

" A fair Knight and a bold presence^" 
said the Captain of tke Companions to 
his neighbour, ** thovgh I searce think 
it is the party we are ordered to inter- 
cept. Praised be the Virgin, however, 
his men seem from the NorUu Them, 
perhaps, we may hope to enlifit." 

The Knight now, with his comrades, 
rej oined the troop. And, on receiving 
their parole not to attempt escape, a 
detachment of thirty horsemen were 
despatched to* cosfdact the prisoners 
to the encampment of tl» Great 
Company. 

Turning from the main road, the 
Knight found himself conducted into 
a narrow defile between the hills, 
which, succeeded by a gloomy track 
of wild forest-land, brought the party 
at length into a fiiE and abrupt 
view of a wide plain, covered with 
the tents of what, for Italian warfare, 
was considered a mighty army. 
A stream, over which rude and 
hasty bridges had been formed from 
the neighbouring timber, albne sepa- 
rated the horsemen from the encamp- 
ment. 

"A noble sight!" said the captive 
Cavalier, with enthusiasm^ as he 
reined in his steed, and gazed upon 
the wild and warlike streets of canvass, 
traversing each other in vistas broad 
and regular. 

One of the captains of the Great 
Company who rode beside him, smiled 
complacently. 

" There are few masters of the 
martial art who equal Fra Moreale," 
said he; "and savage, reckless, and 
gathered from all parts and all coun- 
tries — from cavern and from market- 
place, from prison and from palace, 
as are his troops, he has reduced them 
already into a discipline whieh might 
shame even the soldiery of the 
Empire.** 

The Knight made no reply; but, 
tporring his horse over one of the 



rugged bridges, toon found hims^ 
amidst the encampment. But thai 
part «t which he entered little merited 
the praises bestowed upon the disci- 
pline of the army. A more unruly 
and disorderly array, the Cavalier, 
accustomed to the stem regularity of 
English, French, and German disci- 
pline, thfmght he had never beheld : 
here and there, fierce, unshav^ half- 
naked brigands might be se^ driving 
before than the cattle which they had 
just collected by predatory excursions. 
Sometimes a knot of dissolute women 
stood — chattering, seolding, gesticu- 
lating — collected round groups of wild 
shagged Northmen, who, despite the 
bright purity of the summeivnoon, 
were already engaged in deep pota- 
tions. Oaths,, and laughter, and 
drunken merriinait, and fierce brawl,, 
rang from side to side ; and ever and 
anon smne hasty ccmfliet with drawn 
knives was begun and finished by the 
fiery and savage braivnes of Calabria 
or the ApeamneS) before the very 
eyes tad almost in the very path <^ 
the troop. Tumblers, and mounte- 
banks, and jugglers^ and Jew pedlers, 
were ezhibiiiBg their tricks or their 
wares at every interval, apparently 
well inured to the lawless and turbu- 
lent market in which they exercised 
their several callings. Despite the 
protection of the horsemen who accom- 
panied them, the jwrisoners were not 
allowed to pass without molestation. 
Groups of urchins, squalid, fierce, and 
ragged, seemed to start from the 
ground, and surrounded their horses 
like swarms of bees, uttering the most 
discordant cries; and, with the ges- 
tures of savages, rather demanding 
than beseeching money, which, when 
granted, seemed only to render them 
more insatiable; While, sometimes 
mingled with the rest, were seen the 
bright eyes and olive cheek, and half- 
pleading; half-kughing smile of girk, 
whose extreme youth, scarce emerged 
from childhood, rendered doubly 
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striking their utter and unredeemed 
abandonment. 

" Ton did not exaggerate the deco- 
mm of the Grand Company ! " cried 
the Knight, gravely, to his new 
acquaintance. 

" Signer," replied the other, "you 
must not judge of the kernel by the 
shell. We are scarcely yet arrived at 
the camp. These are the outskirts, oc- 
cupied rather by the rabble than the 
soldiers. Twenty thousand men from 
the sink, it must be owned, of every 
town in Italy, follow the camp, to 
fight if necessary, but rather for 
plunder, and for forage :•— such you 
now behold. Presently you will see 
those of another stamp." 

The Knight's heart swelled high. 
*' And to such men is Italy given up ! " 
thought he. His revery was broken 
by a loud burst of applause from some 
convivialists hard by. He turned, and 
under a long tent, and round a board 
covered with wine and viands, sate 
some thirty or forty bravoes. A ragged 
minstrel, or jongleur, with an immense 
beard and mustachios, was tuning, 
with no inconsiderable skill, a lute 
which had accompanied him in all 
his wanderings — and suddenly chang- 
ing its notes into a wild and warlike 
melody, he commenced in a loud and 
deep voice the following song : — 

TnE PRAISE OF THE GRAND 
COMPANY. 
1. 
Ho, dark one from the golden Soutb,— 

Ho, fair one from the North ; 
Ho, coat of mail and spear of sheen— 

Ho, wherefore ride ye forth ? 
** We come from momit, we come from cave. 

We come across the sea. 
In long array, in bright array. 
To Montreara ComxMnife.** 
Oh, the merry, merry band. 
Light heart, and heavy hand— 
Oh, the Lances of the Fiee I 

9. 

Ho, Princes of the oastled height— 

Ho, Burghers of the town ; 
Apulia's strength, Romagna's pride. 

And Tosca's old renown ! 



Why quail ye thus? why pale y thns ? 

What spectre do ye see ? 
«* The blood-red flag, and trampling mank* 
Of Montxeal's CompABi^" 
Oh, the sunshine of your life— 
Oh, the thunders of your strife I 
Wild Lances of the Free I 



Ho, seutcheoni o'er the vmnlted tomb 

Where Norman valour ele^M, 
Why shake ye so ? why quake js so? 
Whai «rind the trophy sweeps? 
<* We shake without a breath— below. 

The dead are stirred to see. 
The Norman's fame revived agaiii 
In Montreal's Compani^** 
Since Roger won his crown. 
Who hath equalled your renown. 
Brave Lances of the Free ? 

4. 
Ho, ye who seek to win a name. 

Where deeds are bravest done— 
Ho, ye who wish to pile a heap. 
Where gold is lightest won : 
Ho, ye who loathe the stagnant life. 

Or shun the law's decree. 
Belt on the brand, and spur the steed. 
To Montreal'sCompani^. 
And the maid shall share her rest. 
And the miser share bis chest. 

With the Lances of the Free I 
The Free! 
The Free! 
Oh I the Lances of the Free ! 

Then suddenly, as if inspired to a 
wilder flight by his own minstrelsy, 
the jongleur^ sweeping his hand over 
the chords, broke forth into an air 
admirably expressive of the picture 
which his words, running into a 
rude, but lively and stirring doggerel, 
attempted to paint. 

THE MARCH OP THE GRAND 
COMPANY. 
TIrk, tiralk— trumpet and drum—. 
Rising bright o'er the height of the moun<> 

tain they come ! 
German, and Hun, and the Islandrie, 
Who routed the Frenchman at famed 

Cressi^ 
When the rose changed its hue with the 

JUur-de-lU : 
With the Roman, and Lombard, and Pied- 

montese, 
And the dark-haired son of the southern i 
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Tirk, tiral&— more near and near 

Down the steep—see them sweep ;— rank by 

rank they appear ! 
With the Cloud of the Crowd hanging dark 

at their rear- 
Serried, and steadied, and orderli^, 
Like the course— like the force— of a march- 

ingseal 
Open your gates, and out with your gold. 
For the blood must be spilt, or the ransom 

be told! 
Woe, Burghers, woe ! Behold them led 
By the stoutest arm and the wisest head, 
With the snow-white cross on the cloth of 

red;— 
With the eagle eye, and the lion port, 
His barb for a throne* and his camp for a 

court: 
Sovereign and scourge of the land is he— 
The kingly Knight of the Compani^ ! 
Hurrah— hurrah— hurrah ! 
Hurrah for the army— hurrah for its lord- 
Hurrah for the gold that is got by the sword- 
Hurrah— hurrah — hurrah ! 

For the Lances of the Free ! 



Shouted by the full chorus of those 
desperate boon -companions, and 
caught up and re-echoed from side to 
side, near and £&r, as the familiar and 
well-known words of the burthen 
reached the ears of more distant groups 
or stragglers, the effect of this fierce 
and licentious minstrelsy was inde- 
scribable. It was impossible not to 
feel the zest which that daring life 
imparted to its daring followers, and 
even the gallant and stately Knight 
who listened to it, reproved himself 
for an involuntary thrill of sympathy 
and pleasure. 

He turned with some impatience 
and irritation to his companion, who 
had taken a part in the chorus, and 
said, " Sir, to the ears of an Italian 
noble, conscious of the miseries of his 
country, this ditty is not welcome. I 
pray you, let us proceed." 

" I humbly crave your pardon, 
Signor," said the Free Companion; 
" but really so attractive is the life led 
by Free Lances, under Fra Moreale, 

that sometimes we forget the ; 

but pardon me — we will on." 

A few moments more; and bounding 



over a narrow circumyallation, the 
party found themselves in a quarter, 
animated indeed, but of a wholly 
different character of animation. Long 
lines of armed men were drawn up on 
either side of a path, conducting to a 
large marquee, placed upon a little 
hillock, surmounted by a blue flag, 
and up this path armed soldiers were 
passing to and fro with great order^ 
but with a pleased and complacent ex- 
pression upon their swarthy features. 
Some that repaired to the marquee 
were bearing packets and bales upon 
their shoulders — ^those that returned 
seemed to have got rid of {heir bur- 
thens, but every now and then, im- 
patiently opening their hands, ap- 
peared counting and recounting to 
themselves the coins contained therein. 

The Knight looked inquiringly at 
his companion. 

" It is the marquee of the mer- 
chants," said the captain ; " they have 
free admission to the camp, and their 
property and persons are rigidly 
respected. They purchase each sol- 
dier's share of the plunder at fair 
prices, and either party is contented 
with the bargain." 

" It seems, then, that there is some 
kind of rude justice observed amongst 
you," said the Knight. 

" Rude ! Diavolo ! Not a town in 
Italy but would be glad of such even 
justice, and such impartial laws. 
Yonder lie the tents of the judges, 
appointed to try all offences of soldier 
against soldier. To the right, the 
tent with the golden ball contains the 
treasurer of the army. Fra Moreale 
incurs no arrears with his soldiery." 

It was, indeed, by these means that 
the Knight of St. John had collected 
the best equipped and the best con- 
tented force in Italy. Every day 
brought him recruits. Nothing was 
spoken of amongst the mercenaries of 
Italy but the wealth acquired in his 
service, and every warrior in the pay 
of Republic or of Tyrant sighed for 
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the lawless standard of Fra Moreale. 
Already had exaggerated tales of the 
fortnoes to be made in the ranks of 
the Great Company passed the Alps ; 
and, even now, the Knight, penetrat- 
ing farther into ine camp, beheld from 
many a tent the proud banners and 
armorial blazon of German nobility 
and Gallic knighthood. 

" You see," said the Free Com- 
panion, pointing to these insignia, 
" we are not without our different 
ranks in our wild city. And while we 
speak, many a golden spur is speeding 
hitherward from the North ! " 

All now in the quarter they had 
entered was still and solemn; only 
a^ came the mingled hum, or the 
sudden shout of the pandemonium in 



the rear, mellowed bj diatanee to a 
not unpleasing sound. An oecasiaiisl 
soldier, crossing their path, stalked 
silently and stealthily to some neigh- 
bouring tent, and seemed ecarodixto 
regard their approach. 

" Behold ! we are before the Gew- 
ral's pavilion,** said the Free Lance. 

Blazoned with purple and gold, the 
tent of Montreal lay a Uttle ^nrt 
from the rest. A brooklet from the 
stream they had crossed murmured 
gratefully on the ear, and a tall and 
wide^preading beech cast its shadow 
over the gorgeous canvass. 

While his troop waited without, the 
Knight was conducted at once to 
the presence of the formidable adven- 
turer. 



CHAPTER II. 



ADBIAK ONOB MOBX THE GXTSST OF MONTREAL. 



Montreal was sitting at the head 
of a table, surrounded by men, some 
military, some civU, whom he called 
his councillors, and with whom he 
apparently debated all his projects. 
These men, drawn from various cities, 
were intimately acquainted with the 
internal affairs of the several states to 
which they belonged. They could tell 
to a fraction the force of a signer, the 
wealth of a merchant, the power of 
a mob. And thus, in his lawless 
camp, Montreal presided, not more as 
a general than a statesman. Such 
knowledge was invaluable to the chief 
of the Great Company. It enabled 
him to calculate exactly the time to 
attack a foe, and the sum to demand 
for a suppression of hostilities. He 
knew what parties to deal with — 
where to importune — ^where to for- 
bear. And it usually happened that, 
by some secret intrigue, the appear- 
ance of Montreal's banner before the 



walls of a city was the signal for some 
sedition or some broil within. It may 
be that he thus also promoted aa 
ulterior, as well as his present, policy. 

The divan were in full consultation 
when an officer entered, and whispered 
a few words in Montreal's ear. His 
eyes brightened. " Admit him,** he 
said hastily. " Messires,** he added 
to his councillors, rubbing his hands, 
" I think our net has caught our bird. 
Let us see.** 

At this moment the drapery was 
lifted and the Knight admitted. 

" How ! ** muttered Montreal, chang- 
ing colour, and in evident disap- 
pointment ''Am I to be ever thus 
balked r 

" Sir Walter de Montreal," said the 
prisoner, " I am once more your guest. 
In these altered features you perhaps 
scarcely recognise Adrian di Castello.** 

" Pardon me, noble Signer," said 
Montreal, rising with great courtesy ; 
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** the mistake of my rarletB disturbed 
my recollection for a moment — I 
rejoice once more to press a hand that 
has won so many laurels since last we 
parted. Your renown has been grate- 
ful to my ears. Ho ! *' continued the 
chieftain, clapping his hands, " see to 
the refreshment and repose of this 
noble Cayalier and his attendants. 
Lord Adrian, I will join you pre- 
sently." 

Adrian withdrew. Montreal, forget- 
ful of his councilloTB, traversed his 
tent with hasty strides ; then summon- 
ing the officer who had admitted 
Adrian, he said, " Count Landau still 
keeps tiie pass]" 

" Yes, General ! " 

*' Hie thee fest back, then — ^the 
ambuscade must tarry till nightfall. 
We have trapped the wrong fox." 

The officer departed, and shortly 
afterwards Montreal broke up the 
divan. He sought Adrian, who was 
lodged in a tent beside his own. 

" My Lord," said Montreal, " it is 
true that my men had orders to stop 
every one on the 'roads towards Flo- 
rence. I am at war with that city. 
Yet I expected a very different pri- 
soner from you. Need I add, Uiat 
you and your men are freel " 

" I accept the courtesy, noble 
Montreal, as fhmkly as it lb rendered. 
May I hope hereafter to repay it? 
Meanwhile permit me, without any 
disrespect, to say that had I learned 
the Grand Company was in this 
direction, I should have altered my 
course. I had heard that your arms 
were bent (somewhat to my mind 
more nobly) against Malatesta, the 
tyrant of Rimini ! " 

" They were so. He was my foe ; 
he is my tributary. We conquered 
him. He paid us the price of his 
liberty. We marched by Asciano 
upon Sienna. For sixteen thousand 
florins we spared that city; and we 
now hang like a thunderbolt over 
Florence, which dared to send her 



puny aid to the defence of Rimini. 
Our marches are forced and rapid, 
and our camp in this plain but just 
pitched." 

" I hear that the Grand Company 
is allied with Albomoz, and that its 
General is secretly the soldier of the 
Church. Is it sol" 

" Ay — Albomoz and I understand 
one another," replied Montreal, care- 
lessly; ''and not the less so that we 
have a mutual foe; whom both are 
sworn to crush, in Yisconti, the arch- 
bishop of Milan." 

** Yisconti ! the most potent of the 
Italian princes. That he has justly 
incurred the wrath of the Church I 
know — ^and I can readily understand 
that Innocent has revoked the pardon 
which the intrigues of the Archbishop 
purchased from Clement YI. But I 
do not see clearly why Montreal should 
willingly provoke so dark and terrible 
a foe." 

Montreal smiled sternly. ''Know 
you not," he said, " the vast ambition 
of that Yisconti] By the Holy Se- 
pulchre, he is precisely the enemy my 
soul leaps to meet ! He has a genius 
worthy to cope with Montreal's. I 
have made myself master of his secret 
plans — tb ey are gigantic 1 In a word, 
the Archbishop designs the conquest 
of all Italy. His enormous wealth 
purchases the corrupt — his dark 
sagacity ensnares the credulous — ^his 
daring valour awes the weak. Every 
enemy he humbles — every ally he 
enslaves. This is precisely the Prince 
whose progress Walter de Montreal 
must arrest. For this (he said in a 
whisper as to himself) is precisely 
the Prince who, if suffered to extend 
his power, will frustrate the plans 
and break the force of Walter de 
Montreal." 

Adrian was silent, and for the first 
time a suspicion of the real nature of 
the Proven9ars designs crossed his 
breast. 

"But, noble Montreal," resumed 
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the Colonna^ " give me, if your know- 
ledge serves, as no doubt it docs, — 
^ye me the latest tidings of mj native 
city. I am Roman, and Rome is ever 
in my thoughts." 

" And well she may," replied Mon- 
treal, quickly. " Thou knowest that 
Albomoz, as Legate of the Pontiff, led 
the army of the Church into the Papal 
Territories. He took with him Cola 
di Rienzi. Arrived at Monte Fiascone, 
crowds of Romans of all ranks has- 
tened thither to render homage to the 
Tribune. The Legate was forgotten 
in the popularity of his companion. 
Whether or not Albomoz grew jealous 
— ^for he is proud as Lucifer — of the 
respect paid to the Tribune, or whether 
he feared the restoration of his power, 
I cannot tell. But he detained him 
in his camp, and refused to yield him 
to all the solicitations and all the de- 
putations of the Romans. Artfully, 
however, he fulfilled one of the real 
objects of Rienzi's release. Through 
his means he formally regained the al- 
legiance of Rome to the Church, and by 
the attraction of his presence swelled 
his camp with Roman recruits. March- 
ing to Viterbo, Rienzi distinguished 
himself greatly in deeds of arms 
against the tyrant* John diVico. Nay, 
he fought as one worthy of belonging 
to the Grand Company. This increased 
the zeal of the Romans ; and the city 
disgorged half its inhabitants to attend 
the person of the bold Tribune. To 
the entreaties of these worthy citizens 
(perhaps the very men who had before 
shut up their darling in St. Angelo) 
the crafty Legate merely replied, 
' Arm against John di Vico — conquer 
the tyrants of the Territory— re-esta- 
blish the patrimony of St. Peter, and 
Rienzi shall then be proclaimed Se- 
nator, and return to Rome.' 

" These words in.spired the Romans 
with so great a zeal, that they wil- 
lingly lent their aid to the Legate. 

• Vit. di Col. di Rienzi. 



Aquapendente, Bolzena yielded, John 
di Yico was half reduced and half 
terrified into submission, and Gabrielli, 
the tyrant of Agobbio, has since sue- 
cumbed. The glory is to the Cardinal, 
but the merit with BienzL" 

" And now 1" 

"Albomoz continued to entertain 
the Senator-Tribune with great splen- 
dour and fair words, but not a word 
about restoring him to Bom& 
Wearied with this suspense, I have 
learned by secret intelligence thai 
Rienzi has left the camp, and betaken 
himself with few attendants to Fb- 
rence, where he has friends, who wiU 
provide him with arms and money to 
enter Rome." 

"Ah then f now I guess,* said 
Adrian, with a half smile, ** for whom 
I was mistaken!" 

Montreal blushed slightly. " Fairly 
conjectured ! " said he. 

" Meanwhile, at Rome," continued 
the Proven9al — "at Rome, your worthy 
House, and that of the Orsini, being 
elected to the supreme power, quar- 
relled among themselves, and could 
not keep the authority they had won. 
Francesco Baroncelli,* a new dema- 



* This BaronoelU, who has been intio. 
duced to the reader in a former portion of 
tliis work, is called by Matteo Villani **a 

man of vile birth and little learning he had 

been a Notary of the Capitol." 

In the midst of the armed dissenstoDs be- 
tween the Barons, which followed the ex- 
pulsion of Rienzi, Baroncelli contrived to 
make himself Master of the Capitol, and of 
what was considered an auxiliary of no com- 
mon importance—vis. the Qrtat Bai, hy 
whose alarum Rienxi had so of tm summoned 
to arms the Roman people. Baronoelli was 
crowned Tribune, clothed in a robe of gold 
brocade, and invested with the crozier- 
sceptre of Rienzi. At first, his cruelty 
against the great took the appearance of 
protection to the humble ; but the excesses 
of his sons (not exaggerated in the text), and 
his own brutal but bold ferocity, soon made 
him execrated by the people, to whom 
he owed his elevation. He had the folly to 
declare against the Pope; and this it 
really was that mainly induced Innocent to 
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gogue, a humble imitator of Kienzi, 
rose upon the ruins of the peace 
broken by the nobles, obtained the 
title of Tribune, and carried about the 
very insignia used by his predecessor. 
But less wise than Rienzi, he took the 
antipapal party. And the Legate was 
thus enabled to play the papal dema- 
gogue against the usurper. Baroncelli 
was a weak man, his sons committed 
every excess in mimicry of the high- 
bom tyrants of Padua and Milan. 
Virgins violated and matrons disho- 
noured, somewhat contrasted the 
Bolemn and majestic decorum of 
Rienzi's rule ; — in fine, Baroncelli fell 
massacred by the people. And now, 
if you ask what rules Rome, I answer, 
• It is the hope of Rienzi.' " 

" A strange man, and various for- 
tunes. What will be the end of 
both!" 

"Swift murder to the first, and 
eternal fame to the last," answered 
Montreal, calmly. "Rienzi will be 
restored; that brave phoenix will 
wing its way through storm and cloud 
to its own funereal pyre : I foresee, I 
compassionate, I admire. — And then," 
added Montreal, " I look beyond I " 

"But wherefore feel you so cer- 
tain that, if restored, Rienzi must 
folU" 

"Is it not clear to every eye, save 
his, whom ambition blinds 1 How can 
mortal genius, however great, rule that 
most depraved people by popular 
means 1 The Barons— (you know their 



indomitable ferocity) — wedded to 
abuse, and loathing every semblance 
to law; the Barons, humbled for a 
moment, will watch their occasion, and 
rise. The people will again desert 
Or else, grown wise in one respect by 
experience, the new Senator will see 
that popular favour has a loud voice, 
but a recreant arm. He will, like the 
Barons, surround himself by foreign 
swords. A detachment from the Grand 
Company will be his courtiers ; they 
will be his masters ! To pay them the 
people must be taxed. Then the idol 
is execrated. Ko Italian hand can 
govern these hardy demons of the 
north ; they will mutiny and fall away. 
A new demagogue will lead on the 
people, and Rienzi will be the victim, 
Mark my prophecy ! ": 

" And then the ' beyond ' to which 
you look 1 " 

" Utter prostration of Rome, for new 

! and long ages ; God makes not two 

Rienzis ; or" said Montreal, proudly, 

I " the infusion of a new life into the 



restore, and oppose to their New Demagogue, 
the former and more illustrious Tribune. 
Baroncelli, like Rienzi, was excommuni- 
cated ; and in his instance, also, the curse 
of the Church was the immediate cause of 
his downfall. In attempting flight he was 
massacred by the mob, December, 1353. 
Bome, however, have maintained that he 
was slain in combat with Rienzi; and 
others, by a confusion of dates, have made 
him succeed to Rienzi on the death of the 
Uitter.—MatUo Villani, lib. iii. cap. 78. 
Osgervat. Stor. di Zefirino Re. M8» Vat. 
Bip. dal Bzovio, ann. 1353. N. 2. 
No. 16. 



worn-out and diseased frame, — ^thc 
foundation of a new dynasty. Verily, 
when I look around me, I believe that 
the Ruler of nations designs the 
restoration of the South by the irrup- 
tions of the North ; and that out of 
the old Franc and Germanic race will 
be built up the thrones of the future 
world!" 

As Montreal thus spoke, leaning oi- 
his great war-sword, with his fair and 
heroic features — so different, in their 
frank, bold, fearless expression, from 
the dark and wily intellect that cha- 
racterises the lineaments of the South 
— eloquent at once with enthusiasm 
and thought — ^he might have seemed 
no unfitting representative of the 
genius of that northern chivalry of 
which he spake. And Adrian half 
fimcied that he saw before him one of 
the old Gothic scourges of the Western 
Worid. 

Their conversation was here inter- 
rupted by the sound of a trumpet, 
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and presently an officer entering, 
announced the arriyal of ambaasadors 
from Florence. 

" Again you moat pardon me, noble 
Adrian," said MontrBal, " and let me 
claim you as my guest at least for to- 
night. Here yon may rest secure, and 



on partin^^ my men shall attend you to '< reflectiona. 



the firantiers of whatsooFW tenitoiy 
you design to visit." 

Adrian, not sorry to see more of « 
man so celebrated, acceptod the imi- 
tation. 

Left alone, he leaned his head npon 
his hand, and soon became lost in his 



CHAPTER in. 



rAIIHPVL AHD ILL-KiXBD LOYB.-— THI AOTIBATIORS SUBTIYB XHB JUrFBOXXOOB. 



Simn that fearful hour in which 
Adrian Golonna had gazed upon the 
lifeless form of his adored Irene, the 
young Soman had undergone the 
usual vicissitudes of a -wandering and 
adventurous life in those exciting 
times. His country seemed no longer 
dear to him. His very rank, pre- 
cluded him from the post he once 
a^ired to take in restoring the libei^ 
ties of Some ; and he felt that if ever 
such a revolution could be consum- 
mated, it was reserved for one in whose 
birth and habits the people could feel 
sympathy and kindred, and who could 
lift his hand in their behalf without 
becoming the apostate of his order 
and the judge of his own House. He 
had travelled through various courts, 
and served with renown in various 
fields. Beloved and honoured where- 
soever he fixed a temporary home, no 
change of scene had removed his me- 
lancholy — no new ties had chased 
away tiie memory of the Lost. In 
that era of passionate and poetical 
romance, which Petrarch represented 
rather than created. Love had already 
begun to assume a more tender and 
sacred character than it had hitherto 
known, it had gradually imbibed the 
divine spirit which it derives firom 
Christianity, and which associates its 
sorrows on earth with the visions and 
hopes of heaven. To him who relies 
upon immortality, fidelity to the dead 



is easy ; because death cannot extin- 
guish hope, and the soul of the 
mourner is already half in the world 
to come. It is an age that desponds 
of a future life-— representing death as 
an eternal separation — ^in which, if 
men grieve awhile for the dead, they 
hasten to reconcile themselves to the 
living. For true is the old aphorism, 
that love exists not without hoipe. 
And all that romantic worship which 
the Hermit of Yaucluse felt, or feigned, 
for Laura, found its teB^>le in. the de- 
solate heart of Adrian Colonna. He 
was emphatically the Lover of hia 
time/ Often as, in his pilgrimage 
from land to land, he passed the walls 
of some quiet and lonely convent, he 
seriously meditated the solemn vows, 
and internally resolved that the clois- 
ter should receive his maturer age. 
The absence of years had, however, in. 
some degree restored the dimmed and 
shattered affection for his &therland, 
and he desired once more to visit the 
city in which he had first beheld 
Irene. " Perhaps," he thought, "time 
may have wrought some unlooked-for 
change ; and I may yet assist to re- 
store my country." 

But with this lingering patriotism 
no ambition was mingled. In that 
heated stage of action, in which the 
desire of power seemed to stir through 
every breast, and Italy had become 
the £1 Dorado of wealtl^ or the Utopia 
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of empire, to thousands of valuuit 
snns and plottrng* minds, theve ivasat 
least one breast that felt the tnie phi- 
losophy of the Hermit. Adrian's 
nature, though gallant and mascnline, 
was singularlj imbned: with tiiat ele- 
gance of temperament 'vi^eh recoils 
from nide contact, and. to which a 
lettered and cnltiyated indol^ice is 
the snpremest Inxuiy. IQs education, 
his experience, and his intellect, had 
placed him fiu: in advance of hia age, 
and he looked with & high contempt 
on the coarse viUanieB.andbase tricks 
by which Italian ambition sought its 
voadto power. The rise and &11 of 
Bienzi, who, whatever his failings, 
WSB at least the purest and most fao- 
nountble of the self-iaised princes of 
the age, had conspired to make him 
despond of the success of noble, as he 
vecoiledfrom thatof sdfish aspirations. 
And the dreamy melandiolj which 
resulted from his ill^taned love, yet 
more tended to wean him from the 
stale and haekn^ed punmits- of the 
world. His charaeter was full of 
beauty and of poetry — not the less so 
in that it foimd not a vent for its 
emotions in the actual occupation of 
the poet! Pent within, those emotions 
difEused themselves over all his 
thoughts and coloured his whole soul. 
Sometimes, in the blessed abstraction 
of his visions, he pictured to himself 
the lot he might have chosen had 
Irene lived, and fate united them—- 
fiir from the turbulent and vulgar roar 
of Rome — but amidst some yet unpol- 
luted solitude of the bright Italian soil. 
Before his eye there rose the lovely 
landscape — the palace by the borders 
of the waveless lake— -the vineyards in 
the valley — ihe dark forests waving 
from the hill — and that home, the 
resort and refuge of all the minstrelsy 
and love of Italy, brightened by the 
*' Lampeggiar dell' angelico riso/' that 



* " The splendour of the angd smllei 

PjmiARCH. 



makes a paradise in the &ce we love. 
Often, aedttoed by such dreams to com- 
plete <A)livion of his lo8% the young 
wandeiQr started from the ideal bliss, 
to behold around him the solitary 
waste of way-^orthe. moonlit tents of 
war-^or, worse tiian all, the crowds 
and revels of a fcsa&gD. court. 

Whether or not such &ncies now^ 
for a moment, aUured his medita* 
tions, conjured up, perhaps, by the 
name of Irene's brother^ which never 
sounded in his ears but to awaken 
ten thousand associations, the Colonna 
remained thoughtful axid absorbed, 
until he was ^turbed by his own 
squire, who, accompanied by Mon- 
treal's servitors, ushered in his soli- 
tary but ample repast. Flasks of the 
richest Florentine wines — viands pre- 
pared with all the art which, alas, 
Italy has now lost 1 — goblets and sal- 
vers of gold and silver, prodigally 
wroughtwith barbaric gems^attested 
the princely luxury which reigned in 
the camp of the Grand Company. 
But Adrian saw in all only the spolia- 
tion of his d^fsaded country, and felt 
the splendour almost as an insult 
His lonely meal soon concluded, he 
became impatient of the monotony 
of his tent ; and, tempted by the cool 
air of the descending eve, sauntered 
carelessly forth. He bent his steps by 
the side of the brooklet that curved^ 
snakelike and sparkling, by Mon- 
treal's tent ; and finding a spot some- 
what solitary and apart from the war- 
like tenementa around, flung himself 
by the margin of the stream. 

The last rays of the sun quivered 
on the wave that danced musically 
over its stony bed; and amidst a 
little copse on the opposite bank broke 
the brief and momentary song of such 
of the bolder habitants of that purple 
air as the din of the camp had not 
scared from their green retreat. The 
clouds lay motionless to the west, in 
i that sky so darkly and intensely blue, 
I never seen but over the landscapes that 

R 2 
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a Claude or a Rosa loved to paint ; and 
dim and delicious rose-hues gathered 
oyer the grey peaks of the distant 
Apennines. From a&r floated the 
hum of the camp, broken by the 
neig^ of returning steeds ; the blast 
of an occasional bugle; and, at regular 
intervals, by the armed tramp of the 
neighbouring sentry. And opposite to 
the left of the copse — ^upon a rising 
ground, matted with reeds, moss, and 
waving shrubs — were the ruins of 
some old £truscan building, whose 
name had perished, whose very uses 
were unknown. 

The scene was so calm and lovely, 
as Adrian gazed upon it, that it was 
scarcely possible to imagine it at that 
very hour the haunt of fierce and 
banded robbers, among most of whom 
the very soul of man was embruted, 
and to all of whom murder or rapine 
made the habitual occupation of life. 

Still buried in his reveries, and 
carelessly dropping stones into the 
noisy rivulet, Adrian was aroused by 
the sound of steps. 

" A fair spot to Usten to the lute 
and the ballads of Provence," said the 
voice of Montreal, as the Knight of 
St. John threw himself on the turf 
beside the young Colonna. 

" You retain, then, your ancient 
love of your national melodies^** said 
Adrian. 

" Ay, I have not yet survived all 
my youth," answered Montreal, with 
a slight sigh. " But somehow or 
other, the strains that once pleased 
my fancy now go too directly to my 
heart. So, though I still welcome 
jongleur and minstrel, I bid them 
sing their newest conceits. I cannot 
wish ever again to hear the poetry I 
heard when / was young /" 

" Pardon me," said Adrian, with 
great interest, " but fain would I have 
dared, though a secret apprehension 
prevented me hitherto, — ^fain would I 
have dared to question you of that 
lovely lady, with whom, seven years 



ago, we gazed at moonlight npon the 
odorous orange-groves and rosy waten 
of Terracina." 

Montreal turned away his &oe ; he 
laid his hand on Adrian's arm, and 
murmured, in a deep and hoarse tone, 
" I am alone now l" 

Adrian pressed his hand in silenee. 
He felt no light shock at thus learn- 
ing the death of one so gentle, so 
lovely, and so Ul-&ted. 

" The vows of mj knighthood," 
continued Montreal, "which precluded 
Adeline the rights of wedlock — the 
shame of her house — ^the angiy grief 
of her mother — ^the wild vicissitudes 
of my life, so exposed to peril — ^the 
loss of her son — all preyed silently on 
her frame. She did not die (die is 
too harsh a word !), but she drooped 
away, and glided into heaven. Even 
as on a summer's mom some Boh 
dream fleets across us, growing less 
and less distinct, until it fades, as it 
were, into light, and we awaken — so 
faded Adeline's parting spirit, till the 
daylight of God broke upon it." 

Montreal paused a moment, and 
then resumed : " These thoughts make 
the boldest of us weak sometimes, and 
we Proven9als are fooUsh in these 
matters ! — God wot, she was very dear 
to me !" 

The Knight bent down and crossed 
himself devoutly, his lips muttered a 
prayer. Strange as it may seem to 
our more enlightened age, so martial 
a garb did morality then wear, thai 
this man, at whose word towns had 
blazed and torrents of blood had 
flowed, neither adjudged himself, nor 
was adjudged by the majority of his 
contemporaries, a criminal. His order, 
half monastic, half warlike, was em- 
blematic of himself. He trampled 
upon man, yet humbled himself to 
God; nor had all his acquaintance 
with the refining scepticism of Italy 
shaken the sturdy and simple faith 
of the bold Provencal. So &r from 
recognising any want of harmony 
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between his calling and his creed, he 
held that man no true chevalier who 
was not as devont to the Cross as 
relentless with the sword. 

'' And yon hare no child save the 
one you lost?" asked Adrian, when 
he observed the wonted composure of 
Montreal once more returning. 

" None ! "said Montreal, as his brow 
again darkened. " No love-begotten 
heir of mine will succeed to the for- 
tunes I trust yet to build. Never on 
earth shall I see upon the face of her 
child the likeness of Adeline ! Yet, 
at Avignon, I saw a boy I would have 
claimed; for methought she must 
have looked her soul into his eyes, 
they were so like hers I Well, welll the 
Provence tree hath other branches; and 
some unborn nephew must be — ^what? 
The stars have not yet decided ! But 
ambition is now the only thing in the 
world left me to love." 

" So diflferently operates the same 
misfortune upon different characters," 
thought the Colonna. "To me, crowns 
became valueless when I could no 
longer dream of placing them on 
Irene's brow!" 

The similarity of their fates, how- 
ever, attracted Adrian strongly to- 
wards his host ; and the two Knights 
conversed together with more friend- 
ship and unreserve than they had 
hitherto done. At length Montreal 
said, " By the way, I have not in- 
quired your destination." 

" 1 am bound to Rome," said Adrian ; 
" and the intelligence I have learned 
from you incites me thitherward yet 
more eagerly. If Rienzi return, I may 
mediate successfully, perchance, be- 
tween the TribuneHSenator and the 
nobles ; and if I find my cousin, young 
Stefanello, now the head of our house, 
more tractable than his sires, I shall 
not despidr of conciliating the less 
powerful Barons. Rome wants repose; 
and whoever governs, if he govern but 
with justice, ought to be supported 
both by prince and plebeian 1 " 



Montreal listened with great atten- 
tion, and then muttered to himself, 
" No, it cannot be !" He mused a 
little while, shading his brow with his 
hand, before he said aloud, " To Rome 
you are bound. Well, we shall meet 
soon amidst its ruins. Enow, by the 
way, that my object here is already 
won : these Florentine merchants have 
acceded to my terms; they have 
purchased a two years' peace; to- 
morrow the camp breaks up, and the 
Grand Company march to Lombardy. 
There, if my schemes prosper, and 
the Venetians pay my price, I league 
the rascals (under Landau, my Lieu- 
tenant) with the Sea-City, in defiance 
of the Visconti, and shall pass my 
autumn in peace amidst the pomps 
of Rome." 

"Sir Walter de Montreal," said 
Adrian, " your frankness perhaps 
makes me presumptuous; but when 
I hear you talk, like a huxtering 
trader, of selling alike your friendship 
and your forbearance, I ask myself, 
' Is this the great Knight of St. John; 
and have men spoken of him fairly, 
when they assert the sole stain on 
his laurels to be his avarice 1' " 

Montreal bit his lip ; nevertheless, 
heanswered calmly, "My frankness has 
brought its own penance, Lord Adrian. 
However, I cannot wholly leave so 
honoured a guest under an impression 
which I feel to be plausible, but not 
just. No, brave Colonna; report 
wrongs me. I value Gold, for Gold is 
the Architect of Power ! It fills the 
camp — ^it storms the city — ^it buys the 
market-place — it raises the palace — it 
founds the throne. I value Gold, — it 
is the means necessary to my end !" 

" And that end ** 

" Is — no matter what," said the 
Elnight coldly. " Let us to our tents, 
the dews fall heavily, and the malaria 
floats over these houseless wastes." 

The pair rose; — ^yet, fascinated by 
the beauty of the hour, they lingered 
for a moment by the brook. The 



846 



SIEKZI, 



earliefit stars shone over its crisping 
wavelets, and a delicious breeze mur- 
mured gently amidst the glossy herb- 
age." 

"Thus gazing,"8aidHontreal,Boftl7, 
" we reverse &e old Kedusan &ble 
the poets tell us of, and look and 
muse ourselves out of stone. A little 
while, and it was the widighi that 
gilded the wave — it now shines as 
brightly and glides as gaily beneath 
the stars; even so rolls the stream 
of time : one luminary succeeds the 
other equally welcomed — equally illu- 
mining — equally evanescent! — Ton 
see, the poetiy of Provence still lives 
beneath my mail !'* 

Adrian early sought his couch ; but 
his own thoughts and the sounds of 
loud mirth that broke from Montreal's 
tent, where the chief feasted the cap- 
tains of his band« a revel from which 
he had the delica<7 to excuse the 
Boman noble, kept the Golonna long 
awake; and he had scarcely fiillen 
into an unquiet slumber, when yet 
more discordant sounds again invaded 
his repose. At the earliest dawn the 
wide armament was astir-^the creak- 
ing of cordage— the tramp of men — 
loud orders and louder oaths — ^the 
slow rolling of baggage-wains — and 
the clank of the armourers, announced 
tho removal of the camp, and the 
approaching departure of the Grand 
Ckonpany. 

Ere Adrian was yet attired, Mon- 
treal entered his tent. 

" I have appointed,*' he said, " five 
score lances under a trusty leader, to 
accompany you, noble Adrian, to the 
borders of Bomagna; they wait your 
leisure. In another hour I depart ; 
tho on-guard are already in motion." 

Adrian would &in have declined 
the projQfered escort ; but he saw that 
it would only offend the pride of the 
chief, who soon retired. Hastily 
Adrian endued his arms — ^the air of 
the fresh morning, and the glad sun \ 
rising gorgeously from the hills, re- { 



vived his wearied apirit. He rqa aii e J 
to Montreal's tsnt^ and fovnd him 
alone, with the implements of mritiDg 
before him, and % iiinmpliaDi imile 
upon his countenance. 

" Fortune showers new fitvoorB -eai 
me !" he said, gaily. " Testerdsy-the 
Florentines spared me the tremble 
of a siege : and to-day (even i^oe I 
last saw yonr-« few minntss sinoe) 
puts your new fienafeor of Borne into 
my power." 

" How ! have your bands thoB 
arrested BienzH" 

"Notso-*betterstiUI ITheShibnns 
changed his plan, and xepaized to 
Perugia, where my brothers now abide 
—Hiought them— -they have snpplied 
him with money and soldiers enoqgk 
to brave the perils of the waj, and to 
defy the swords of the Barona. So 
writes my good brother ArimbsldQ, a 
man of letters, whom the Tribune 
thinks rightly he has decoyed with 
old tales of Boman greatness, and 
mighty promises of grstefrd advance- 
ment. You find me hastily expfessing 
my content at the arrangement. My 
brothers themselves will accompany 
the Senator-Tribune to the waUs of 
the CapitoL" 

" Still, I see not how this places 
Eienzi in your power." 

" No 1 His soldiers areiny creatures 
— his oomndes my brothers — ^his cre- 
ditor myself! Let him rule Kome 
then — ^the time soon comes when the 
Vice-Regent must yield to———" 

" The Chief of the Grand Com- 
pany," interrupted Adrian, with a 
shudder, whi(^ the bold Mc»iireal 
was too engrossed with the uncon- 
cealed excitement of his own thoughts 
to notice. " No^ Knight of Frevenoev 
basely have we snccuii^M to domestic 
tyrants: but never, I trust, will 
Bomans be so vile as to wear the yoke 
of a foreign usurper." 

Montreal looked hard at Adrian, 
and smiled sternly. 

'' You mistake me," said he ; ** and 
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it will be time enough for you to play 
the Brutus when I assume the Ceesar. 
Meanwhile we are but host and guest. 
Let us change the theme." 

ISfevertheless this^ their latter con- 
ference, threw a chill over both during 
the short time the Elnights remained 
together, and they parted with a 
formality which was ill-suited to 
their friendly intercourse of tho 
night before. Montreal felt he had 
incautiously revealed himself, but 
caution was no part of his character, 
whenever he found himself at the head 
of an army, and at the full tide of 
fortune ; and at that moment, so con- 
fident was he of the success of his 
wildest schemes, that he recked little 
whom he offended, or whom alarmed. 

Slowly, with his strange and fero- 
cious escort, Adrian renewed his way. 
Winding up a steep ascent that led 



Jrom the plain,— when he reached the 
summit, the curve in the road shewed 
him the whole army on its march ; — 
the gonfalons waving — the armour 
flashing in the sun, line after line, 
like a river of steel, and the whole 
plain bristling with the array of that 
moving war ; — while the solemn tread 
of the armed thousands fell subdued 
and stifled at times by martial and 
exulting music. As they swept on, 
Adrian descried at length the stately 
and towering form of Montreal upon 
a black charger, distinguished even 
at that distance from the rest, not 
more by his gorgeous armour than his 
lofty stature. So swept he on in the 
pride of his array — in the flush of his 
hopes— the head of a mighty arma- 
ment — the terror of Italy — the hero 
that was — ^the monarch that might 
bel 
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BOOK IX. 



THE RETURN. 

* AUora la sua rennta fu a Roma sentita ; Romani si apparecchiarano ft rioererlo eon 
letiaia . . . furo fatti archi trionfali," Ac. dtc.— Vita di Cola di Rienzi, Ub. ii. c 17. 

• Then the fame of his coming was felt at Rome ; the Romans made ready to reodve 
him with gladness . . . triumphal arches were erected,** &c., dtc-^Lf/e of Cola di JMoui. 



CHAPTER I. 



THB TRIUMPHAL EHTRANOE. 



All Rome was astir! — from St. 
Angelo to the Capitol^ windows, 
balconies, roofs, were crowded with 
animated thousands. Only here and 
there, in the sullen quarters of the 
Colonna, the Orsini, and the Savelli, 
reigned a death-like solitude and a 
dreary gloom. In those fortifications, 
rather than streets, not even the 
accustomed tread of the barbarian 
sentinel was heard. The gates closed 
—the casements barred — the grim 
silence around — attested the absence 
of the Barons. They had left the 
city so soon as they had learned the 
certain approach of Rienzi. In the 
villages and castles of the Campagna, 
surrounded by their mercenaries, 
they awaited the hour when the 
people, weary of their idol, should 
welcome back even those ferocious 
Iconoclasts. 

With these exceptions, all Rome 
was astir I Triumphal arches of 
drapery, wrought with gold and 
silver, raised at every principal vista, 
were inscribed with mottoes of wel- 
come and rejoicing. At frequent 



intervals stood youths and maidens, 
with baskets of flowers and laurels. 
High above the assembled muliitadea 
— from the proud tower of Hadrian 
— from the turrets of the Capitol — 
from the spires of the sacred bnild- 
ings dedicated to Apostle and to 
Saint — floated bannersasfor ayictory. 
Rome once more opened her arms to 
receive her Tribune ! 

Mingled with the crowd^-disgoised 
by his large mantle — hidden by the 
pressure of the throng — his person* 
indeed, forgotten by most — and, in 
the confusion of the moment, heeded 
by none — stood Adrian Colonna! 
He had not been able to conquer his 
interest for the brother of Irene. 
Solitary amidst his fellow-citizens, he 
stood — the only one of the proud 
race of Colonna who witnessed the 
triumph of the darling of the people. 

" They say he has grown large in 
his prison," said one of the bystanders; 
" he was lean enough when he came 
by day-break out of the Church of 
St. Angelo ! " 

"Ay," said another, a little man 
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with a shrewd, restless eye, "they 
say truly; I saw him take leave of 
the Legate.'* 

Every eye was turned to the last 
speaker ; he became at once a person- 
age of importance. " Yes," continued 
the little man with an elated and 
pompous air, "as soon, d'ye see, as he 
had prevailed on Messere Brettone, 
and'jilessere Arimbaldo, the brothers 
of Fra Moreale, to acompany him 
from Perugia to Monte Fiascone, he 
went at once to the Legate d'Albor- 
noz, who was standing in the open 
air conversing with his captains. A 
crowd followed. I was one of them ; 
and the Tribune nodded at me — ay, 
that did he ! — ^and so, with his scarlet 
cloak, and his scarlet cap, he faced 
the proud Cardinal with a pride 
greater than his own. ' Monsignore,* 
said he, 'though you accord me 
neither money nor arms, to meet the 
dangers of the road and brave the 
ambush of the Barons, I am prepared 
to depart. Senator of Rome, his 
Holiness hath made me: according 
to custom, I pray you, Monsignore, 
forthwith to confirm the rank.* I 
would you could have seen how the 
proud Spaniard stared, and blushed, 
and frowned ; but he bit his lip, and 
said little." 

" And confirmed Rienzi Senator ? ** 

** Yes ; and blessed him, and bade 
him depart.'* 

" Senator ! " said a stalwart but 
grey-haired giant with folded arms; 
"I like not a title that has been 
borne by a patrician. I fear me, in 
the new title he will forget the old." 

" Fie, Cecco del Vecchio, you were 
always a grumbler 1 " said a merchant 
of cloth, whose commodity the cere- 
monial had put in great request. 
" Fie ! — ^for my part, I think Senator 
a less new-fangled title than Tribune. 
I hope there will be feasting enow, at 
last Rome has been long dull. A 
bad time for trade, I warrant me I ** 

The artisan grinned scomfally. 



He was one of those who distinguished 
between the middle class and the 
working, and he loathed a merchant 
as much as he did a noble. "The 
day wears," said the little man ; " he 
must be here anon. The Senator's 
lady, and all his train, have gone 
forth to meet him these two hours." 

Scarce were these words uttered, 
when the crowd to the right swayed 
restlessly ; and presently a horseman 
rode rapidly through the street. "Way 
there J Keep back ! Way — make way 
for the Most Illustrious the Senator 
of Rome ! * 

The crowd became hushed — then 
murmuring — then hushed again. 
From balcony and casement stretched 
the neck of every gazer. The tramp 
of steeds was heard at a distance — 
the sound of clarion and trumpet ; — 
then, gleaming through the distant 
curve of the streets, was seen the 
wave of the gonfalons — then, the 
glitter of spears — and then from the 
whole multitude, as from one voice, 
arose the shout, — " He comes ! he 
comes ! " 

Adrian shrunk yet more backward 
amongst the throng; and, leaning 
against the wall of one of the houses, 
contemplated the approaching pa- 
geant. 

First came, six abreast, the pro- 
cession of Roman horsemen who had 
gone forth to meet the Senator, 
bearing boughs of olive in their 
hands; each hundred preceded by 
banners, inscribed with the words, 
"Liberty and Peace restored." As 
these passed the group by Adrian, 
each more popular citizen of the 
cavalcade was recognised, and received 
with loud shouts. By the garb and 
equipment of the horsemen, Adrian 
saw that they belonged chiefly to the 
traders of Rome ; a race who, he 
well knew, unless strangely altered, 
valued liberty only as a commercial 
speculation. " A vain support these," 
lliought the Colonna; — " what next T 
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On, then, came in glittering armofor 
the German mereensrieB, hired by the ! 
gold of the Brothers of Provence, in I 
number two hundred and fifty, and I 
preyioasly in the pay of Malatesta of . 
Bimini ; — ^tall, stem, sedate, disci- 1 
plined, — eyeing the crowd with a| 
look, half of barbarian wonder, half , 
of insolent disdain. Ko shout of 
gpratulation welcomed these sturdy ' 
strangers ; it was evident that their 
aspect cast a chill over the assembly. ! 

** Shame ! " growled Cecco del ; 
Vecchio, audibly. " Has the people's 
friend need of the swords which guard i 
an Orsini or a Malatesta ? — ehame I " 

Ko voice this time silenced the , 
huge malcontent. 

" His only real defence against the 
Barons," thought Adrian, **if he pay 
them well ! But their number is not 
sufficient ! ' 

Next came two hundred fentassins, 
or foot-soldiers, of Tuscany, with the 
corselets and arms of the heavy-armed 
soldiery — a gallant company, and 
idiose cheerful looks and &miliar 
bearing appeared to sympathise with 
the crowd. And in truth they did 
so, — ^for they were Tuscans, and there- 
fore lovers of fi«edom. In them, too, 
the Bomans seemed to recognise 
natural and legitimate allies, — ^and 
there waa a general cry of " Vivano i 
bravi Toscani 1 ** 

*' Poor d^Buce I ** thought the more 
sagacious Colonna; ''the Barons can 
awe, and the mob corrupt them." 

Next came a file of trumpeters and 
standard-bearers; — and now the sound 
of the music was drowned by shouts, 
which seemed to rise simultaneously 
as from every quarter of the city ; — 
''Bienzi I Bienzi 1 — ^Welcome, welcome 1 
—Liberty and Rienzi! Bienzi and the 
Good Estate ! " Flowers dropped on 
his path, kerchiefe and banners waved 
from every house; — ^tears might be 
seen coursing, unheeded, down bearded 
eheeks ; — youth and age were kneeling 
together, with uplifted hands, invok- 



ing blessings on the hcmd of the 
Bestored. On he came, the Benatcn*- 
Tribune—" the Phoenix to hUpffrtr 

Bobed in sonle«> that Ihenlly 
biased with gold, his proud head 
baied in the smi, and bending' to the 
saddle bow, B^nzl paaaed atowiy 
through Uie throng. Not is the 
flush of that hour were yiaible, <hl his 
glorious oountenanoe^ the ngns of 
disease and care: the Ytaj enlarge- 
ment of his proportioos gmve a greater 
majesty to his wmsl Hope i^MurUed 
in his eye — ^triumph and em]»reBrt 
upon his brow. The erowd oenld net 
contain themselves ; th^ pressed 
forward, each upon eaeh, anxious to 
catch the glance of his eye, to touch 
the hem of his robe. He himself was 
deeply affected by their joy. He 
halted ; with filtering and broken 
words, he attempted to address them. 
" I am repaid," he said, — ** repaid fcr 
I all ; — ^may I live to make yon happy!" 

The crowd parted again — the 
Senator moved on — again. the erowd 
closed in. Behind the Tribune, to 
their excited imagination,, seemed te 
move the vwy goddess of aaeaait 
Bome. 

Upon a steed, eapariao&ed with 
cloth of gold,"— in snow-white lobe^ 
studded with gems that flaahed baek 
the day,— came the beantifid and 
r^al Nina. The memory of her 
pride, her ostentation, all forgottem 
in that moment, she was acaree less 
welcome, scarce less idolized, than her 
lord. And her smile all radiant with 
joy— her lip quiverkig with prood 
and elate emotion, — ^never had dtt 
seemed at cmoe so bom alike for love 
and for oomnand ;— a Zenobia pna* 
ing through the pomp of Bobu^^- 
not a captive, but a cpieen. 

But not upon that statdy limn 
riveted the gaze of Adrian — pale^ 
breathless, trembling, he dnnfr to 
the walls against which he leaned. 
Was it a dream? Had the dead 
revived) Or mui it his owr»— his 
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living Irene— whose soft and melan- 
choly loveliness shone sadly by the 
side of Nina — a star beside the moon 1 
The pageant &ded from his eyes — 
all grew dim and dark. For a moment 
he was insensible. When he recovered, 
the crowd was hnnying along, oon- 
fhsed and blent with the mighty 
stream that followed the procession. 
Through the moving multitude he 
caught the graceful form of Ir^ie, 
again snatched by the closing stand- 
ards of the procession from his view. 
His blood rukied back from his hettrt 



through ev«7 vein. He was as a 
man who for years had been in a 
fearful trance, and who is suddenly 
awak^ied to the light of heaven. 

One of that mighty tiirong remained 
motionless with Adrian. It was 
Cecco del Veechio. 

" He did not see mc,** muttered the 
smith to himself; ''cM friends are 
forgoUen now/ WeU, well, Cecco 
del Yecehio hates tyrants still— no 
matter what their name, nor how 
smoothly they «re disguised. He 
did not see mb ! Umph ! " 



CHAPTER n. 



THX KASQUBBAHI. 



The acuter reader has already 
learned, without the absolute inter- 
vention of the author as narrator, the 
incidents occumng to Rienzi in the 
interval between his acquittal at 
Avignon and his return to Rome. 
As the impression made by Nana 
upon the softer and better nature of 
Albomoz died away, he naturaliy 
began to consider Ms guest — as the 
profound politicians of that day ever 
considered men — a piece upon the 
great Chess-Board, to be moved, 
advanced, or sacrificed, as best suited 
the scheme in view. His purpose 
accomplished, in the recovery of the 
patrimonial territory, the subnossion 
of John di Yieo, and the &U aiad 
death of the Demagogue BaroacelH, 
the Cardinal deemed it fax frtmi 
advisable to restore to Rmse, and 
with so high a digniiy, the ahie and 
ambitious RienzL Befove the daring 
Roman, even his own greai spirit 
quailed; and he was wholly unable 
to conceive or to caknlate the poH^ 
that might be adopted by the new 
Senator, when oncemore Lord of Rome. 



Without aflfecting to detain, he there- 
fore declined to assist in restoring 
him. And. Rienzi thus saw himself 
within an easy march of Rome, with- 
out one «oldier to protect him against 
the Barons hy the way. But Heaven 
had decreed'that mt tingle man, how- 
ever gifted, or however powerful, 
should long counteract or master the 
destinies of Rienzi: and perhaps in 
no more gUttenng scene of his life 
did he ever evince so dexterous and 
subtle anintelleet as he now did in 
extricating himseif from the wiles of 
the Cardinal. BepaiTTng to Perugia, 
he had, as we haive seen, procured, 
threogh the brothers c^ Montreal, 
men and mmtof for Ms return. But 
the Knight of Si. John was .greatly 
mastaiken, if faedmagined that Rienzi 
was not theraogfaly swue of the 
perikms aadTfcreaBheronatemire of the 
Bopport lie- hai reesDred. His keen 
eye readat^iplaiiae ;the aims and the 
cfaaxaotera of the brothers of Montreal 
— he kneir: ihai while affeoting to 
serve .him^ they designed to control- 
that, made the debtor of the gracing 
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ftnd aspiring Montreal, and Bur- 
rounded by the troops conducted by 
Montreal's brethren, he was in the 
midst of a net which, if not broken, 
would soon involve fortune and life 
itself in its &tal and deadly meshes. 
But, confident in the resources and 
promptitude of his own genius, he 
yet sauguinely trusted to make those 
hia puppets, who dreamed that he was 
their own ; and, with empire for the 
stake, he cared not how crafty the 
antagonists he was compelled to 
engage. 

Meanwhile, uniting to all his 
rasher and all his nobler qualities, a 
profound dissimulation, he appeared 
to trust implicitly to his Provenjal 
companions ; and his first act on 
entering the Capitol, after the tri- 
umphal procession, was to reward with 
the highest dignities in his gift, 
Mcssere Arimbaldo and Messere Bret^ 
tone de Montreal 1 

High feasting was there that night 
in the halls of the Capitol ; but 
dearer to Eienzi than all the pomp of 
the day, were the smiles of Nina. 
Her proud and admiring eyes, swim- 
ming with delicious tears, fixed upon 
his countenance, she but felt that 
they were re-united, and that the 
hours, however brilliantly illumined, 
were hastening to that moment, when, 
after so desolate and dark an absence, 
they might once more be alone. 

Far other the thoughts of Adrian 
Colonna, as he sate alone in the dreary 
palace in the yet more dreaiy quarter 
of his haughty race. Irene then 
was alive, — ^he had been deceived by 
some strange error, — she had escaped 
the devouring pestilence ; and some- 
thing in the pale sadness of her gentle 
features, even in that day of triumph, 
told him he was still remembered. 
But as his mind by degrees calmed 
itself from its first wild and tumul- 
tuous rapture, he could not help ask- 
ing himself the question whether they 
were not still to be divided ! StefiEb- 



nello Colonna, the grandson of the 
old Stephen, and (by the death of his 
sire and brother) the yonthfol head 
of that powerful House, had already 
raised his standard against the Sena- 
tor. Fortifying himself in the almost 
impregnable fostness of Palestrini, 
he had assembled around him all the 
retainers of his family, and his lawless 
soldiery now ravaged the ne]ghbo1l^ 
ing plains &r and wide. 

Adrian foresaw that the lapse of a 
few days would sufiice to bring the 
Colonna and the Senator to open war. 
Could he take part against those of 
his own blood 1 The very circnmstanoe 
of his love for Irene would yet more 
rob such a proceeding of all appea^ 
ance of disinterested patriotism, and 
yet more deeply and irremediably 
stain his kn^htly fame, wherever 
the sympathy of hds equals was en- 
listed with the cause of the Colonna. 
On the other hand, not only his love 
for the Senator's sister, but his own 
secret inclinations and honest con- 
victions, were on the side of one who 
alone seemed to him possessed of the 
desire and the genius to repress the 
disorders of his fidlen city. Long 
meditating, he feared no altematiTe 
was left him but in the same cruel 
neutrality to which he had been 
before condemned; but he resolved 
at least to make the attempt — ren- 
dered favourable and dignified by his 
birth and reputation — ^to reconcile the 
contending parties. To efifect this, 
he saw that he must bogin with his 
haughty cousin. He was well aware 
that were it known that he had first 
obtained an interview with Bienzi— 
did it appear as if he were charged 
with overtures from the Senator-* 
although Stefanello himself might be 
inclined to yield to his representations, 
the insolent and ferocious Barons who 
surrounded him would not deign to 
listen to the envoy of the People's 
chosen one; and instead of being 
honoured as an intercessor, ne should 
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be suspected as a traitor. He deter- 
mined, then, to depart forPalestrina; 
but (and his heart beat audibly) 
would it not be possible first to obtain 
an interview with Irene ] It was no 
easy enterprise, surrounded as she 
was, but he resolved to adventure it. 
He summoned Giulio. 

** The Senator holds a festival this 
evening — think you that the assem- 
blage will be numerous? " 

" I hear," answered Giulio, " that 
the banquet given to the Ambassadors 
and Signers to-day is to be followed 
to-morrow by a mask, to which all 
ranks are admitted. By Bacchus,* if 
the Tribune only invited nobles, the 
smallest closet in the Capitol would 
suffice to receive his maskers. I 
sappose a mask has been resolved on 
in order to disguise the quality of the 
Tisitors." 

Adrian mused a moment ; and the 
result of his revery was a determina- 
tion to delay for another sun his 
departure to Palestrina — to take 
advantage of the nature of the revel, 
and to join the masquerade. 

That species of entertainment, 
though unusual at that season of the 
year, had been preferred by Rienzi, 
partly and ostensibly because it was 
one in which all his numerous and 
motley supporters could be best 
received ; but chiefly and secretly 
because it afforded himself and his 
confidential Mends the occasion to 
mix unsuspected amongst the throng, 
and learn more of the real anticipa- 
tions of the Romans with respect to 
his policy and his strength, than 
could well be gathered from the 
enthusiasm of a public spectacle. 

The following night was beautifully 
serene and clear. The better to 
accommodate the numerous guests, 
and to take advantage of the warm 
and moonlit freshness of the air, the 



* still a common Roman expletive. 



open court of the Capitol, with the 
Place of the Lion, (as well as the state 
apartments within,) was devoted to 
the festival. 

As Adrian entered the festive court 
with the rush of the throng, it chanced 
that in the eager impatience of some 
maskers, more vehement than the 
rest, his vizard was deranged. He 
hastily replaced it ; but not before one 
of the guests had recognised his 
countenance. 

Prom courtesy, Rienzi and his 
family remained at first unmasked. 
They stood at the head of the stairs 
to which the old Egyptian Lion gave 
the name. The lights shone over 
that Colossal Monument — which, torn 
from its antique home, had witnessed, 
in its grim repose, the rise and lapse 
of countless generations, and the dark 
and stormy revolutions of avenging 
fate. It was an ill omen, often after- 
wards remarked, that the place of 
that state festival was the place also 
of the state executions. But at that 
moment, as group after group pressed 
forward to win smile and word from 
the celebrated man, whose fortunes 
had been the theme of Europe, or to 
bend in homage to the lustrous love- 
liness of Nina, no omen and no warn- 
ing clouded the universal gladness. 

Behind Nina, well contented to 
shrink from the gaze of the throng, 
and to feel her softer beauty eclipsed 
by the dazzling and gorgeous charms 
of her brother's wife, stood Irene. 
Amidst the crowd on her alone 
Adrian fixed his eyes. The years 
which had flown over the fair brow of 
the girl of sixteen — then animated 
by, yet trembling beneath, the first 
>vild breath of Love ; — ^youth in every 
vein — passion and childish tenderness 
in every thought, had not marred, 
but they had changed, the character 
of Irene's beauty. Her cheek, no 
longer varying with every instant, 
was settled into a delicate and 
thoughtful paleness — ^her form, more 
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voiinded to the proportions of Boman 
beaaty, had asBumed an air of dignified 
imd calm repose. No longer did tiie 
restless eje wander in search of some 
'imagined object; no longer did the 
lip quiver into smiles at some nntold 
hope or half-imoonscions recollection. 
A grave and moumfiil expression 
gave to her fsee (still how sweet !) a 
gravity beyond her years. The bloom, 
the flush, the April of the heart> was 
gone ; but yet neither time, nor sor- 
row, nor blighted love, had stolen from 
her countenance its rare and angelic 
softness — ^northat inexpressible and 
virgin modesty of form and aspect, 
which, contrasting the bolder beauties 
of Italy, had more than aoght else 
distinguished to Adrian, from all 
other women, the idol of his heart. 
And feeding: his gaze upon those dark 
deep eyes^ which spckt of thought £ur 
away and busy with the past, Adrian 
felt again and again that he was not 
forgotten 1 Hovering near her, but 
suffering the crowd to press one after 
another before him, he did not per- 
ceive that he had attracted the eagle 
eye of the Senator. 

In &ct, as one of the maskers 
passed Rienzi, he whispered, "Beware, 
a Coionna is furno^g the tnnalcR i be- 
neath the reveller's domino has often 
lurked the assassin's dagger. Yonder 
stands your fbe— nnark him ) " 

These words were the first sharp 
and thrilling intimation of the perils 
into which he had rushed, that the 
Tribune-Senator had received 
his return. He changed colour slightly; 
and for some minutes the courtly 
smile and ready greeting with which 
he had hitherto delighted every guest, 
gave way to a moody abstraction. 

** Why stands yon strange man so 
mute and motionless 1" whispered he 
to Nina. '' He speaks to none — he 
approaches us not — a churl, a churl ! 
— ^he must be seen to." 

' Doubtless, some Qerman or Eng- 



not, my Lord, so slight a cloud dim 
your merriment." 

" You axe right, dearest ; we have 
friends here ; we are well girt. And, 
by my fiither's ashes, I feel that I 
must aceustxmi myself to danger. 
Nina, let us move on ; methinks we 
might now mix among the maskers— 
masked ourselves.'' 

The music pli^ed loud and cheerily 
as the Senator and his party mingled 
with the throng. But still his eye 
turned ev^ towards the grey domino 
of Adrian, and he perceived that it 
followed his steps. Approaching the 
private entrance of the Capitol, he for 
a few moments lost sight of his un- 
welcome pursuer: but just as he 
entered, turning abruptly, Rienzi per- 
ceived him close at his side — the next 
moment the stranger had vanished 
amidst the throng. But that moment 
had sufficed to Adrian — he had 
reached Irene. "Adrian Colomia 
(he whispered) waits thee beside the 
Lion." 

In the absorption of his own reflee- 
tions, Rienzi fortunately did not notice 
the sudden paleness and agitation of 
his sister. Entered within his palace, 
he called for wine — the draught 
revived his spirits — he listened 
smilingly to the sparkling remarks of 
Nina ; and enduing his mask and 
disg^uise, said, with his wonted cheer- 
ftilness, *'Now for Truth — strange 
that in festivals it should only speak 
behind a vizard! My sweet sister, 
thou hast lost thine old smile, and I 
would rather see that than — ^Ha ! has 
Irene vanished! " 

" Only, I suppose, to change her 
dress, my Cola, and mingle with the 
reyellers," answered Nina. " Let my 
smile atone for hers." 

Rienzi kissed the bright brow of 
his wifo as she clung fondly to his 
bosom. *' Thy smile is the sunlight,"* 
said he ; " but this girl disturbs me. 
Methinks now, at least, she might 



li&h barbarian/' answered Nina. " Let wear a gladder aspect 
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'' Is there nothing of loye beneath 
my &ir sister's gloom V answered 
Nina. ''DojoanoteaUtomindhow 
she loved Adrian Colonna ? '' 

"Does that iantasy hold stilll'^ 
returned Bienziy musingly. ''W^ 
and she is fit bride for a mimarch." 

" Yet it -were an alliance thatiroold, 
better than one with monarchs, 
strengthen thy power at Borne !" 

"Ay, were it possible; but that 
haughty race! — Perchance this very 
masker ^at so haionted our steps was 
but her lover* I will look to this. 
Let us forth, my Nina. Am I well 
cloaked? '' 

" Excellently well— and I ? *» 

" Theaun behinda cloud." 

" Ah, let us not tany long ; what 
hour of revel like that when thy hand 
in mine, this head upon thy bosom, 
we forget the sorrows we have known, 
and even the triumphs we have 
shared 1" 

Meanwhile, Irene, confused and 
lost amidst a transport of emotion, 
already disguised and masked, was 
threading her way through the crowd 
back to the staircase of the Lion. 
With the absence of the Senator that 
spot had comparatively been deserted. 
Music and the dance attracted the 
maskers to another quarter of til» 
wide space. And Irene now approach^ 
ing, beheld the moonlight &11 over 
the statue, and a solitary figure lean- 
ing against the pedestal. She paused, 
the figure approached, and again she 
heard the voice of her early love. 

" Oh, Irene ! recognised eytn. in 
this disguise,'* said Adrian, seizing 
her trembling hand ; " have I lived 
to gaze again upon that form — ^to 
touch this hand] Did not these 
eyes behold thee lifeless in that fearful 
vault, which I shudder to recall 1 By 
what miracle wert thou raised again ? 
By what means did Heaven spare to 
this earth one that it seemed already 
to have placed amongst its angels ? " 

"Was this, indeed, thy belief J" 



said Irene, fEdteringly, but with an ac- 
cent eloquent of joy. " Thou didst 
not then willingly desert me ? IJiyust 
that I was, I wronged thy noble nature, 
and deesned that my brother's ML, 
my humble lineage, thy brilliant fate, 
had made thee renounce Irene." 

"Unjust indeed 1" answered the 
lover. "But sorely I aawthee amongst 
the dead . — thy doak, with the silver 
stars— who else wore the arms of the 
Soman Tribune)" 

" Was it but the doak then, which, 
dropped in the streets, was probably 
assumed by some more ill-fated victim ; 
was it &uU sight alone, that made thee 
so soon detq[iairl Ah ! Adrian," con- 
tinued Irene, tenderly, but with re- 
proach; "not even when I saw thee 
seemingly lifeless on the couch by 
which I had watched three days and 
nights, not even then did / de- 
spair I " 

"Whai^ then^ my vision did not 
deceive me I It was you who watched 
by my bed in that grim hour, whose 
love guarded, whose care preserved 
me 1 And I, wretch that I was I—" 

"Nay," answered Irene, "your 
thought was naturaL Heaven seemed 
to endowmewithsnperhumanstrength, 
whilst I was necessary to thee But 
judge of my dismay. I left thee to 
seek the good friar who attended thee 
as thy leech ; I returned, and found 
thee not. Heart-sick and terrified, I 
searched the desolate city in vain. 
Strong as I was while hope supported 
me, I sunk beneath fear. — And my 
brother found me senseless, and 
stretched on the ground, by the church 
of St. Mark." 

" The church of St. Mark !— so fore- 
told his dream!" 

" He had told me he had met thee; 
we searched for thee in vain ; at length 
we heard that thou hadst left the city, 
and — and — I rejoiced, Adrian, but I 
repined ! " 

For some minutes the young lovers 
surrendered themselves to the delight 
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of reunion, while new explanations 
called forth new transports. 

" And now," munnnred Irene, " now 

that we have met " she paused, and 

her mask concealed her blushes. 

" Now that we have met," said 
Adrian, filling up the silence, " wouldst 
thou say further, ' that we should not 
part V Trust me, dearest, that is the 
hope that animates my heart. It was 
but to enjoy these brief bright mo- 
ments with thee, that I delayed my 
departure to Palestrina. Could I but 
hope to bring my young cousin into 
amity with thy brother, no barrier 
would prevent our union. Willingly 
I forget the past — ^the death of my 
unhappy kinsmen, (victims, it is true, 
to their own faults;) and, perhaps, 
amidst all the crowds that hailed his 
return, none more appreciated the 
great and lofty qualities of Cola di 
Bienzi, than did Adrian Colonna." 

" If this be so," said Irene, "let 
me hope the best; meanwhile, it is 
enough of comfort and of happiness 
to know, that we love each other 
as of old. Ah, Adrian, I am sadly 
changed; and often have I thought 
it a thing beyond my dreams, that 
thou shouldst see me again and love 
me still." 

" Fairer art thou and lovelier than 
ever," answered Adrian, passionately; 
" and time, which has ripened thy 
bloom, has but taught me more 
deeply to feel thy value. Farewell, 
Irene, I linger here no longer ; thou 
wilt, I trust, hear soon of my success 
with my House, and ere the week be 
over I may return to claim thy hand 
in the face of day." 

The lovers parted ; Adrian lingered 
on the spot, and Irene hastened to 
bury her emotion and her raptures in 
her own chamber. 

As her form vanished, and the 
young Colonna slowly turned away, 
a tall mask strode abruptly towards 
him. 

" Thou art a Colonna," it said, "and | 



in the power of the Senator. Dost 
thou tremble 1" 

" If I be a Colonna, rude masker," an- 
swered Adrian, coldly, " thou shouldst 
know the old proverb, * He who stirs 
the column, shall rue the fall.' " 

The stranger laughed aloud, and 
then lifting his mask, Adrian saw that 
it was the Senator who stood before 
him. 

" My Lord Adrian di Castello," 
said Rienzi, resuming all his gravity, 
" is it as friend or foe that you have 
honoured our revels this night V* 

" Senator of Rome," answered Adrian, 
with equal stateliness, " I partake of 
no man's hospitality but as a friend. 
A foe, at least to you, I trust never 
justly to be esteemed." 

" I would," rejoined Rienzi, *' that 
I could apply to myself unreservedly 
that most flattering speech. Are 
these friendly feelings entertained 
towards me as the (Governor of the 
Roman people, or as the brother of 
the woman who has listened to your 
vowsV* 

Adrian, who when the Senator 
had unmasked had followed his ex- 
ample. Mi at these words that his 
eye quailed beneath Rienzi's. How- 
ever, he recovered himself with the 
wonted readiness of an Italian, and 
replied laconically, 

" As both." 

" Both !" echoed RienzL " Then, 
indeed, noble Adrian, you are welcome 
hither. And yet, methinks, if you 
conceived there was no cause for 
enmity between us, you would have 
wooed the sister of Cola di Rienzi in 
a guise more worthy of your birth ; 
and, permit me to add, of that station 
which Gk)d, destiny, and my country, 
have accorded unto me. You dare 
not, young Colonna, meditate dis- 
honour to the sister of the Senator of 
Rome. High-bom as you are, she is 
your equal." 

Were I the Emperor, whose 
simple knight I but am, your Bister 
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were my equal," answered ' Adrian, 
warml J. '' Eienzi, I grieve tliat I am 
discoYered to you yet. I had trusted 
that, as a mediator between the Barons 
and yourself, I might first have won 
your confidence, and then claimed my 
reward. Enow that with to-morroVs 
dawn'I depart for Palestrina, seeking 
to reconcile my young cousin to the 
choice of the People and the Pontiff. 
Various reasons, which I. need not 
now detail, would have made me 
wish to undertake this heraldry of 
peace without previous communica- 
tion with you. But since we have 
met, intrust me with any terms of 
conciliation, and I pledge you the 
right hand, not of a Roman noble — 
alas I the prisca fdea has departed 
from that pledge ! — ^but of a Knight 
of the Imperial Court, that I will not 
betray your confidence." 

Rienzi, accustomed to read the 
human countenance, had kept his 
eyes intently fixed upon Adrian 
while he spoke; when the Colonna 
concluded, he pressed the proffered 
hand, and said, with that familiar 
and winning sweetness which at times 
was so peculiar to his manner, 

** I trust you, Adrian, from my 
soul. You were mine early ftiend in 
calmer, perchance happier, years. 
And never did river reflect the stars 
more clearly, than your heart then 
mirrored back the truth. I trust 
you!"' 

While thus speaking, he had me- 
chanically led back the Colonna to 
the statue of the Lion ; there pausing, 
he resumed : 

" Know that I have this morning 
despatched my delegate to your cousin 
Stefanello. With all due courtesy, I 
have apprised him of my return to 
Eome, and invited hither his honoured 
presence. Forgetting all ancient 
feuds, mine own past exile, I have 
assured him, here, the station and 
dignity due to the head of the Colonna. 
All that I ask in return is obedience 

No. 17. 



to the law. Years and reverses have 
abated my younger pride, and though 
I may yet preserve the sternness of the 
Judg^, none shall hereafter complain 
of the insolence of the Tribune." 

" I would," answered Adrian, " that 
your mission to Stefimello had been 
delayed a day; I would fain have 
forestalled its purport. Howbeit, you 
increase my desire of departure, 
should I yet succeed in obtaining an 
honourable and peaceful reconcilia- 
tion, it is not in disguise that I will 
woo your sister." 

"And never did Colonna," replied 
lUenzi, loftily, " bring to his House 
a maiden whose alliance more gratified 
ambition. I still see, as I have seen 
ever, in mine own projects, and mine 
own destinies, the chart of the new 
Roman Empire I" 

** Be not too sanguine yet, brave 
Rienzi," replied Adrian, laying his 
hand on the Lion of Basalt : "bethink 
thee on how many scheming brains 
this dumb image of stone hath looked 
down from its pedestal — schemes of 
sand, and schemers of dust. Thou 
hast enough, at present, for the em- 
ploy of all thine energy — ^not _to 
extend thy power, but to preserve 
thyself. For, trust me, never stood 
human greatness on so wild and dark 
a precipice ! " 

"Thou art honest," said the Senator ; 
"and these are the first words of doubt, 
and yet of sympathy, I have heard in 
Rome. But the People love me, the 
Barons have fled from Rome, the 
Pontiff approves, and the swords of 
the Korthmen guard the avenues of 
the Capitol. But these are nought ; 
in mine own honesty are my spear 
and buckler. Oh, never," continued 
Rienzi, kindling with his enthusiasm, 
"never since the days of "the dd 
Republic, did Roman dream a purer ■ 
and a brighter aspiration, than that 
which animates and supports me now. 
Peace restored— law established — art^ 
letters, intellect, dawning upon the 
s 
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ni^t of tune; Uie Patriciaaf^ bo 
kmger bandito of ispine, hni tbo 
gaud of onler ; tlui People ennobled 
from A mob, bnve to protect^ enligbt- 
ened to gnidt^ tbenuelTes. Tbeo^noi 
bjihe TieloDoe of jnna, but bj the 
Bi^eatj of ber montl power, ebftU tbe 
K^er of Nations daim tbeobedieMe 
ofbercbildnn. Tbns djwamiof end 
tbos bopifig, shiU I trenble or 4e- 
tfoadi No, AdriaA Golonnn, oome 
intl or woe, I alnde, niwhrinbmgaad 
uBSwedy bj tbeefaanees of nij doomi* 

So much did the mumer and tbe 
tone of tiie Senator ezaU bis lingiuige, 
tbat eren tbe sober sense of Adriin 
was enchanted and snbdned. He 
kissed tbe hand be held, and laid 
eunestlj, 

"AdoomtbailwiildeemiiiBijrbenBt 
to share — a career tbat it will besif 
S^ox^r to smootiki. If I anoeeed ba my 
pnsent miesioi^— «— '' 

** Yon are my brother r said UiwiB. 

«lflfiuir 

^ Tou may eonuHy cbum tbai alJ^ 
•Bee. Yonpanie yog change ooImus.' 



^ Cm I desert my boose t** 
^ Tmumt Laid,'' said IBemd^ loMy, 
a^ mtiier can yon desert y&at 
«tey] if yovdoobt mgrboDiarfj, 
if yoH iMrmy aafaition, deeiit. tnm 
year taskp rob me not of s siB^ fee. 
BatUjm Mkm tbat I hsMrOe 
wUlond timfOMr to senw iho fftoto 
•«4f yen A—ognis e^ evsen bt the se- 
WMs e s and cakmitSeB I banre IbMMrm 
sad mosfeeaed^ tbe protecting hamk of 
tbe aaeionr of Nations— if tbe89ie> 
wrsaa wa» bnt the mereles of ffim 
wim ebastenetb — neceasoy, it maj 
be^ to eoneet my earlier daring nnid 
sharpen yet mora my intel lect i t, in 
a-woid, then belierest me one ivlMn, 
wb«lief«rbe bis luiUs, God baih fee- 
BtfTssd lor the sake of Beme, £iqg;et 
that ^u ave a Colonna. — remember 
only tbat yon aoe 'ft Soman ! " 

«' Yon have eonqnered me, stnnge 
and eommaadiag Bpirity** said Adrian, 
in a low voice, eomfletely eanied 
9M9j; " and whatever tbe eonduet of 
myJdndred, lam jcwrs and BoBasTa. 
FamwIL'' 



GHIPTEEIIL 



ADBiAx'f ADynanxnum as sauktidu. 



It was yet noon when Adriaii beheld 
before him the lofty mountains that 
abater Palestrina> the Pramegte of the 
ancient world. Back to a period before 
Somulus existed, in the earliest ages of 
that mysterious civilization which in 
Italy preceded the birth of Borneo 
ooidd be traced the eziBtenee and the 
power of that rocky city. Eight de- 
pendent towns owned its sway and its 
wealth ; its position, and the strength 
of tikose mighty walla, in whose ruins 
may yet be traced the masonry of 
the remote Pelaigi, had long braved 
tbe ambition of the xieighbouring 



Borne. From that very citadel, tbe 
Mural Crown* of tbe moantain, iiad 
waved the etandani of Marina ; and 
up the road whieh Adrian's acan^ 
troop slowly wound, had edbood the 
march of the mnrtherons Sylia^ on 
his return from tbe Mitbridatie wnr. 
Below, where the dty spread tomda 
ihe plain, were yet seui tbe shattered 
and roofless eelumas of the onea ealo> 



* Sencet ^pparttDttf, its Greek naane of 
Stephane. ftlestrteaiiyetoaeof thexnaoy 
prao& whidi the vieiBiiy of Rome aflbrds «f 
the old Grade ctviliallon of Italy. 
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Untied Temple of Ffntnao; and stall 
the immemorial oliyes clustered peff 
tad moTunfuUjr arooad IJm niiML 

A mora &nnidab]A]i£ild tiie BaroBA 
af Bcme awld noi Iwvv orieeted; imL 
as Adrian's military eye flBaoned tiM 
tteap atoeoi and tibe n^ged waU^ he 
Ut ihai witb Qidiiiair Akiil it vifl^t 
defy fin: months all tha povper of the 
BamaaSenatoE. Bdow, ia, the ftrtile 
Talley, dkmantltfd eoUtigm aad tctto- 
pled harfieaba atteaied Hke Tielence 
and rapine td the mmrgmi Baogna; 
and at that r&rf moaieBt vana-aoen, 
iai the aid piaia af the imUk» Hjbf- 
oici, traopa of aaned men, drivjag 
hefere tbeai faeBik «f aheeprandeaUk^ 
coHectad in their lawless, iacorwiffian 
laaightiafthKtPftenMte, wrhkhhad 
Wen the SvroasaU cetveat ef the lux- 
wiaaa JLorda of Boaie m its moat 
paliahed daf;. the Age ef latNa laemed 
renewed. 

Xha hamier ef Iha €ld^BBa>, bofoie 
Iqr Adiian'a tft>op^ ehteiaed nadj 
adaiittanoefllitheJPefte.deiaefe. jLa 
he passed op the. inegnfar and aaowr 
rtnete thKt aaoeaded to the eitadd, 
gBMips of foieign aMBoaaarifl^ — haif- 
Bggied, hatf-taondfsr kneia «f abatt- 
doaed aiGDicB^ — fmaedheaeaadthem 
withihe liTerieB of theCokaaa., iteod 
loitering amidst the ruins of aadeai 
fiwea aad palaoes, ar basked kaiy in 
theana^ vpen tenaee% thaoagh whieh, 
fioa aaudat veeda and gcass^ gloirad 
the iaperishaUe haes 4^ iha deh 
HMmttiei, whichhad jaadb tflie pridaaf 
^hai^iettesedaad giaoefia nohaHly, of 
whom savage freebooters 'weiae now 
iha heirs. 

The €«atcaat hetiPeea the Part aad 
PveseBt foscibly eccaised to AdriM, 
aahe passed sfeag; aad, despite his 
finder, he felt as if GSfiliaation iteelf 
vere enlisted agaiaat his HioBie 
the side of RienzL 

Leayiag haa trahi in the oeut •cf 
ike dtadel, Adrian demanded aday»- 
aian to the presenee of his eausia. 
He had left 8te£uiello a child en hia 



depait]ue£ronBiSQ]se,aiid thflieeauld 
tfaeMfina he hat a al%ht aad nn- 
fiyaUiar acqaaiwiaaee hrtwixt them, 
deipite thair kiadiad. 

Peak of tegghtiar eame apon his 
ear, aa he IbltoMd one of Sta&ndlo!s 

that led to the principal ehuabor. 
The doer was tiuowA i^^en, and 
Adiia&fiMad hiaadfin * rode haO^ to 
which sMaeappeaxmaeea^hastji^ate 
aadatkmipied eeaufoiihad heen^sptven. 
Ceatl J azcas iBq>eriBetly dothed the 
steaewa31%aad dberrh aaats aad deco- 
rated tahles^ viuch the gi»wai^ d^- 
ieaiidaef th&aosthRn «iaeB af Ita^y 
haiahaadf iatradaeedjnta the pajbces 
of TtaliaB aahlfn, atemgely eoatosted 
the aaugh punaamd^ cpiaad with 
heaps of arnoar TMig^gtwiiy piled 
anaad. At tike iuther aad of ihe 
ajartaMn^ AAmn ahaiMirtagjIy per- 
eeuKad, aeLm due aad ezad oader, 
the implements of tertawfi 

Ate6aello€alanaa^ with two otiier 
BaroBS, iadrffflitly ieoliaed oa seats 
dEawa juaeaad a tahk^ ia the jtecees 
of a deep casement, from wkaLch might 
beatiU aean the same gloEious land- 
8cap«^ beuaded ^ the dim apises of 
BoBse, whidi Sanaibal and F^vrhus 
had aaecnded that wgr <eitodel to 



StefaaaUo himMltiai&e tot bloom 
ef ^oath, beee ahaady ea hIa beard- 
less countenance tbaae Uacas aaaaily 
the work of the pMaiaas aad noes of 
mataiart aiaahoed. fila fiateraa were 
cast in IheaMndd «ethe eid&e^en's; 
HI iheir dear, shaif^ high-hred out- 
line might he JMtieed that regular 
and graeefid symaMiiy^ which Uoed, 
inxtteaasinaniaials, win sometimes 
eatail throogh .gen^naUoDs; hut the 
features were wasted aad meagre. 
His brows were kaii ia an otemal 
frown; his thin and bloodless lips 
wore that iBsokni eontaiapt which 
seems so pecuiiaily eold and unlovely 
in early youth ; aad the deep and 
livid hoUews round Jus eyei^ spoke 

s2 
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of habitnal excess and premature 
exhaustion. Byhim sat (reconciled by 
hatred to one another) the hereditary 
foes of his race ; the soft, but cunning 
and astute features of Luca di Savelli, 
contrasted with the broad frame and 
ferocious countenance of the Prince of 
the OrsinL 

The young head of the Colonna rose 
with some cordiality to receive his 
cousin. " Welcome," he said, " dear 
Adrian; you are arrived in time to 
assist us with your well-known mili- 
tary skill. Think you not we shall 
stand a long siege, if the insolent ple- 
beian dare adventure iti You know 
our friends, the Orsiniand the Savellil 
Thanks to St Peter, or Peter's delegate, 
we have now happily meaner throats 
to cut than those of each other 1" 

Thus saying, Ste&nello again threw 
himself listlessly on his seat, and the 
shrill, woman's voice of Savelli took 
part in the dialogue. 

"I would, noble Signer, that you 
had come a few hours earlier : we are 
still making meny at the recollection 
—he, he, he!" 

"Ah, excellent,** cried Ste&nello, 
joining in the laugh; "our cousin 
has had a loss. Enow Adrian, that 
this base fellow, whom the Pope has 
had the impudence to create Senator, 
dared but yesterday to send us a 
varlet, whom he called — ^by our Lady! 
— his ambassador!** 

" Would you could have seen his 
mantle, Signor Adrian ! " chimed in 
the Savelli : " purple velvet, as I live, 
decorated in gold, with the arms of 
Rome i we soon spoiled his finery." 

"What ! " exclaimed Adrian, "you 
did not break the laws of all nobility 
and knighthood 1 — ^you offered no in- 
sult to a herald ! " 

"Herald, sayst thoul" cried Stefa- 
nello, frowning till his eye^ were 
scarce viable. " It is for Princes and 
Barons alone to employ heralds. An' I 
had UmI my will, I would have sent back 
the mison's head to the usurper." 



" What did ye then 1 " asked Adrian,' 
coldly. 

" Bade our swineherds dip the fel- 
low in the ditch, and gave him a 
night's lodging in a dungeon to dry 
himself withal." 

"And this morning — ^he, he, he ! " 
added the Savelli, " we had him before 
us, and drew his teeth, one by one ; — 
I would you could have heard the 
fellow mumble out for mercy ! " 

Adrian rose hastily, and struck the 
table fiercely with his gauntlet. 

"Stefanello Colonna," said he, co- 
louring with noble rage, " answer me : 
did you dare to inflict this indelible 
disgrace upon the name we jointly 
bear? Tell me, at least, that you 
protested against this foul treason to 
all the laws of civilization and of 
honour. You answer not. House of 
the Colonna, can such be thy repre- 
sentative ! " 

"To me these words!*' said Ste- 
fanello, trembling with passion. 
"Beware! Methinks thou art the 
traitor, leagued perhaps with yon 
rascal mob. Well do I remember that 
thou, the betrothed of the Dema- 
gogue's sister, didst not join with my 
uncle and my father of old, but didst 
basely leave the city to her plebeian 
tyrant." 

"That did he!" said the fierce 
Orsini, approaching Adrian menao- 
ui^ly> while the gentle cowardice of 
Savelli sought in vain to pluck him 
back by the mantle — " that did he ! 
and but for thy presence, Stefii- 
nello "* 

"Coward and blusterer!" inter- 
rupted Adrian, fairly beside himself 
with indignation and shame, and 
dashing his gauntlet in the very face 
of the advancing Orsini — " wouldst 
thou threaten one who has main- 
tained, in every list of Europe, and 
against the stoutest Chivalry of the 
North, the honour of Bome, which 
thy deeds the while disgraced 1 By 
this gage, I spit upon and defy thee. 
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With lance and with hrand, on horse 
and on foot, I maintain against thee 
and all thj line, that thou art no 
knight to have thus maltreated, in 
thy strongholds, a peaceful and un- 
armed herald. Yes, even here, on 
the spot of thy disgrace, I challenge 
thee to arms ! '' 

" To the court below ! Follow me," 
said Orsini, sullenly, and striding 
towards the threshold. "What, ho 
there ! my helmet and breast-plate ! '* 

"Stay, noble Orsini," said Stefa- 
nello. " The insult offered to thee is 
my quarrel — mine was the deed — and 
against me speaks this degenerate 
scion of our line. Adrian di Castello 
— sometime called Colonna — surren- 
der your sword : you are my prisoner! " 

"Oh!" said Adrian, grinding his 
teeth, " that my ancestral blood did 
not flow through thy yeins — else — 
but enough ! Me ! your equal, and 
the favoured Knight of the Emperor, 
whose advent now brightens the 
frontiers of Italy I — me — ^you dare not 
detain. For your friends, I shall 
meet them yet perhaps, ere many 
days are over, where none shall sepa- 
rate our swords. Till then, remember, 
Orsini, that it is against no unprac- 
tised arm that thou wilt have to 
redeem thine honour ! " 

Adrian, his drawn sword in his 
hand, strode towards the door, and 
passed the Orsini, who stood, lowering 
and irresolute, in the centre of the 
apartment. 

Savelli whispered Stefanello. " He 
says, * Ere many days be past ! * Be 
sure, dear Signor, that he goes to join 
Eienzi. Remember, the alliance he 
once sought with the Tribune's sister 



may be renewed. Beware of him! 
Ought he to leave the castle 1 The 
name of a Colonna, associated with 
the mob, would distract and divide 
half our strength." 

" Fear me not," returned Stefimello, 
with a malignant smile. " Ere you 
spoke, I had determined ! " 

The young Colonna lifted the arras 
from the wall, opened a door, and 
passed into a low hall, in which sate 
twenty mercenaries. 

"Quick!" said he. "Seize and 
disarm yon stranger in the green 
mantle — but slay him not. Bid the 
guard below find dungeons for his 
train. Quick ! ere he reach the gate." 

Adrian had gained the open hall 
below — his train and his steed were 
in sight in the court — ^when suddenly 
the soldiery of the Colonna, rushing 
through another passage than that 
which he had passed, surrounded and 
intercepted his retreat. 

"Yield thee, Adrian di Castello," 
cried Ste&nello from the summit of 
the stairs ; " or your blood be on your 
own head." 

Three steps did Adrian make 
through the press, and three of his 
enemies fell beneath his sword. " To 
the rescue ! " he shouted to his band, 
and already those bold and daring 
troopers had gained the hall. Pre- 
sently the alarum bell tolled loud — 
the court swarmed with soldiers. 
Oppressed by numbers, beat down 
rather than subdued, Adrian^s little 
train was soon secured, and the flower 
of the Colonna, wounded, breathless, 
disarmed^ but still uttering loud 
defiance, was a prisoner in the fortress 
of his kinsman. 
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Thb indigmfiaa of Bienzi way 
rfltdilj be eoneeiTad, on tbe reitim of 
bifl herald nratflidad and dnheooizred. 
Hk temper, bo nstnrallj stem, wm 
rendered yet more hard liy the re- 
membfsnee of Mi wrongs and trials ; 
and the resnH nlddt attended his 
ofertiires of eoneilxatioB to Stefim^lo 
Oolonna atniq^ hbn to the aosl. 

The beU of the ChpHol tolled to 
anou within ten xidnntes after ihe 
return of the hendd. The great gon- 
fUoB of Borne wm nnfsiied on the 
highest tower; and tiie verf evening 
after Adrian*! armt, the fi»ces of the 
Senator, headed hy Kemd in person, 
were on the road to FEJeatrina. fHie 
troopers of the Barons had, however, 
made inevrsions as &r as Tiroli with 
the supposed conniranee of the inlia- 
bitants, and Bienzi baited at that 
beautiful spot to nise reeraita, and 
reeeire the allegianee of the snspeeted, 
while Ills soldiers, with Arimbaldo 
and Brettone at their head, went in 
search of the msrAndem. Tlie brothers 
ot Montreal retnmed IMe at mglit 
with the intelligence, that the troopers 
of the Barons had seeured themsehnes 
amidst the xeeesses of the wood of 
Ftntano. 

The red ^lot mounted to ffienzTs 
brow. He gazed liard at Bretton^ 
who stated the news to him, and a 
nataral snspicion shot across his mind. 

" How ! — escaped ! " he said. " Is 
It possible? Enough of such idle 
skirmishes with these lordly robbers. 
Will the hour ever come when I shall 
meet them hand to hand? Brettone/' 
juid the brother of Montreal felt the 
dark eye of Bienzi pierce to his very 
heart ; " Brettone ! " said he, with an 
Abrupt change of voice, "are your 



men to be trusted? Is tV«» HIV 
counivanee with tlie Barons 1" 

"How!" said Brettone, sixH6Bl[f, 
Dot somewhat eonlused. 

''How me no hows ! " qnotk fbm 
Tribmiefienator, fiercely. ''I know 
Hiat ihon art a vafiant Captain of 
valiant men. Thou and thy brotlier 
Artehaklo have served me well, audi 
have rewarded je well ! Have I not? 
Speak r 

''Senator,'' answered ArimhalSD^ 
taking vp the word, "yon have kept 
yonr word to na. Yon have raised m 
to tiie highest rank yoor power eoaM 
bestow, »Dd this has amply atoned osr 
hnmble services." 

^ I am igteA ye allow thus nm€k^ 
said tlie Trihnne. 

Arimbaldo proceeded, somewhail 
more loftily, "l trust, my Lord, yosi 
do not doubt ns ?" 

''Arimbaldo,'' replied "Kenzi, in m 
voice of deep, but faallTsappreasecl 
emotion; "you are a lettered naaat, 
and you have seemed to share my pn>- 
jects ft>r the regeneration of oor com- 
mon Idnd. Ton ought not to bebiqf 
me. There is something in imiaoa 
between U8. But, chide me not, I ans 
surrounded by treason, and tiic VBfy 
air I breatlie seems poison to my Hpe." 

There was a pathos mingled wiiii 
Bienzi's words which toudied €he 
milder brother of Montreal. He 
bowed in silence. Bienzi surveyed 
him wistfully, and sighed. Then, 
changing the conversation, he spoke 
of their intended siege of Palestrina, 
and shortly afterwards retired to rest. 

Left alone, the brothers regarded 
each other for some moments in. 
silence. " Brettone," said Arimbaldo 
at length, in a whispered voice, *' my 
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heart iiii8gmsn& IfikeMi Walter^ 
ambhioin Bchemai;. Witii ovr awn 
ooontiTitteQ ve are fnuik and 1071^ 
why play the traitor with tltki Idf^ 
fionledRoaan?"* 

'"Tush!" laid H io H o e. ''Oar 
brolhegr'i haad ofiroB atoM can wwKf 
this tarbolaat pe«fle; and if Sknzi 
bebetca^v^ lo alio are Ids enemia^ 
tha BavoDfl. No siota of ihli I I 
ham tkBngft firon Koslnal; ho im 
iMr n BaiBC in » Itir dign&* 

"Awltheaf 

"fiieozi, watAEoaeil hyike Bavoaia 
^or be iBEBst itai 
BanKM, weakened by 
Nortkmes seiae the Capstel, and the 
acrfdiefy, sow acsttered tineoj^Hnit 
Italy, wiU fly to tbe atandardiir tbe 
€^eat CiHptaiii. Montreal amat be 
fiiit Podeeta, then ILing, of Borne.'* 

Arimbaldo mored reat Uwij f in bia 
aeaty and the bretbiai wiiilbried no 
more on their profectSr 

The Ktoatiofn of Biensl wasfaeciiiff 
that which tends tbe meat to sosr 
and to harden the fiEnrest natnre. 
yfith an inteOeet ci^aUe of the 
grandeBt design^ a heart that beat 
with the ktftiest emotiona, dbevated to 
the Bonny pinnaclo of power and anr- 
roimded by loud-tOQgned adolatora^ he 
knew not among men a lin^ breast 
in which he eonld oonfid& He waa 
as (me on a steep aaeent^ whose footing 
erambles, while ofeiy boog^ at which 
he grasps aeons to rot at hk touch. 
He found tbe people more than ervr 
eleqnent in bis fiiToor, but while they 
shotited raptures as he paosed, not a 
man was capable oimaJtinffuttier^ke 
for hvm ! The fiberty (tf a state is 
ncTer acMeved by a single indiTMoal ; 
if not the people — if not the greater 
number — a zealous and ferveut mino- 

* The anonymoua biographer of Rienzi 
inakes tbe following Jost remark : •* Bono li 
tedeschi, oome disoendon de la Alemagna, 
eemplicif puri, sensa fraude, oome d alio- 
cano tia' taliani, diventano mastri eodnti, 
▼ixiod, efae sentono offni maliila."— Fit A$ 
Col. di Bienxi, Ub. fl. cap. 16. I 



lily^ at leasts mipi go hand in hand 
with him. Rome demanded sacrifioea 
mmH who soagkt the Beman regene- 
ntion — s ae ri flc e s of ttaie, eaac^ and 
BOttey* The ciosid liAowed the pio- 
eesrioneif the Senator, bat not a aing^ 
Boman defoted boa li£^ wapotti, tohaa 
standard; not % mnf^ coin wia sorb- 
senbed in the deimee ef freedom* 
Against hfan werO'ana^ed tbe noat 
powecfal jmd the moat fsfoeiooa 
BaroBs of Itri^; each of wham eeaid 
nrnintaJB, at Ida evn eoat^ * little 
aimy of fifartisad waniesBk With 
Bbaxi were tiadera and artificers, who 
were wiifing to eijoy the frntta ef 
liberty, but not to hibovr at the soil; 
who demanded^ in return for empty 
shouts, pcooB and ndies; and who 
expected that one man was to efiect 
in a day what wovld be diei^y pnr- 
ehased bylbe strogi^of a gcnenticm. 
AB ihmr dark and rode notion of a 
leianBed state was to Uve vnbotehefed 
by the Bbidbs and untaxed by theur 
ge^enMBB. Rome, I say, gave te her 
Senator noi afeee arm, nor a Tokmtaiy 
florin.* Well aware of the danger 
whidi sorroondatheraleridio defends 
his state by foreign ewordiy the fondest 
wish, and the moat i>isionary dream of 
Bknai, waa to revive amongst the 
Bomans, in their first enthusiasm at 
his return, an organiaed and voluntary 
Ibrc^ wbo, in protecting him, would 
protect themsdyea: — not, aa befinre, 
in his first pe<wer, a novtiTiai loree ik 
twenty thousand men, who at any 
hour might yield ^ they did yield) 
to one hundred and fifty ; but a regn- 
lar, well diseiidined, and trusty body, 
numerous enough to resist aggresidon, 
not numerous enough to become 
tiiemsetves the aggressors. 

Hitherto all his private endeavours^ 
his publie exhortatkms, had &iled; 
the crowd listened — shouted — saw 
him quit the city to meet their 
tyrants, and returned to their diopa. 



* Tbb plain fact iM thoroughly bonie ovt 
by ererj aotfaorily* 
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saying to each other, "What a great 
manl" 

The character of Bienzl has chiefly 
received for its judges men of the 
closet, who specuhtte upon human 
beings as if they were machines ; who 
gauge the great, not by their merit, 
but their success ; and who haye cen- 
sured or sneered at . the Tribune, 
where they should have condemned 
the People ! Had but one-half . the 
spirit been found in Borne which ran 
through a single yein of . Cola di 
Bienzi, the august Bepublic, if not the 
majestic empire, of Rome, might be 
existing nowl Turning from the 
people, the Senator saw his rude and 
savage troops, accustomed to the 
licence of a tyrant's camp, and under 
commanders in whom it was ruin 
really to confide — ^whom it was equal 
ruin openly to distrust Hemmed in 
on every side by dangers, his character 
daily grew more restless, vigilant, and 
stem ; and still, with all the aims of 
the patriot, he felt all the. curses of 
the tyrant. Without the rough and 
hardening career which, through a 
life of warfiftre, had brought Cromwell 
to a similar power — ^with more of 
grace and intellectual softness in his 
composition, he resembled that yet 
greater man in some points of charac- 
ter — in his religious enthusiasm ; his 
rigid justice, often forced by circum- 
stance into severity, but never wan- 
tonly cruel or blood-thirsty; in his 
singular pride of country; and his 
mysterious command over the minds 
of others. But he resembled the giant 
Englishman fax more in circumstance 
than original nature, and that circum- 
stance assimilated their characters at 
the close of their several careers. Like 
Cromwell, beset by secret or open 
foes, the assassin's dagger ever gleamed 
before his eyes ; and his stout heart, 
unawed by real, trembled at imagined, 
terrors. The countenance changing 
suddenly from red to white — the 
bloodshot, restless eye, belying the 



composed majesty of mien — ^the mut- 
tering lips — ^the broken slumber — the 
secret corselet; — ^these to both were 
the rewards of Power ! 

The elasticity of youth had left the 
Tribune ! His frame, which had en- 
dured so many shocks, had contracted 
a painful disease in the dungeon at 
Avignon* — ^his high soul still sup- 
ported him, but the nerves gave way. 
Tears came readily into his eyes, and 
often, like Cromwell, he was thought 
to weep from hypocrisy, when in 

I truth it was the hysteric of over- 
wrought and irritable emotion. In 
all his former life singularly tempe- 

i rate,t he now fled from his goading 
thoughts to the beguiling excitement 
of wine. He drank deep, though its 
effects were never visible upon him 
except in a freer and wilder mood, and. 
the indulgence of that racy humour, 
half-mirtli^ul, half-bitter, for which hia. 
younger day had been distinguished* 
Now the mirth had more loudnesSy 
but the bitterness more galL 

Such were the characteristics of 
Bienzi at his return to power — ^made 
more apparent with every day. Nina. 
he still loved with the same tender- 
ness, and, if possible, she adored hipk 
more than ever: but, the zest and 
freshness of triumphant ambition 
gone, somehow or other, their inter- 
course together had not its old charm. 
Formerly they talked constantly of the 

ftUure — of the bright days in store 
for them. Now, with a sharp and 
uneasy pang, Bienzi turned from all 
thought of that "gay to-morrow." 
There was no "gay to-morrow'* for 
him! Dark and thorny as was the 
present hour, all beyond seemed yet 



* ** Diceft che ne la prigione eetk ' stato 
ascarmato.*'— r«e. di CoU di Bienzi, iibw U. 
cap. 18. 

t " Solea prima esaer sobrio, temperato, 
astinente, ora k diventato distemperatitisima 
bevitore," ^c.—Ibid. 

t " At first he used to be sober, temperate^ 
abstinent ; now he is become a most intem- 
perate drinker." &c—Lifi cf Cola di RiewHL 
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less cheering and more oxninons. 
Still lie had some moments, brief but 
brilliant, when^ forgetting the iron 
race amongst whom he was thrown, 
he plunged into scholastic reveries of 
the worshipped Past, and half-&ncied 
that he was of a People worthy of his 
genius and his devotion. Like most 
men who have been preserved through 
great dangers, he continued with in- 
creasing fondness to nourish a credu- 
lous belief in the grandeur of his own 
destiny. He could not imagine that 
he had been so delivered, and for no 
end ! He was the Elected, and there- 
fore the Inkimment, of Heaven. And 
thus, that Bible which in his loneliness, 
his wanderings, and his prison, had 
been his solace and support, was more 
than ever needed in his greatness. 

It was another cause of sorrow and 
chagrin to one who, amidst such cir- 
cumstances of public danger, required 
so peculiariy the support. and sym- 
pathy of private friends, — ^that he 
found he had incurred amongst his 
old coacyutors the common penalty of 
absence. A few were dead; others, 
wearied with the storms of public 
life, and chilled in their ardour by the 
turbulent revolutions to which, in 
every effort for her amelioration, 
Bome had been subjected, had retired, 
—some altogether from the city, some 
from all participation in political 
affairs. In his halls, the Tribune- 
Senator was surrounded by unfiuniliar 
faces, and a new generation. Of the 
heads of the popular party, most were 
animated by a stem dislike to the 
Pontifical domination, and looked with 
suspicion and repugnance upon one 
who, if he governed for the People, 
had been trusted and honoured by 
the Pope. Bienzi was not a man to 
forget former friends, however lowly, 
and had already found time to seek 
an interview with Cecco del Yecchio. 
But that stem Republican had re- 
ceived him with coldness. His foreign 
mercenaries, and his title of Senator, 



were things that the artisan could not 
digest. With his usual bluntness, he 
had said so to RienzL 

"As for the last," answered the 
Tribune, afi&bly, "names do not alter 
natures. When I forget that to be 
delegate to the Pontiff is to be the 
guardian of his flock, forsake me. As 
for the first, let me but see five hun- 
dred Romans sworn to stand armed 
day and night for the defence of 
Rome, and I dismiss the Northmen." 

Cecco del Yecchio was unsoftened ; 
honest, but uneducated — impracti- 
cable, and by nature a malcontent, he 
felt as if he wqtq no longer necessary 
to the Senator, and this offended his 
pride. Strange as it may seem, the 
sullen artLsan bore, too, a secret 
grudge against Rienzi, for not having 
seen and selected him from a crowd of 
thousands on the day of his triumphal 
entry. Such are the small offences 
which produce deep danger to the great ! 

The artisans still held their meet- 
ings, and Cecco del Vecchio's voice 
was heard loud in gmmbling fore- 
bodings. But what wounded Rienzi 
yet more than the alienation of the 
rest, was the confused and altered 
manner of his old friend and familiar^ 
Pandulfo di Quido. Missing that 
popular citizen among those who daily 
offered their homage at the Capitol, he 
had sent for him, and sought in vidn 
to revive their ancient intimacy. Pan- 
dulfo affected great respect, but not 
all the condescension of the Senator 
could conquer his distance and his 
restraint. In fact, Pandulfo had 
learned to form ambitious projects of 
his own ; and but for the return of 
Rienzi, Pandulfo di Guide felt that he 
might now, with greater safety, and 
indeed with some connivance from 
the Barons, have been the Tribune of 
the People. The facility to rise into 
popular eminence which a disordered 
and corrapt state, unblest by a regular 
constitution, offers to ambition, breeds 
the jealousy and the rivalship whieh 
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ranrzi. 



iJMtroj mnm, snd rot ^ainqrilM tkv 

Sach was the dtaitiiiii oTBieBB, 
smI jH, -wnmAdrkA io nj, kt noned 
to b» adond b^Att mnWltnAi*; and 
Imt nd liberty, lifejHi&cfeath,varesi 
Idp hands! 

Of an ihofle wb» attandad Ma per- 
SH, ABg^ Yillaai mm Hhe aoil 
fivrovred; that jovtiiidn bad acom- 
panied Biena in liis kng esite^ bad 
alao, at the wkh oT Siiat, sttended 
hia trom AvigiMBy ibrou^ his 
Bcjoam in the oBaqy of Albomoa. 
ffia seal, xntdligence, and ftaak and 
efident affeetion, blinded tbe flentar 
to the &iilts of kk ehaiaeler, and 
^|tahlkdied him man and mere in Aa 
gntttade of Biena. Hel0fadtoiM 
1iKl4Be fidtlifiDd baHt bMtaear bim, 
mkHbrn page^ zaiaed totinnnk ef Us 
lisiMliiiiliiii, ahrajs sttended bis pes- 
•s% and dqk in his snta-ebambv. 

Eeliring that night at mr6&, to 
the apartment prepared te Mm, the 
8saiitor ist down bjtfae open ease- 
msat, thiaaghwhidi wera sana, waving 
in tta starlight, tha dark pmes that 
arowned the biDs, while thairtinDeBi 
«f -the hour gave to his ear liie dash 
of the water&Us beard abo?e the 
legalar and measured tnad of the 
SBBthiek below. Leaning his cheek 
afon his band, Bicnzi long smren- 
diinl himself to ghMngr thoag^ 
sad, when he looked np, he nw the 
hiigfat bine eye of Yillani fixed in 
anzknis sjmpsthj on his eoontenaaea. 

^1b my Lnrd unwelll" asked tiie 
jaang dMunberlain, hesitating. 

^JTot 80, mj Angela ; but eobob- 
iriiat siek at heart. Mefcfaiida, for a 
g e ytom ber mght, the air is chill I ** 

** Angelo,'*Teeizmed Rienzi, who had 
abaadj acxpiired that uneasy cuiioBity 
fAAik belongs to an vneertain power, 
— ^Angelo, baring me liiiher yen 
writfaig imfdements ; hait thon heard 
aag^ what the men say of om pro- 
bable enceess against Falestrina V 
'•'^Wonld my Lord wish to learn 



an tiMir'goaii^ whetiier it ] 
noil* answend Yflhon. 

If I stodied only to bear 
" nM^Angeto, I 
haws jRBhKDsd to Borne.' 

" 11^, tfiso, I heard ai 
the IsTarthaHn a^y, meaningly, Itat 
ihepkea wiaiaot be caaded." 

^'Hmnpiit And wHbat said ihe cq^ 
tafaa>ef mgr Bumaii Legion?" 

''MyLoed^I hava hand it-whia- 
pared timk iki^ iear defeat leas 'than 
they da thaTavanga of the Baiaos^i( 
they aia saceeaAiL'' 

''And with aaeh tools tha liyias 
laea of Eoiopeand msgaiigi nig paa- 
tetitywm deem that the worioum ii 
to sbapamitAe Ideal andtbaPer- 
feet I Bri^raw yen BiMe." 

As Aagela lavcKentiy bronghi to 
BiemiitiM safliad beek^ he said, 

''JosibefMDBl kftmyeompaniaM 
beknr, thata was a Tamonr ^mi tha 
Lord Adrian Cc^mn had baea ina- 
j prisoned by his kinsauBL." 

"I tw^ heard, and I belieTB, •i 
'mIId^'' retuned Blenst: ^'thaaa 
Barons wmdd gibbet their own eU^ 
dren in irom^ if there weiaaay>aiianBa 
of the shackles growing matgr ftr 
want of prey. Bnt the-wickad shall 
be bgrooglit low, and their stroa^ 
pbMes shall be made dcaoiata.'' 

''I woold, my Lord," said YlihBu, 
''that oar JTorthmen had othar a^ 
tuns than ibese Froven^abL" 

''Why?'* asked Bienai^ afanipi^. 

'' Have tiie ereatcam of theOaplaDi 
of iAm Grand CenqNoiy erer hald 
iSdth with any man whom it nailad 
theaTaiiee or the ambition of Mas* 
treal to betray) Was he noty n km 
months ago, the right arm of JcHuoidi 
Yico, and did he not aril his naryioai 
to John di Yico^s enemy, the -QardiaAl 
Albomoa 1 These warrioiabactorinea 
as cattle." 

'* Thoa describest Montreal xii^ttlj : 
a dangerocrs and an awfal man. Bnt 
methinks his brothers are <^ a dnllar 
and meaner kind; tiiey dare not tha 
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enme» of the fiobbor Captain. Hov- 
beit, Angelo^ thou hast touched a 
stiii^ that will make discord with 
sleep to-nig^ JPair^oiithythj young 
egrea have need of dumber ; wUhdmr, 
aad vhen then faeareat men enry 

Bienzi, think that ** 

**Qod neyer miRle Gemns to be 
enfied i ** intemgptod Y iUani, witk in 
eneigy that ofaieaiiie Ida leapeatk 



''We enyy not the sun, but rather 
the yalleys that ripen beneath his 



"Verily, if I be the Boa," said 
Bienzi, with a Mtter and melanehoyy 
amile, "1 long tor ni^t, — and come 
it wiD, to the human as to the celestial 
Pilgrim !— Thank Hearen, at least, 
that oar ambitlmi cannot make na 
immortal!'* 



CEHAPTKB y. 



SHI BlXn BST. 



Tbb nest 
descended to the room wJmvb hla cap- 
tains awaited him, his qakk, egre per- 
ceived that a dovd afcUl lowered upon 
the brow oi HesMie Brcttose. Arim- 
baldo, sheltered by the Teeess of the 
rode caaemenVakinnied hs ^e. 

"A fur mendng^ gentles/ said 
'Saaai.; "the Son lan^ upon our 
enlerpiifle. I hsve wiiniiBngern from 
Borne beti m e a f t e ah troofa will join 
na ere noon.'' 

''I am glad. Senator," answered 
BrettoBCv "that yea have tidings 
which will ooontefaet the ill of those 
I have to narrate to thee. The ec^ 
diets mnrmur loiidly— tiieir pay is 
dae to them ; and, I fear me, ihat 
without money they will not mueh to 
Palestrina.'' 

"As they will,'' Tetnnied Bienzi, 
carelessly. "It is b«t » few days 
sinee they entered Rome; pay did 
they receive in adyaiice-^ they 
demand more, the Colonna and Orsini 
may outbid me. Draw off your sol- 
dlers, Sir Knight, and fiurewelL" 

Brettone's coontenanee fell— It was 
his object to get Rienzi more and 
more in his power, and lie wished not 
to suffer him to gain that atrength 
which would aceme to him firom the 
&11 of Palestrina: the indiffisieDoe 



of the Senatfflr foiled and entrapped 
1dm in his own neL 

''Tint mat net lie,' aud fte bro- 
thw of If oatreai, after a confused 
sflenee; "we cannot leave yon thus to 
your enendea— the sc^diers, it is true, 
demand pay ** 

" And shoald have it/' said BienzL 
" I know these mercenaries — ^it is ever 
with them, mutiny or mon^. I will 
throw myself on my Romans, and 
triumph — or fell, if so Heaven de- 
crees, with them. Acquaint your con- 
stables with my resolve." 

Scarce were these words spoken, 
ere, as previously concerted with Bret- 
tone, the chief constable of the mer* 
eenaries appeared at the door. "Sena- 
tor," said he, with a rough semblance 
of aspect, "your orders to march 
have reached me, I have sought to 
marshal my men— but •" 

"I know what thou wouldst say, 
friend," interrupted Rienzi, waving his 
hand : " Hessere Brettone wiH give 
you my reply. Another time. Sir 
Captain, more ceremony with the 
Senatw of Rome-— you maywithdraw." 

The unforeseen dignity of Rienzi 
rebuked and abashed the constable; 
he looked at Brettone, who motioned 
him to depart. He dosed the door 
and withdrew. 
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•* What is to be done ] ** swd Bret- 
tone. 

"Sir Knight," replied Rienzi, 
gravely, "let us understand each 
other. Would you serve me or not 1 
If the first, you are not my equal, but 
subordinate — and you must obey and 
not dictate ; if the last, my debt to 
you shall be discharged, and the world 
is wide enough for both." 

"We have declared allegiance to 
you," answered Brettone, " and it shall 
be given." 

"One caution before I re-accept 
your fealty," replied Rienzi, very 
slowly. " For an open foe, I have my 
Bword — for a traitor, mark me, Rome 
has the axe ; of the first I have no 
fiear ; for the last, no mercy." 

" These are not words that should 
pass between friends," said Brettone, 
turning pale with suppressed emotion. 
"Friends! — ye are. my Mends, 
then ! — ^your hands ! Friends, so ye 
are ! — and shall prove it ! Dear Arim- 
baldo, thou, like myself, art book- 
learned, — a clerkly soldier. Dost 
thou remember how in the Roman 
history it is told that the Treasury 
lacked money for the soldiers 1 The 
Consul convened the Nobles. *Ye,' 
said he, 'that have the offices and 
dignity should be the first to pay for 
them.' Ye heed me, my friends ; the 
nobles took the hint, they found the 
money— the army was paid. This 
example is not lost on you. I have 
made you the leaders of my force, 
Rome hath showered her honours on 
you. Your generosity shall commence 
the example which the Romans shall 
thus learn of strangers. Ye gaze at 
me, my friends! I read your notle 
souls — and thank ye beforehand. Ye 
have the dignity and the office; ye 
have also the wealth ! — ^pay the hire- 
lings, pay them ! " * 
Had a thunderbolt fallen at the feet 



* See the anonymous biographer, lib. IL 
cap. 19. 



of Brettone, he could not have been 
more astounded than at this simple 
suggestion of Rienzi's. He lifted his 
eyes to the Senator's face, and saw 
there that smile which he had already, 
bold as he was, learned to dread. He 
felt himself fairly sunk in the pit he 
had digged for another. There was 
that in . the Senator-Tribune's brow 
that told him to refuse was to declare 
open war, and the moment was not 
ripe for that. 

" Ye accede," said Rienzi ; "ye have 
done well." 

The Senator clapped his hands — his 
guard appeared. 

" Summon the head constables of 
the soldiery." 
The brothers still remained dumb. 
The constables entered. 
" My friends," said Rienzi, "Messere 
Brettone and Messere Arimbaldo have 
my directions to divide amongst your 
force a thousand florins. This even- 
ing we encamp beneath Palestrina." 

The constables withdrew in visible 
surprise. Rienzi gazed a moment on 
the brothers, chuckling within him- 
self — ^for his sarcastic humour enjoyed 
his triumph. " You lament not your 
devotion, myfrieTida /" 

" No," said Brettone, rousing him: 
self ; " the sum but trivially swells our 
debt." 

" Frankly said— your hands onee 
more! — ^the good people of Tivoli 
expect me in the Piazza — ^they require 
some admonitions. Adieu till noon." 
When the door closed on Rienzi, 
Brettone struck the handle of his 
sword fiercely—" The Roman laughn 
at us," said he. " But let Walter de 
Montreal once appear in Rome, and 
the proud jester shall pay us dearly 
for this." 

"Hush!" said Arimbaldo, "walls 
have ears, and that imp of Satan, 
young Villani, seems to me ever at 
our heels!" 

" A thousand florins I I trust his 
heart hath as many drops," growled 
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the chafed Brettone^ unheeding his 
brother. 

The soldiers were paid — ^the army 
marched — the eloquence of the Senator 
had augmented his force by volun- 
teers from Tivoli, and wild and half 
armed peasantry joined his standard 
from the Oampagna and the neigh- 
bouring mountains. 

Palestrina was besieged : Eienzi con- 
tinned dexterously to watch the 
brothers of Montreal. Under pretext 
of imparting to the Italian volunteers 
the advantage of their military science, 
he separated them from their merce- 



naries, and assigned to them the com- 
mand df the less disciplined Italians, 
with whom, he believed, they could 
not venture to tamper. He himself 
assumed the lead of the Northmen — 
and, despite themselves, they were 
&scinated by his artful, yet dignified 
affability, and the personal courage 
he displayed in some sallies of the 
besieged Barons. But as the hunts- 
men upon all the subtlest windings 
of their prey, — so pressed the relent- 
less and speeding Fates upon Cola di 
Bienzi ! 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE EVENTS OATHEB TO THE END. 



While this the state of the camp 
of the besiegers, Luca di Savelli and 
Stefanello Colonna were closeted with 
a stranger, who had privately entered 
Palestrina on the night before the 
Romans pitched their tents beneath 
its walls. This visitor, who might 
have somewhat passed his fortieth 
year, yet retained, scarcely diminished, 
the uncommon beauty of form and 
countenance for which his youth had 
been remarkable. But it was no longer 
that character of beauty which has 
been described in his first introduction 
to the reader. It was no longer the 
almost woman delicacy of feature and 
complexion, or the highborn polish, 
and graceful suavity of manner, which 
distinguished Walter de Montreal : a 
life of vicissitude and war had at length 
done its work. His bearing was now 
abrupt and imperious, as that of one 
accustomed to rule wild spirits, and 
he had exchanged the grace of persua- 
sion for the sternness of command. 
His athletic form had grown more 
spare and sinewy, and instead of the 



brow half shaded by fair and cluster- 
ing curls, his forehead, though yet 
but slightly wrinkled, was completely 
bald at the temples ; and by its un- 
wonted height, increased the dignity 
and manliness of his aspect. The 
bloom of his complexion was &ded, 
less by outward exposure than inward 
thought, into a bronzed and settled 
paleness; and his features seemed more 
marked and prominent, as the flesh 
had somewhat sunk from the contour 
of the cheek. Yet the change suited 
the change of age and circumstance ; 
and if the Proveu9al now less realized 
the idea of the brave and fair knight- 
errant, he but looked the more what 
the knight-errant had become — ^the 
sagacious counsellor and the mighty 
leader. 

" You must be aware," said Mon- 
treal, continuing a discourse which 
appeared to have made great impres- 
sion on his companions, " that in this 
contest between yourselves and the 
I Senator, I alone hold the balance. 
I Rienzi is utterly in my power— my 



v^ 



Inihen, the laaden of Idi aanj; 
P^mU^ his creditor. It mitfl wiihma 
to Mcove him <m tha thnme, or to 
land him to the aoafibld. I h«7« but 
to gtr« the flsder^ and the Ocand 
Coi^pHiy enter B<»ie; but vithoni 
their. K^eoflj, nrnthinlM if joa keqp 
frith vith Bie, oar pupoBe cm be 



''In the mewnrhile, Palestrina is 
berieged hj joar brothea !** eiid Ste- 
&aeUo, ihwrply* 

''Bi^ they hare my mden to waste 
their time before its walls. Do you 
not see, that by this very siege, fruit- 
less, as, if I will, it shall be, Bienzi 
loses fiune abroad, and popularity in 
Rome." 

" Sir Knight,'' said Luca di Savelli, 
" yon speak as a man versed in the 
profound policy of the times; and 
onder all the circumstances which 
menace us, your proposal seems but 
fitting and reasonable. On the one 
heodp yon undertake to mtore OS «nd 
the othtf BanMie to Beme; aad to 
gm Sienii to the SteiroMe ef the 

"^ Iffet ao, not ae,** Kplied Monteeel, 
<|Blc3Lly. ''IwUleensenteitherso to 
sabdae aad cofiple his pow«r> ea to 
noder hiat a piq»pet in our haod% « 
MCBB ahadow of atdhori^— or, if hie 
pnndipizit ukA at its ci^,. to give 
it oBoe more liber^ awKingit the 
wflda of Gemutfqr* X w^oold £itter or 
banifih him, but net destrc^; unkaa 
(added Hoatreal, after m. moaaent'a 
panae) &te abaokitely diiwes us to it 
Power should mot demaad vLetima ; 
but to eecure it, vietims maj be 



" I Hnderstand your pefinementa,** 
said Luca di Savelli, with his icy 
smik^ " aad am satisfied. The Barons 
onee restorad, our palaces once more 
manned, and I am willing to take tlie 
ehaaoe of the SenaUnr's longevity. 
This aerFiee you promise to effect ? " 

"I do." 

'* And, in return, you demand our 



it to JOBS es^apag the ramk q£ 
Podesta for five years 1 " 

" You aay right" 

«< I, fcr one, aeeede to the tenaa^" 
said the Savelli : '^ there ia my hand; 
I am wearied of thaaa brtmia^ ef«B 
amoDgrt oii]selrea».a]id think tfattt * 
Foreign. Baler may^ beat enloree ordev : 
the more especially, if like yoe^ Sir 
Knight, one whoae huik and reaoim 
are sueh as to miike himcomprekand 
the diffiBMnee between Barona aad 
Plebdana.*' 

" Per my pari^'' aaid Ste&a^K '^ I 
&el that we have but a choioa aC 
evils — I like not a foreign Podeeta; 
but I like a plebeian Senator still 
less; — there too is my hand. Sir 
Knight." 

"Noble Signers," said Montreal, 
after a short pause, and turning his 
piercing gaze from one to th*e other 
with gzeat deliberation, " our compact 
is sealed ; one word by way of codicil. 
Waiter de MoBlDaal is no CkKiat. P«l^n 
of Miaerhinoi Once befisre, iittfe 
drcanuBig^ I onn, that the irieteqr 
would be ao fteile, I iatmated joar 
eaase aad mine to a depuly; jaor 
eaaaehe pramoted, miaeherleaL fie 
drove oat the ^baoK, aad Hbtm 
auSwed the Baraaa to baaiah. htxaaeH 
Thia time I aee to mj own affiaaa; 
and, mai:k you, I faa^eieaoMd ia tin 
Qaaad GoaipanyoaeleBaaa; win. aaiar 
to paidoa epy or deserter, <xt whateaar 
rai^ Your iaigivcaeBB fiv the hoaiL 
L^ us ehai^e the tr b<*T»ft g^ ||q^ 
detain in your fi>rtress my oki fnaad 
the Baron dlGaat^lol" 

" Ay," said Luea di Sa/faili; §ar 
Ste&adk», atang by Mnatreal^ threat^ 
which he dared not openly reaeat^ pae- 
served a sullen alienee ; " Ay, be ia 
one noble ihe less to the Senator's 
eouneil." 

" Yeuactwiariy. IknowhisviawB 
and temper ; at present dangerons to 
our interests. Yet use him weU, I 
entreat you ; he may hereafter s^r^e 
us. And now, my LoimIb^ my <^eBai:^ 
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WBtttf, nfier me to xctiie. 

draams cf the New Servlation to 

BsaUr 

" Bj your lesre, noble Homtrail, 
ve will aitend joa to year oaoch/ 
said Luca di Savelli. 

" By my troth, and ye shall not. I 
am no Tribune to have great Signors 
for my pages ; but a plain gentleman, 
and a hardy soldier : your attendants 
will conduct me to whatever chamber 
your hospitality assigns to one who 
could sleep soundly beneath the rudest 
hedge under your open skies." 

Savelli, however, insisted on con- 
ducting the Podesta that was to be, 
to his apartment. He then returned 
to Stefmello, whom he found pacing 
the saloon with long and disordered 
strides. 

"What have we done, Savelli?" 
said he, quickly ; " sold our city to a 
barbarian ! " 

"Sold!" said Savelli ; "to my 
mind it is the other part of the con- 
tract in .which we have played our 
share. We have bought, Colonna^ 
not sold — bought our lives from yon 
army ; bought our power, our fortunes, 
our castles, from the Demagogue 
Senator ; bought, what is better than 
all, triumph and revenge. ^ Tush, 
Colonna, see you not that if ^e had 
balked this great warrior, we had 
perished 1 Leagued with the Senator, 
the Grand Company would have 
marched to Home; .and, whether 
Montreal assisted or murdered Bienzi, 
(for methinks he is a Bomulus, who 
would brook no Remus), we had 
equally been undone, ^ow, we have 
made our own terms, and our shares 
are equal. Nay, the first steps to be 
taken are in our favour. Rienzi is 
to be snared, and we are to enter 
Rome." 

" And then the Proven9al is to be 
Despot of the city." 

" Podesta, if you please. Podestas 
who offend the people are often 
bahished, and sometimes stoned — 



Podsstas wki ianit the soUai wet 
often fltUettoed, and lometimes poi- 
■oned," aid fia^fcQi. "'Bufficieni ibr 
the daj is tiie ew^ thereoH' Meau- 
while, Mgr Botihing to the bear, OndnL 
Saudi ixLen. mar all wisdonL Gome^ 
cheer thee^ Steteelle." 

" Luca di Savelli, you have not 
such a stake in Rome as I have," said 
the young Lord, haughtily; "no 
Podesta can take from you the rank 
of the first Signer of the Italian 
metropolis I " 

" All you had said so to the Orsini, 
there would have been drawing of 
swords," said Savelli. " But cheer 
thee, I say; is not our first care to 
destroy Rienzi, and then, between the 
death of one foe and the rise of 
another, are there not such preventives 
as Ezzelino da Romano has taught to 
wary men 1 Cheer thee, I say ; and, 
next year, if we but hold together, 
Stcfanello Colonna and Luca di 
Savelli will be joint Senators of 
Rome, and these great men food for 
worms ! " 

While thus conferred the Barons, 
Montreal, ere he retired to rest, stood 
gazing from the open lattice of his 
chamber over the landscape below, 
which slept in the autumnal moon- 
light, while at a distance gleamed, 
pale and steady, the lights round the 
encampment of the besiegers. 

" Wide plains and broad valleys,** 
thought the warrior, " sopn shall ye 
repose in peace beneath a new sway, 
against which no petty tyrant shall 
dare rebel. And ye, white walls of 
canvass, even while I gaze — ye ad- 
monish me how realms are won. 
Even as, of old, from the Nomad tents 
was built up the stately Babylon,* 
that ' was not till the Assyrian founded 
it for them that dwell in the wilder- 
ness;* so by the new Ishmaelites of 
Europe shall a race, undreamt of now, 
be founded ; and the camp of yesterday. 



* Isaiah, 0. zxii. 
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be the city of to-morrow. Verily, 
yrhen, for one soft offence^ the Pontiff 
thrust me from the bosom of the 
Church, little guessed he what enemy 
he raised to Bome ! How solemn is 
the night ! — ^how still the heavens 
and earth! — ^the reiy stars are as 



hushed, as if intent on the events that 
are to pass below ! So solemn and so 
still feels mine own spirit, and an 
awe unknown till now' warns me that 
I approach the crisis of my daring 
fate!" 
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BOOK X. 

THE LION OP BASALT. 

" Ora TOglio oontare la morte del Tribuno."— r<& di Cola di Rienti, lib. ii. cap. 24. 
*' Now will I narrate the death of the Tribune."— £^« qf Cola di Rienxi, 



CHAPTER L 



THB OONJTJNOTIOK OF HOSTILE PLANETS IN THE HOUSE OF DEATH. 



On the fourth day of the siege, and 
after beating back to those almost 
impregnable walls the soldiery of the 
Barons, headed by the Prince of the 
Orsini, the Senator returned to his 
tent, where despatches from Rome 
awaited him. He ran his eye hastily 
over them, till he came to the last ; 
yet each contained news that might 
have longer delayed the eye of a man 
less inured to danger. From one he 
learned that Albomoz, whose blessing 
had confirmed to him the rank of 
Senator, had received with special 
fiivour the messengers of the Orsini 
and Colonna. He knew that the 
Cardinal, whose views connected him 
with the Roman Patricians, desired his 
downfall ; but he feared not Albomoz : 
perhaps in his secret heart he wished 
that any open aggression from the 
PontiflTs Legate might throw him 
wholly on the people. 

He learned further, that, short as had 
been his absence, Pandulfo di Guido 
had twice addressed the populace, not 
in favour of the Senator, but in artful 
regrets of the loss to the trade of Rome 
in the absence of her wealthiest nobles. 

''For this, then, he has deserted 
me," said Rienzi to himself. " Let him 
beware I" 

No. 18. 



The tidings contained in the next 
touched him home : Walter de Mon- 
treal had openly arrived in Rome. 
The grasping and lawless bandit, whode 
rapine filled with a robber's booty 
every bank in Europe — ^whose Com- 
pany was the army of a King — ^whose 
ambition, vast, unprincipled, and 
profound, he so well knew — ^whoso 
brothers were in his camp — ^their 
treason already more than suspected ; 
— Walter de Montreal was in Rome ! 

The Senator remained perfectly 
aghast at this new peril; and then 
said, setting his teeth as in a vice, 

" Wild tiger, thou art in the Lion's 
den ! ** Then pausing, he broke out 
again, "One fidse step, Walter de 
Montreal, and all the mailed hands of 
the Grand Company shall not pluck 
thee from the abyss t But what can 
I do 1 Return to Rome — the plans of 
Montreal unpenetrated — ^no accusation 
against him ! On what pretence can 
I with honour raise the siege 1 To 
leave Palestrina, is to give a triumph 
to the Barons — ^to abandon Adrian, 
to degrade my cause. Yet, while 
away from Rome, every hour breeds 
treason and danger. Pandulfo, Albor- 
noz, Montreal — all are at work against 
me. A keen and trusty spy, now; — 

T 
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ha, well thought of— VUlani !— What, 
ho — Angelo VUlani ! " 

The young chamherlain appeared. 

"I think," said Rienzi, "to have 
often heard, that thou art an orphan V* 

"True, my Lord; the old Augustine 
nun who reared my boyhood, has told 
me again and again that my parents 
are dead. Both noble, my Lord ; but 
I am the child of shame. And I say 
it often, and think of it ever, in order 
to make Angelo Villani remember 
that he has a name to win/' 

" Young man, serve me as you have 
served, and if I live you shall have no 
need to call yourself an orphan. Mark 
me ! I want a friend — ^the Senator of 
Bome wants a friend — only one friend 
— ^gentle Heaven ! only one !** 

Angelo sank on his knee, and kissed 
the mantle of his Lord. 

" Say a follower. I am too mean to 
be Bienzi's friend." 

" Too mean ! — go to I — ^there is 
nothing mean before Gk>d, unless it be 
a base soul under high titles. With 
me, boy, there is but one nobility, 
and Nature signs its charter. Listen : 
thou hearest daily of Walter de Mon- 
treal, brother to these IVoven^als — 
great captain of great robbers % " 

"Ay, and I have seen him, my 
Lord." 

" Well, then, he is in Bome. Some 



daring thought — some well-supported 
and deep-schemed villany, could alone 
make that bandit venture openly into 
an Italian city, whose territories he 
ravaged by fire and sword a few 
months back. But his brothers have 
lent me money — assisted my return; 
— ^for their own ends, it is true : but 
the seeming obligation gives them 
real power. These Northern swordsmen 
would cut my throat if the Great 
Captain bade them. He counts on 
my supposed weakness. I know him 
of old. I suspect— nay I read, his 
projects; but I cannot prove them. 
Without proof, I cannot desert Pales- 
trina in order to accuse and seize him. 
Thou art shrewd, thoughtful, acute ; — 
couldst thou go to Rome ? — ^watch day 
and night his movements — see if he 
receive messengers from Albomoz 
or the Barons — if he confer with 
Pandulfo di Guide; — ^watch his lodg- 
ment, I say, night and day. He affects 
no concealment; your task will be 
less difficult than it seems. Apprise 
the Signora of all you learn. Give me 
your news daily. Will you undertake 
this mission 1 " 

" I will, my Lord.** 

"To horse, then, quick ! — and mdnd 
— save the wife of my bosom, I haye 
no con^dant in Bome." 



CHAPTBB IL 



ICONTKSIL AT BOKH. — HIST BBCBPTIOH Or AVOELO TILIiAin. 



Thb danger that threatened Bienzi 
by the arrival of Montreal was indeed 
fonnidaUe. The Knight of St. John, 
having marched his army into Lorn- 
hardy, had placed it at the disposal 
of the Yraietian State in its war with 
the Archbishop of Milan. For this 
service he received an immense sum ; 
while he provided winter quarters for 
hia troop, for whom he proposed ample 



work in the ensuing spring. Leaving 
Palestrina secretly and in dis^ise, 
with but a slender train, which met 
him at Tivoli, Montreal repaired 
to Bome. His ostensible object 
was, partly to congratulate the Se- 
nator on his return, partly to receive 
the monies lent to Bienzi by his 
brother. 

His secret object we have partly 
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iseen ; but not contented with the 
support of the Barons, he trusted, by 
the corrupting means of his enormous 
wealth, to forma third party in support 
of his own ulteriordesigns. Wealth, in- 
deed, in that age and in that land, was 
scarcely less the purchaser of diadems 
than it had been in the later days of 
the Boman Empire. And in many 
a city torn by hereditary feuds, the 
hatred of fiaction rose to that extent, 
that a foreign tyrant, willing and able 
to expel one party, might obtain at 
least the temporary submission of the 
other. His after-success was greatly 
in proportion to his power to main- 
tain his state by a force which was 
independent of the citizens, and by 
a treasury which did not require the 
odious recruit of taxes. But more 
avaricious than ambitious, more cruel 
than firm, it was by griping exaction, 
or unnecessary bloodshed, that such 
usurpers usually fell. 

Montreal, who had scanned the 
frequent revolutions of the time with 
a calm and investigating eye, trusted 
that he should be enabled to avoid 
both these errors : and, as the reader 
has already seen, be had formed the 
profound and sagacious project of 
consolidating his usurpation by an 
utterly new race of nobles, who, 
serving him by the feudal tenure of 
the North, and ever ready to protect 
him, because in so doing they protected 
tiieir own interests, should assist to 
«rect, not the rotten and unsupported 
&bric of asingle tyranny, but the strong 
fortress of a new, hardy, and compact 
Aristocratic State. Thus had the great 
dynasties of the North been founded ; 
in which a King, though seemingly 
curbed by the Barons, was in reality 
supported by a common interest, 
whether against a subdued population 
or a foreign invasion. 

Such were the vast schemes — 
extending into yet wider fields of glory 
and conquest, bounded only by the 
Alps — ^with which the Captain of the 



Grand Company beheld the columns 
and arches of the Seven-hilled City. 

No fear disturbed the long current 
of his thoughts. His brothers were 
the leaders of Bienzi's hireling army 
— ^that army were his creatures. Over 
Bienzi himself he assumoil the right of 
a creditor. Thus against one party 
he deemed himself secure. For the 
friends of the Pope, he had supported 
himself with private, though cautious, 
letters from Albomoz, who desired 
only to make use of him for the 
return of the Boman Barons; and 
with the heads of the latter we have 
already witnessed his negotiations. 
Thus was he fitted, as he thought, to 
examine, to tamper with all parties, 
and to select from each the materials 
necessary for his own objects. 

The open appearance of Montreal 
excited in Bome no inconsiderable 
sensation. The friends of the Barons 
gave out that Bienzi was in league 
with the Qrand Company ; and that 
he was to sell the imperial city to the 
plunder and pillage of Barbarian 
robbers. The effiontery with which 
Montreal (against whom, more than 
once, the Pontiff had thundered his 
bulls) appeared in the Metropolitan 
City of the Church, was made yet 
more insolent by the recollection ol 
that stem justice which had led the 
Tribune to declare open war against 
all the robbers of Italy: and this 
audacity was linked with the obvious 
reflection, that the brothers of the 
bold Proven9al were the instruments 
of Blend's return. So quickly spread 
suspicion through the city, that 
Montreal's presence alone would in a 
few weeks have sufficed to ruin the 
Senator. Meanwhile, the natural 
boldness of Montreal silenced every 
whisper of prudence ; and, blinded by 
the dazzle of his hopes, the Knight of 
St. John, as if to give double import- 
ance to his commg, took up his 
residence in a sumptuous palace, and 
his retinue rivalled> in the splendour 
T 2 
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of garb and pomp, the display of 
Bienzi himself in his earlier and more 
brilliant power. 

Amidst the growing excitement, 
Angelo Villani arrived at Rome. The 
character of this young man had been 
formed by his peculiar circumstances. 
He i>ossessed qualities which often 
mark the Illegitimate as with a com- 
mon stamp. He was insolent — like 
most of those who hold a doubtful 
rank; and while ashamed of his 
bastardy, was arrogant of the supposed 
nobility of his unknown paientage. 
The universal ferment and agitation 
of Italy at that day rendered ambition 
the most common of all the passions, 
and thus ambition, in all its many 
shades and varieties, forces itself into 
our delineations of character in this 
history. Though not for Angelo 
Yillani were the dreams of the more 
lofty and generous order of that 
sublime infirmity, he was strongly 
incited by the desire and resolve to 
rise. He had warm affections and 
grateful impulses; and his fidelity to 
his patron had been carried to a virtue : 
but from his irregulated and desultory 
education, and the reckless profligacy 
of those with whom, in ante-chambers 
and gnard-roome^ much of his youth 
had been passed, he had neither high 
principles nor an enlightened honour. 
Like most Italians, cunning and 
shrewd, he scrupled not at any deceit 
that served a purpose or a friend. His 
strong attachment to Rienzi had been 
unconsciously increased by the gratifi- 
cation of pride and vanity, flattered 
by the favour of so celebrated a man. 
Both self-interest and attachment 
urged him to every effort to promote 
the views and safety of one at once his 
benefactor and patron ; and on under- 
taking his present mission, his only 
thought was to fulfil it with the most 
complete success. Far more brave 
and daring than was common with 
the Italians, something of the hardi- 
hood of an Ultra-Montane race gave 



nerve and vigour to his craft ; and 
from what his art suggested, his 
courage never shrunk. 

When Rienzi had first detailed to 
him the objects of his present task, 
he instantly called to mind his ad- 
venture with the tall soldier in the 
crowd at Avignon. " If ever thou 
wantest a friend, seek him in Walter 
de Montreal," were words that had 
often rung in his ear, and they now 
recurred to him with prophetic dis- 
tinctness. He had no doubt that it 
was Montreal himself whom he had 
seen. Why the Great Captain should 
have taken this interest in him, An- 
gelo little cared to conjecture. Most 
probably it was but a crafty pretence 
— one of the common means by which 
the Chief of the Grand Company 
attracted to himself the youths of 
Italy, as well as the warriors of the 
North. He only thought now how he 
could turn the Ejiight's promise to 
account. What more easy thaa to 
present himself to Montreal — ^remind 
him of the words — enter his service 
— and thus effectually watch his 
conduct ] The office of spy was not 
that which would have pleased every 
mind, but it shocked not the fiisti- 
diousness of Angelo Yillani ; and the 
fearful hatred with which his patron 
had often spoken of the avaricious and 
barbarian robber — the scourge of his 
native land, — had infected the young 
man, who had much of the arrogant 
and mock patriotism of the Romans^ 
with a similar sentiment. More vin« 
dictive even than grateful, he bore^ 
too, a secret grudge against Montreal's 
brothers, whose rough address had often 
wounded his pride ; and, above all, his 
early recollections of the fear and 
execration in which Ursula seemed 
ever to hold the terrible Fra Moreale, 
impressed him with a vague belief ^k 
some ancient wrong to himself or his 
race, perpetrated by the Proven9aI, 
which he was not ill-pleased to have 
the occasion to avenge. In truth, the 
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words of Ursula, mystic and dark 
as they were in their denunciation, 
had left upon Yillani's boyish impres- 
sions an unaccountable feeling of 
antipathy and hatred to the man it 
was now his object to betray. For 
the rest, every deyice seemed to him 
decorous and justifiable, so that it 
saved his master, served his country, 
and advanced himself. 

Montreal was alone in his chamber 
when it was announced to him that 
a young Italian craved an audience. 
Professionally open to access, he forth- 
with gave admission to the appli- 
cant. 

The Knight of St. John instantly 
recognised the page he had encoun- 
tered at Avignon ; and when Angelo 
Villani said, with easy boldness, " I 
have come to remind Sir Walter de 
Montreal of a promise *' 

The Knight interrupted him with 
cordial frankness — " Thou needest 
riot — I remember it. Dost thou now 
require my friendship?*' 

*' I do, noble Signer!" answered 
Angelo ; " I know not where else to 
eeek a patron." 



" Canst thou read and write 1 I 
fear me not." 

" I have been taught those arts," 
replied Yillani. 

« It is well. Is thy birth gentle?" 

"It is." 

" Better still ;— thy name?" 

" Angelo Villani." 

" I take thy blue eyes and low 
broad brow," said Montreal, with a 
slight sigh, " in pledge of thy truth. 
Henceforth, Angelo Villani, thou art 
in the list of my secretaries. Another 
time thou shalt tell me more of 
thyself. Thy service dates from 
this day. For the rest, no man ever 
wanted wealth who served Walter de 
Montreal; nor advancement, if he 
served him faithfully. My closet, 
through yonder door, is thy waiting- 
room. Ask for, and send hither, 
Lusignan of Lyons; he is my chief 
scribe, and will see to thy comforts, 
and instruct thee in thy business." 

Angelo withdrew — Montreal's eye 
followed hiin. 

" A strange likeness ! " said he, 
musingly and sadly ; " my heart leaps 
to that boy ! " 



CHAPTER IIL 



Montreal's banquet. 



Some few days after the date of the 
last chapter, Rienzi received news 
from Rome, which seemed to produce 
in him a joyous and elated excitement. 
His troops still lay before Palestrina, 
and still the banners of the Barons 
waved over its unconquered walls. In 
truth, the Italians employed half their 
time in brawls amongst themselves; 
the Velletritrani had feuds with the 
people of Tivoli, and the Romans 
were still afraid of conquering the 
Barons; — "The hornet," said they, 
"stings worse after he is dead; 



and neither an Orsini, a Savelli, 
nor a Colonna, was ever known to 
forgive." 

Again and again had the captains 
of his army assured the indignant 
Senator that the fortress was impreg- 
nable, and that time and money were 
idly wasted upon the siege. Rienzi 
knew better, but he concealed his 
thoughts. 

He now summoned to his tent the 
brothers of Provence, and announced 
to them his intention of returning 
instantly to Rome. " The merce- 
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naries shall continue the siege under 
our Lieutenant, and you, with my 
Boman Legion, shall accompany me. 
Your brother. Sir Walter, and I, both 
want your presence ; we haye afiOsdrs 
to arrange between us. After a few 
days I shall raise recruits in the city, 
and return." 

This was what the brothers desired ; 
they approTed, with evident joy, the 
Senator's proposition. 

Rienzi next sent for the lieutenant 
of his body-g^uard, the same Biccardo 
Annibaldi whom the reader will 
remember in the earlier part of this 
work, as the antagonist of Montreal's 
lance. This young man — one of the 
few nobles who espoused the cause 
of the Senator — ^had evinced great 
courage and military ability, and 
promised fair (should Fate spare his 
life*) to become one of the best 
Captains of his time. 

" Dear Annibaldi," said Rienzi; 
" at length I can fulfil the project on 
which we have privately coi^erred. 
I take with me to Bome the two 
Provencal Captains — I leave you chief 
of the army. Palestrina will yield 
now — eh 1 — ha, ha, ha! — Palestrina 
will yield now!" 

" By my right hand, I think so. 
Senator," replied Annibaldi. " These 
foreigners have hitherto only stirred 
up quarrels amongst ourselves, and if 
not cowards are certainly traitors !" 

" Hush, hush, hush! Traitors! 
The learned Arimbaldo, the brave 
Brettone, traitors ! Fie on it ! No, 
no ; they are very excellent, honour- 
able men, but not lucky in the camp ; 
— not lucky in the camp; — better 
speed to them in the city 1 And now 
to business." 

The Senator then detailed to Anni- 
baldi the plan he himself had formed 
for taking the town, and the military 



* It appears that this was the same An- 
nibaldi who was afterwards slain in an 
affray :— Petrarch lauda hia valour and lar 
ments his fate. 



skill of Annibaldi at once recognised 
its feasibility. 

With his Boman troop, and Mon- 
treal's brothers, one at either hanc}^ 
Blenzi then departed to Borne. 

That night Montreal gave a banquet 
to Pandulfo di Guide, and to certain 
of the principal citizens, whom one 
by one he had already sounded, and 
found hollow at heart to the cause of 
the Senator. 

Pandulfo sate at the right hand of 
the Knight of St. John, and Montreal 
lavished upon him the most courteous 
attentions. 

" Pledge me in this — ^it is from the 
Yale of Chiana^ near Monte Pulciano,*' 
said Montreal. " I think I have heard 
bookmen say (you know, Signor Pan- 
dulfo, we ought all to be bookmen 
now !) that the site was renowned of 
old. In truth, the wine hath a rapy 
flavour." 

" I hear," said Bruttini, one of the 
lesser Barons, (a stanch Mend to the 
Colonna,) " that in this respect tke 
innkeeper's son has put his book- 
learning to some use : he knows ©vay 
place where the wine grows richest." 

" What ! the Senator is turned 
wine-bibber!" said Montreal, quafSng 
a vast goblet fall ; " that must unfit 
him for business — ^'tis a pity." 

" Verily, yes," said Pandulfo ; " a 
man at the head of a state should 
be temperate — I never drink wine 
unmixed." 

" Ah," whispered Montreal, " if. 
your calm good sense ruled Bome, 
then, indeed, the metropolis of Italy- 
might taste of peace. Signor Vivaldi," 
— and the host turned towards a 
wealthy draper, — " these disturbances 
are bad for trade." 

" Very, very ! " groaned the draper. 

" The Barons are your best cus* 
tomers," quoth the minor noble. 

" Much, much !" said the draper, 

" 'Tis a pity that they are thna 
roughly expelled," said Montreal, in. 
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a melancholy tone. ''Would it not 
be possible, if the Senator (/ drink 
his health) were less rash — ^less zealous, 
rather, — to unite iree institutions with 
the return of the Barons? — «2«eAshould 
be the task of a truly wise statesman! " 
" It surely might be possible/' 
returned Vivaldi ; " the Savelli alone 
spend more with me Uiau all the rest 
of Rome." 

" I know not if it be possible/' said 
Bruttini ; " but I do know that it is 
an outn^ to all deeorum that an 
innkeeper's son should be enabled to 
make a solitude of the palaces of 
Home." 

" It certainly seems to indicate 
too vulgar a desire of mob favour/' 
said MoBtreal. " However, I trust we 
shall hamonize all these differences. 
Rienzi, perhaps, — nay, doubtless, 
means will" 

"I wodd/' B^d Vivaldi, who had 
received his cue, "that we might 
form a miied constitution — Plebeians 
and Patrisians, each in their separate 
order." 

" But," said Montreal, gravely, " so 
new an experiment would demand 
great physical force." 

" Why, true ; but we might call 
in an umpire — a foreigner who had 
no isterest in either £M:tion — ^who 
mighi protect the new Buono Stato; 
a Poiesta, as we have done before — 
Braroaleone, for instance. How well 
and visely he ruled ! that was a golden 
age for Rome. A Podesta for ever ! 
— tJat 's my theory." 

'' You need not seek far for the 
president of your council," said Mon- 
teal, smiling at Pandulfo ; " a citizen 
at once popular, wdl-bom, and wealthy, 
nay be found at my right hand." 
Pandulfo hemmed, and coloured. 
Montreal proceeded. " A committee 
of trades might furnish an honour- 
able employment to Signer Vivaldi ; 
and the treatment of all foreign 
affikirs — the employment of armies, 
&c., might be left to the Barons, with 



a more open competition. Signer dl 
Bruttini, to the Barons of the second 
order than has hitiierto been conceded 
to their birth and importance. Sirs, 
will you taste the Malvoisie]" 

" Still," said Vivaldi, after a pause— 
(Vivaldi anticipated at least the sup- 
plying with doth the whole of the 
Grand Company) — " still, such a 
moderate and well-digested constitu- 
tion would never be acceded to by 
Rienzi." 

"Why should iti what need of 
Rienzir' exclaimed Bruttini "Rienzi 
may take another trip to Bohemia." 

"Gently, gently," said Montreal; 
" I do not despair. All open violence 
against the Scniator would strengthen 
his power. No, no, humble him — 
admit the Barons, and then insist on 
your own terms. Between the two 
Actions you might then establish a 
fitting balance. And in order to keep 
your new constitution from the en- 
croachment of either extreme, there 
are warriors and knights, too, who 
for a certain rank in the great city of 
Rome would maintain horse and foot 
at its service. We Ultra-Montanes 
are often harshly judged; we are 
wanderers and Ishmaelites, solely 
because we have no honourable place 

of rest. Now, if / ** 

"Ay, if you, noble Montreal!" 
said VivaldL 

The company remained hushed in 
breathless attention, when suddenly 
there waa heard^Kieep, solemn, muf- 
fled,— the great bdl of the Capitol ! 

"Hark!" said Vivaldi, the beU: "it 
tolls for execution: an unwonted 
hour !" 

" Sure, the Senator has not re- 
turned ! " exclaimed Pandulfo di Guido, 
turning pale. 

'' No, no," quoth Bruttini, " it is 
but a robber, caught two nights ago 
in Romagna. I heard that he was to 
die to-night." 

At the word "robber," Montreal 
changed countenance slightly. The 
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irine circulated — ^the bell continued 

to toll — its Buddenness over, it ceased 

to alarm. Conversation flowed again. 

" What were you saying, Sir 

. Knight r said Vivaldi. 

" Why, let me think on't; — oh, 
speaking of the necessity of support- 
ing a new state by force, I said that 

it I " 

" Ah, that was it!" quoth Bruttini, 
thumping the table. 

*' If / were summoned to your aid 
— summoned, mind ye, and absolved 
by the Pope's Legate of my former 
sins — (they weigh heavily on me, 
gentles) — I would myself guard your 
city from foreign foe and civil dis- 
turbance, with my gallant swordsmen. 
Not a Boman citizen should contribute 
a 'donaro' to the cost." 

" Viva Fra Morecde!" cried Brut- 
tini ; and the shout was echoed by all 
the boon companions. 

" Enough for me," continued Mon- 
treal, " to expiate my offences. Ye 
know, gentlemen, my order is vowed 
to God and the Church — a warrior- 
monk am I ! Enough for me to ex- 
piate my oflfences, I say, in the defence 
of the Holy City. Yet I, too, have 
my private and more earthly views, — 

who is above them 1 I the bell 

changes its note !" 

' " It is but the change that preludes 
execution — the poor robber is about 
to die I " 

Montreal crossed himself, and re- 
sumed : — " 1 am a knight and a 
noble," said he, proudly ; " the pro- 
fession I have followed is that of arms ; 
but — I will not disguise it — mine 
equals have regarded me as one who 
has stained his scutcheon by too reck- 
less a pursuit of glory and of gain. 
I wish to reconcile myself with my 
order — to purchase a new name — to 
vindicate myself to the Grand Master 
{^id the Pontiff. I have had hints, 
gentles, — ^hints, that I might best pro- 
mote my interest by restoring order 
to the Papal metropolis. The Legate 



Albomoz (here is his letter) recom- 
mends me to keep watch upon the 
Senator." 

" Surely," interrupted Pandulfo, " I 
hear steps below." 

" The mob going to the robber's 
execution," said Bruttini ; '* proceed, 
Sir Knight!" 

" And," continued Montreal, sur- 
veying his audience before he pro- 
ceeded farther, " what think ye — (I do 
but ask your opinion, wiser than mine) 
— ^what think ye, as a fitting precau- 
tion against too arbitrary a power in 
the Senator — what think ye jf the 
return of the Colonna, and tie bold 
Barons of Palestrina?" 

" Here 's to their health I" cried 
Vivaldi, rising. 

As by a sudden impulse, ihe com- 
pany rose. " To the healtl of the 
besieged Barons ! " was shouisd aloud. 
"Next, what if— (I do bui humbly 
suggest) — what if you gave ihe Sena- 
tor a colleague? — ^it is no ^ront to 
him. It was but as yesteday that 
one of the Colonna, who yas Sena- 
tor, received a colleague inBertoldo 
Orsini." 

" A most wise precaution," cried 
Vivaldi. " And where a* colhague 
like Pandulfo di Guide ]" 

" Viva Pandulfo di Outdo/** ^Tled 
the guests, and again their gcblets 
were drained to the bottom. 

" And if in this I can assist y» by 
fair words with the Senator, (ye kiow 
he owes me monies — my brothers hive 
served him), command Walter de M»n- 
treal." 

"And if fair words fail?" saVi 
Vivaldi. 

" The Grand Company — (heed me 
ye are the counsellors) — the Grand 
Company is accustomed to forced 
marches!" 

" Viva Fra Moreale ! " cried Brut- 
tini and Vivaldi, simultaneously. " A 
health to all, my friends ; " continued 
Bruttini ; " a health to the Barons, 
Rome's old friends; to Pandulfo di 
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Guido, the Senator's new colleague *. 
and to Fra Moreale, Rome's nev 
Podesta." 

" The bell has ceaaed," said Vivaldi, 
putting down his goblet. 

" Heaven have mercy on the rob- 
ber ! " added Bruttini. 

Scarce had he spoken, ere three 
taps were heard at the door — the 
guests looked at each other in dumb 
amaze. 

" New guests!" said Montreal. 
" I asked some trusty friends to join 
us this evening. By my faith they 
are welcome ! Enter 1 " 

The door opened slowly ; three by 
three entered, in complete armour, 
the guards of the Senator. On they 
marched, regular and speechless. They 
surrounded the festive board — they 
filled the spacious hall, and the lights 
of the banquet were reflected upon 
their corselets as on a wall of steel. 

Not a syllable was uttered by the 
feasters, they were as if turned to 
stone. Presently the guards gave 
way, and Rienzi himself appeared. 
He approached the table, and folding 
his arms, turned his gaze deliberately 
from guest to guest, till at last, his 
eyes rested on Montreal, who had also 
risen, and who alone of the party had 
recovered the amaze of the moment. 

And there, as these two men, each 
so celebrated, so proud, able, and am- 
bitious, stood, front to front — it was 
literally as if the rival Spirits of Force 
and Intellect, Order and Strife, of the 
Falchion and the Fasces — the Anta- 
gonist Principles by which empires 



are ruled and empires overthrown, had 
met together, incarnate and opposed. 
They stood, both silent, — ^as if fasci- 
nated by each other's gaze, — loftier 
in stature, and nobler in presence 
than all around. 

Montreal spoke first, and with a 
forced smile. 

" Senator of Rome ! — dare I believe 
that my poor banquet tempts thee, 
and may I trust that these armed men 
are a graceful compliment to one to 
whom arms have been a pastime ] " 

Rienzi answered not, but waved his 
hand to his guards. Montreal was 
seized on the instant. Again he sur- 
veyed the guests — ^as a bird firom the 
rattle -snake, — shrunk Pandulfo di 
Guido, trembling, motionless, aghast, 
from the glittering eye of the Senator. 
Slowly Rienzi raised his fatal hand 
towards the unhappy citizen — Pan^ 
dulfo saw, — felt his doom, — shrieked, 
— ^and fell senseless in the arms of the 
soldiers. 

One other and rapid glance cast 
the Senator round the board, and 
then, with a disdainful smile, as if 
anxious for no meaner prey, turned 
away. Not a breath had hitherto 
passed his lips — all had been dumb 
show — and his grim silence had im- 
parted a more freezing terror to his 
unguessed-for apparition. Only, when 
he reached the door, he turned back, 
gazed upon the Knight of St. John's 
bold and undaunted face, and said, 
almost in a whisper, "Walter de Mon- 
treal ! — ^you heard ihe death-knell !" 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THl 8ENTKK0B OF WALTER DE MONTBEAL. 



Ih silence the Captain of the Grand 
Company was borne to the prison of 
the Capitol. In the same building 
lodged the rivals for the government 
of Rome ; the one occupied the prison, 
the other the palace. The guards 
forebore the ceremony of fetters, and 
leaving a lamp on the table, Montreal 
perceived he was not alone, — his 
brothers had preceded him. 

'* Te are happily met," said the 
Knight of St. John ; " we have passed 
together pleasanter nights than this 
is likely to be." 

** Can you jest, Walter 1" said Arim- 
baldo, half-weeping. ** Enow you not 
that our doom is fixed 1 Death scowls 
upon us.** 

" Death !" repeated Montreal, and 
for the first time his contenance 
changed; perhaps for the first time 
in his life he felt the thrill and agony 
of, fear. 

" Death !" he repeated again. " Im- 
possible ! He dare not, Brettone ; the 
soldiers, the Northmen ! — ^they will 
mutiny, they will pluck us back from 
the grasp of the headsman !" 

'* Cast from you so vain a hope," 
sud Brettone sullenly ; ** the soldieiii 
are encamped at Palestrina." 

" How ! Dolt — fool ! Came you 
then to Rome cUone! Are we alone 
with this dread man V 

" You are the dolt ! Why came 
you hither 1" answered the brother. 

" Why, indeed ! but that I knew 
thou wast the Captain of the army ; 
and — ^but thou said'st right — the folly 
is mine, to have played against the 
crafty Tribune so unequal a brain as 
thine. Enough ! Reproaches are idle. 
When were ye arrested 1 *' 



*' At dusk — ^the instant we entered 
the gates of Rome. Bienzi entered 
privately." 

" Humph ! What can he know 
against me 1 Who can have betrayed 
me? My secretaries are tried — ^all 
trustworthy — except that youth, and 
he so seemingly zealous — that Angelo 
Villani!" 

« ViUani ! Angelo Villani !" cried 
the brothers in a breath. " Hast thou 
confided aught to him V 

" Why, I fear he must have seen— 
at least in part — my correspondence 
with you, and with the Barons — he 
was among my scribes. Know you 
aught of him r* 

" Walter, Heaven hath demented 
you !" returned Brettone. " Augelo 
Villani is the fiivourite menial of the 
Senator." 

" Those eyes deceived me, then," 
muttered Montreal, solemnly and 
shuddering ; " and, as if ^cr ghost had 
returned to earth, God smites me from 
the grave ! " 

There was a long silence. At length 
Montreal, whose bold and sang^nine 
temper was never long clouded, spoke 
again. 

" Are the Senator's coffers full 1 — 
But that is impossible." 

" Bare as a Dominican's." 

" We are saved, then. He shall 
name his price for our heads. Money 
must be more useful to him than 
blood." 

And as if with that thought all 
further meditation were rendered un- 
necessary, Montreal doffed his mantle, 
uttered a short prayer, and flung him- 
self on a pallet in a comer of the cell. 

'' I have slept on worse beds," said 
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tlie Knight; stretching himself; and 
in a few minutes he was fast asleep. 

The brothers listened to his deep- 
drawn, but regular breathing, with 
envy and wonder, but they were in 
no mood to converse. Still and speech- 
less, they sate like statues beside the 
sleeper. Time passed on, and the first 
cold air of the hour that succeeds to 
midnight crept through the bars of 
their cell. The bolts crashed, the door 
opened, six men-at-arms entered, 
passed the brothers, and one of them 
touched Montreal. 

" Ha !" said he, still sleeping, but 
turning round. "Ha!" said he, in 
the soft Proven9al tong^ue, " sweet 
Adeline, we will not rise yet — ^it is so : 
long since we met I" 

"What says heT muttered the 
guard, shaking Montreal roughly. 
The Knight sprang up at once, and 
his hand grasped the head of his bed 
as for his sword. He stared round 
bewildered, rubbed his eyes, and then 
gazing on the guard, became alive 
to the present* 

" Ye are early risers in the Capitol," 
said he. " What want ye of me V* 

" It waits you !'* 

*'It! What r said Montreal. 

" The rack !" replied the soldier, 
with a malignant scowl. 

The Great Captain said not a word. 
He looked for one moment at tiie six 
swordsmen, as if measuring his single 
strength against theirs. His eye then 
wandered round the room. The rudest 
bar of iron would have been dearer 
to him than he had ever yet found 
the proofest steel of Milan. He com- 
pleted Ms survey with a sigh, threw 
his mantle over his shoulders, nodded 
at his brethren, and followed the 
guard. 

In a hall of the Capitol, hung with 
the ominous silk of white rays on a 
blood-red ground, sate Rienzi and Ms 
councillors. Across a recess was drawn 
a black curtain. 

" Walter de Montreal," said a small 



man at the foot of the table, " Knight 
of the illustrious order of St. John of 
Jerusalem " 

" And Captain of the Grand Com- 
pany !" added the prisoner, in a firm 
voice. 

" You stand accused of divers 
counts : robbery and murder, in Tus- 
cany, Bomagna> and ApuUa " 

"For robbery and murder, brave 
men, and belted Knights," said Mon- 
treal, drawing himself up, " would use 
the words 'war and victory.' To those 
charges I plead guilty ! Proceed." 

" You are next accused of treason- 
able conspiracy against the liberties 
of Rome for the restoration of the 
proscribed Barons — and of traitorous 
correspondence with Ste&nello Co* 
lonna at Palestrina." 

" My accuser]" 

" Step forth, Angelo Villani !" 

" You are my betrayer, then 1" said 
Montreal steadily. " I deserved this. 
I beseech you, Senator of Rome, let 
this young man retire. I confess my 
correspondence with the Colonna^ and 
my desire to restore the Barons." 

Rienzi motioned to Villani, who 
bowed and withdrew. 

"There rests only then for you, 
Walter de Montreal, to relate, folly 
and faithfully, the details of your con- 
spiracy." 

" That is impossible," replied Moa* 
treal, carelessly. 

"And why]" 

"Because, doing as I please iritii 
my own life, I will not betray the 
lives of others." 

" Bethink thee — ^thou wouldst have 
betrayed the life of thy judge !" 

"Not betrayed — ^tiou didst not 
trust me." 

" The law, Walter de Montreal, hath 
sharp inquisitors — behold ! " 

The black curtain was drawn aside, 
and the eye of Montreal rested on the 
executioner and the rack ! His proud 
breast heaved indignantly. 

" Senator of Rome," said he, " these 
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instruments are for serfs and vil- 
leins. I have been a 'warrior and 
a leader ; life and death have been in 
my hands — I have used them as I 
listed ; but to mine equal and my 
foe, I never proffered the insult of 
the rack." 

*' Sir Walter de Montreal/' returned 
the Senator, gravely, but with some 
courteous respect, "your answer is 
that which rises naturally to the lips 
of brave men. But learn from me, 
whom fortune hath made thy judge, 
that no more for serf and villein, than 
for knight and noble, are such instru- 
ments the engines of law, or the tests 
of truth. I yielded but to the desire 
of these reverend councillors, to test 
thy nerves. But, wert thou the 
meanest peasant of the Campagna, 
before my judgment-seat thou needst 
not apprehend the torture. Walter 
de Montreal, amongst the Princes of 
Italy thou hast known, amongst the 
Soman Barons thou wouldst have 
aided, is there one who could make 
that boast 1" 

"I desired only," said Montreal, 
with some hesitation, "to unite the 
Barons rmtk thee ; nor did I intrigue 
against thy life ! " 

Bienzi frowned — "Enough," he said, 
hastily. " Knight of St. John, I know 
thy secret projects, subterfuge and 
evasion neither befit nor avail thee. 
If thou didst not intrigue against my 
life, thou didst intrigue against the 
life of Rome. Tholi hast but one 
favour left to demand on earth, it is 
the manner of thy death." 

Montreal's lip worked convulsively. 

" Senator," said he, in a low voice, 
" may I crave audience with thee alone 
for one minute 1 " 
X The councillors looked up. 

"My Lord," whispered the eldest 
of them, " doubtless he hath concealed 
weapons — trust him not." 

"Prisoner," returned Rienzi, after 
a moment's pause ; " if thou seekest for 
mercy thy request is idle, and before 



my coadjutors I have no secret ; speak 
out what thou hast to say ! " 

"Yet listen to me," said the pri- 
soner, folding his arms ; " it concerns 
not my life, but Rome's welfare." 

" Then," said Rienzi, in an altered 
tone, " thy request is granted. Thou 
mayst add to thy guilt the design of 
the assassin, but for Rome I would 
dare greater danger." 

So saying, he motioned to the coun- 
cillors, who slowly withdrew by the 
door which had admitted Villani, 
while the guards retired to the farthest 
extremity of the hall." 

"Now, Walter de Montreal, be brief, 
for thy time is short." 

^'Senator," said Montreal, " my life 
can but little profit you ; men will say 
that you destroyed your creditor in 
order to cancel your debt. Fix a sum 
upon my life, estimate it at the price 
of a monarch's ; every florin shall be 
paid to you, and your treasury will be 
filled for five years to come. If the 
* Bv/yno Stato' depends on your 
government, what I havew asked, your 
solicitude for Rome will not permit 
you to refuse." 

" You mistake me, bold robber, " 
said Rienzi, sternly ; " your treason I 
could guard against, and therefore for- 
give ; your ambition, never I Mark 
me, I know you ! Place your hand 
on your heart and say whether, could 
we change places, you, as Rienzi, 
would suffer all the gold of earth to 
purchase the life of Walter de Mon- 
treall For men's reading of my con- 
duct, that must I bear; for mino 
own reading, mine eyes must be 
purged from corruption. I am answer- 
able to God for the trust of Rome. 
And Rome trembles while the head of 
the Grand Company lives in the plot- 
ting brain and the daring heart of 
Walter de Montreal. Man — ^wealthy, 
great, and subtle as you are, your 
hours are numbered ; with the rise of 
the sun you die ! " 

Montreal's eyes, fixed upon the 
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Senator's face, saw hope was over; 
his pride and his fortitude returned to 
him. 

" We have wasted words," said he. 
"I played for a great stake, I have 
lost, and must pay the forfeit ! I am 
prepared. On the threshold of the 
Unknown World, the dark spirit of 
prophecy rushes into us. Lord Sena- 
tor, I go before thee to announce — 
that in Heaven or in Hell — ere many 
days be over, room must be given to 
one mightier than I am ! " 
. As he spoke, his form dilated, his 
eye glared ; and Bienzi, cowering as 
never had he cowered before, shrunk 
back, and shaded his face with his 
hand. 

" The manner of yqur death ] " he 
asked, in a hollow voice. 

"The axe: it is that which befits 
knight and warrior. For thee, Senator, 
Fate hath a less noble death." 

" Robber, be dumb ! " cried Rienzi, 



passionately ; " Guards, bear back the 
prisoner. At sunrise, Montreal " 

"Sets the sun of the scourge of 
Italy," said the Knight, bitterly. " Be 
it so. One request more ; the Knights 
of St. John claim affinity with the 
Augustine order; grant me an Au- 
gustine confessor." 

" It is granted ; and in return for 
thy denunciations, I, who can give 
thee no earthly mercy, will implore 
the Judge of all for pardon to thy 
soul!" 

" Senator, I have done with man's 
mediation. My brethren 1 Their 
deaths are not necessary to thy safety 
or thy revenge ! " 

Rienzi mused a moment: "No," 
said he, " dangerous tools they were, 
but without the workman they may 
rust unharming. They served me 
once, too. Prisoner, their lives are 
spared." ' 



CHAPTER Y. 



THE DISCOVERT. 



The Council was broken up — Rienzi 
hastened to his own apartments. 
Meeting Villani by the way, he pressed 
the youth's hand aflfectionately. " You 
have saved Rome and me from great 
peril," said he; "the saints reward 
you ! " Without tarrying for Villani's 
answer, he hurried on. Nina, anxious 
and perturbed, awaited him in their 
chamber. 

"Not a-bed yetl" said he: "fie, 
Nina, even thy beauty will not stand 
these vigils." 

" I could not rest till I had seen 
thee. I hear (all Rome has heard it 
ere this) that thou hast seized Walter 
de Montreal, and that he will perish 
by the headsman." 



" The first robber that ever died so 
brave a death," returned Rienzi, slowly 
unrobing himself. 

"Cohi, I have never crossed your 
schemes, — ^your policy, even by a 
suggestion. Enough for me to 
triumph in their success, to mourn 
for their feulure. Now, I ask thee 
one request — spare me the life of this 
man." 

"Nina " 

"Hear me, — for thee I speak! 
Despite his crimes, his valour and his 
genius have gained him admirers, even 
amongst his foes. Many a prince, 
many a state that secretly rejoices at 
his fall, will affect horror against his 
judge. Hear me farther* his bro- 
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iben aided your retarii; the world | 
will tenn you nngratefoL His bro- 
ther^ lent you monieB, the world — 
(out on it !) — ^will term you ** 

"Hold!" interrupted the Senator. 
** All that4ihou sayeet, my mind fore- 
stalled. But thou knowest me — ^to 
thee I have no disguiw. No compact 
can bind Montreal's £uth — ^no mercy 
win his gratitude. Before his red 
right hand truth and justice are swept 
away. If I condemn Montreal I incur 
disgrace and risk danger — granted. 
If I release him, ere the first showers 
of April, the chargers of the North- 
men will neigh in the halls of the 
Capitol. Which shall I hazard in 
this alternative, myself or Rome? 
Ask me no more — ^to bed, to bed ! " 

" Couldst thou read my fbrebodings^ 
Ck)la„ mystic — gloomy— unaccount- 
able ?- 

" Forebodings ! — I have mine," 
answered Kienzi, sadly, gazing on 
space, as if his thoughts peopled it 
with spectres. Then, raising his eyes 
to Heaven, he said with that fanatical 
energy which made much both of his 
strength and weakness — " Lord, mine 
at least not the sin of Saul ! the Ama- 
lekite shall not be saved ! " 

While Rienzi enjoyed a short, 
troubled, and restless sleep, over 
which Nina watched — undumbering, 
anxious, tearful, and oppressed with 
dark and terrible forewamiugs — the 
accuser was more happy than the 
j udge. The last thoughts that floated 
before the young mind of Angelo Vil- 
lani, ere wrapped in sleep, were bright 
and sanguine. He felt no honourable 
remorse that he had entrapped the 
confidence of another — he felt only 
that his scheme had prospered, that 
liis mission had been ftdfilled. The 
grateful words of Rienzi rang in his 
ear, and hopes of fortune and power, 
beneath the sway of the Roman Sena- 
tor, lulled him into slumber, and 
coloured all his dreams. 
\ Scarce, however, bad he been two | 



hours asleep, ere he was wakened by 
one of the attendants of the palace, 
himself half awake. " Pardon me, 
Meaaere Villani,** said he, '* but there 
is a messenger below from the good 
Sister Ursula ; he bids thee haste in- 
stantly to the Convent — she issick unto 
death, and has tidings that craye thy 
immediate presence." 

Angelo, whose morbid susceptibility 
as to his parentage was ever excited 
by vague but ambitious hopes — started 
up, dressed hurriedly, and joining the 
messenger below, repaired to the Con- 
vent. In the Court of the Capitol, 
and by the Staircase of the Lion, was 
already heard the noise of the work- 
men, and looking back, Villani beheld 
the scafibld, hung with black — sleep- 
ing cloudlike in the grey light of 
dawn — at the same time, the bell of 
the Capitol tolled heavily. A pang 
shot athwart him. He hurried on; 
— despite the immature earliness of 
the hour, he met groups of either sex, 
hastening along the streets to witness 
the execution of the redoubted Captain 
of the Grand Company. The Convent 
of the Augustines was at the farthest 
extremity of that city, even then so ex- 
tensive, and the red light upon the hill 
tops already heralded the rising sun, 
ere the young man reached the vene- 
rable pordi. His name obtained bim 
instant admittance. 

" Heaven grant," sud an old Nan, 
who conducted him through a long 
and winding passage, "that tiiou 
mayst bring comfort to the sick sister : 
she has pined for thee grievously since 
matins." 

In a cell set apart for the reception 
of visitors (from the outward worlc^, 
to such of the Sisterhood as received 
the necessary dispensation, sate tlM 
aged Nun. Angelo had only seen her 
once since his return to Rom^ ^d 
since then disease had made rapid 
havoc on her form and features. And 
now, in her shroudlike garments and 
attenuated frame, she seemed by the 
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morning light as a spectre whom day 
had surprised above the earth. She 
approached the youth, however, with 
a motion more elastic and rapid than 
seemed possible to her worn and 
ghastly form. " Thou art come," she 
said. "Well, well! This morning after 
matins, my confessor, an Augustine, 
who alone knows the secrets of my 
life, took me aside, and told me that 
Walter de Montreal had been seized 
by the Senator— that he was adjudged 
to die, and that one of the Augustine 
brotherhood had been sentforto attend 
his last hours — is it sol" 

"Thou wert told aright," said 
Angelo, wonderingly. " The man at 
whose name thou wert wont to 
shudder — against whom thou hast 
BO often warned me— will die at sun- 
rise." 

" So soon . — so soon ! — Oh, Mother 
of Mercy ! — fly ! thon art about the 
person of the Senator, thou hast high 
£Etvour with him ; fly I down on thy 
knees — and aa thou hopest for God's 
grace, rise not till thou ha&t won the 
Proven9al's life." 

" She raves," mattered Angelo, with 
white lips. 

"I do not rave, — boy!" screeched 
the Sister, wildly, "know that my 
daughter was his lemaiL He disgraced 
our house, — a house haughtier than 
his own. &umer that I was, I vowed 
revenge. His boy — they had only 
one ! — was brought up in a robber's 
camp; — a life of bloodshed — a death of 
doom — afuturity of hell — ^were before 
him. I plucked the child from such 
a fate — I bore him away — I told the 
father he was dead — I placed him in 
the path to honourable fortunes. May 
my sin be forgiven me ! Angelo Vil- 
lani, thou art that child ; — Walter de 
Montreal is thy father. But now, 
trembling on the verge of death, I 
shudder at the vindictive thoughts 
I once nourished. Perhaps " 

" Sinner and accursed I " interrupted 
Yillani, with a loud shout: — "sin- 



ner and accursed thou art indeed! 
Know that it was / who betrayed thy 
daughter's lover ! — ^by the son's trea- 
son dies the father I " 

Not a moment more did he tarry : 
he waited not to witness the efiect his 
words produced. As one frantic — as 
one whom a fiend possesses or pur- 
sues—he rushed from the Convent — 
he flew through the desolate streets. 
The death-bell came, first indistinct, 
then loud, upon his ear. Every sound 
seemed to him like the curse of God ; 
on — on — he passed the more deserted 
quarter— crowds swept before him — 
he was mingled with the living 
stream, delayed, pushed back — thou- 
sands on thousands around, before 
him. Breathless, gasping, he still 
pressed on — he forced his way — he 
heard not — he saw not — all was like a 
dream. Up burst the sun over the 
distant hills ! — the bell ceased ! From 
right to left he pushed aside the 
crowd — ^his strength was as a giant's. 
He neared the fatal spot A dead 
hush lay like a heavy air over the 
multitude. He heard a voice, as he 
pressed along, deep and clear — it was 
the voice of his feither I — ^it ceased — 
the audience breathed heavily — ^they 
murmured — ^they swayed to and fro. 
On, on, went Angelo VillanL The 
guards of the Senator stopped his 
way ; — he dashed aside their pikes — 
he eluded their grasp — he pierced the 
armed barrier — he stood on the Place 
of the Capitol. "Hold, hold I" he 
would have cried — but horror stm^ 
him dumb. He beheld the gleaming 
axe — he saw the bended neck. Ere 
another breath passed his lips, a 
ghastly and trunkless face was raised 
on high — ^Walter de Montreal was no 
more! 

Villani saw — swooned not— shrunk 
not — ^breathed not! — ^but he turned 
his eyes from that lifted head, drop- 
ping gore, to the balcony, in which,, 
according to custom, sate, in solemn 
pomp, the Senator of Borne ^and 
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the &ce of that yonng man was as the 
face of a demon ! 

" Ha ! " said he, muttering to him- 
self, and recalling the words of Rienzi 



seven years before^" Blessed art thou 
who JiaM no Mood of kindred to 
avenge I " 



CHAPTER VI. 



THB SUSPENSE. 



Walter dk Montreal was buried 
in the church of St. Maria dell* 
AracelL But the " evil that he did 
lived after him ! " Although the 
vulgar had, until his apprehension, 
murmured against Rienzi for allowing 
so notorious a freebooter to be at 
large, he was scarcely dead ere they 
compassionated the object of their 
terror. With that singular species of 
piety which Montreal had always cul- 
tivated, as if a decorous and natural 
part of the character of a warrior, no 
sooner was his sentence fixed, than he 
had surrendered himself to the devout 
preparation for death. With the 
Augustine Friar he consumed the 
brief remainder of the night in prayer 
and confession, comforted his brothers, 
and passed to the scaffold with the 
step of a hero and the self-acquittal of 
a martyr. In the wonderful delusions 
of the human heart, far from feeling 
remorse at a life of professional rapine 
and slaughter, almost the last words 
of the brave warrior were in proud 
commendation of his own deeds. " Be 
valiant like me," he said to his bro- 
thers, "and remember that ye are 
now the heirs to the Humbler of 
Apulia, Tuscany, and La Marca."* 

This confidence in himself con- 

* ** Pregovi che vi amiate e siate valorosi al 
inondo, come fui io, che mi feci fare obbe- 
dienza a la Paglia, Toscana. e a La Marca." 
— rrt. di Cola di RienzU lib. ii.cap. 22. 

* " I pray you love one another, and be valo- 
rous as was I, who made Apulia, Tuscany 
nnd La Marca own obedience to m^^'—Life 
o/CoiadiBienzU 



tinned at the scaffold. "I die," he 
said, addressing the Romans — *' I die 
contented, since my bones shall rest 
in the Holy City of St. Peter and St 
Paul, and the Soldier of Christ shall 
have the burial-place of the Apostles. 
But I die unjustly. My wealth is my 
crime — ^the poverty of your state my 
accuser. Senator of Rome, thou mayst 
envy my last hour — men like Walter 
de Montreal perish not unavenged." 
So saying, he turned to the East, 
murmured a brief prayer, knelt down 
deliberately, and said as to himself, 
" Rome guard my ashes ! — Earth my 
memory — Fate my revenge ; — and, 
now. Heaven receive my soul! — 
Strike ! " At the first blow, the head 
was severed firom the body. 

His treason but imperfectly known, 
the fear of him forgotten, all that 
remained of the recollection of Walter 
de Montreal * in Rome, was admira- 
tion for his heroism, and compassion 
for his end. The fate of Pandulfo di 
Guido, which followed some days 
afterwards, excited a yet deeper, 
though more quiet, sentiment^ agunst 



* The military renown and bold exploits 
of Montreal are acknowledged by all the 
Italian authorities. One of them declares 
that since the time of Cssar, Italy had 
never known so great a Captain. The 
biographer of Rienzi, forgetting all the 
offences of the splendid and knightly rob- 
ber» seems to feel only commiseration for 
his fate. He informs us, moreover, that at 
Tivoli one of his servants (perhaps our 
friend, Rodolf of Saxony), hearing his death, 
died of grief the follO¥ring day. 
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the Senator. " He was once Rienzi's 
friend ! " said one man ; " He was an 
honest, upright citizen ! " muttered 
another ; " He was an advocate of the 
people ! " growled Cecco del Vecchio. 
But the Senator had wound himself 
up to a resolve to be inflexibly just, 
and to regard every peril to Rome as 
became a Roman. Rienzi remembered 
that he had never confided but he 
had been betrayed; he had never 
forgiven but to sharpen enmity. He 
was amidst a ferocious people, uncer- 
tain friends, wily enemies ; and mis- 
placed mercy would be but a premium 
to conspiracy. Yet the struggle he 
underwent was visible in the hyste- 
rical emotions he betrayed. He now 
wept bitterly, now laughed wildly. 
"Can I never again have the luxury 
to forgive]" said he. The coarse 
spectators of that passion deemed it, 
— ^some imbecility, some hypocrisy. 
But the execution produced the mo- 
mentary efiect intended. All sedition 
ceased, terror crept throughout the city, 
order and peace rose to the surface ; 
but beneath, in the strong expression 
of a contemporaneous writer, " Lo 
mormorito quetamentesuonava."* 

On examining dispassionately the 
conduct of Rienzi at this awful period 
of his life, it is scarcely possible to 
condemn it of a single error in point 
of policy. Cured of his faults, he 
exhibited no unnecessary ostentation 
— he indulged in no exhibitions of 
intoxicated pride — that gorgeous ima- 
gination rather than vanity, which 
had led the Tribune into spectacle 
and pomp, was now lulled to rest, by 
the sober memory of grave vicissi- 
tudes, and the stem calmness of a 
maturer intellect. Frugal, provident, 
watchful, self-collected, 'never was 
seen,' observes no partial witness, ' so 
extraordinary a man.'t * In him was 
concentrated every thought for every 



* «' The murmur quietly sounded." 
f Vit. di CoU di Rienzi, lib. iL o.23. 
No. 19. 



want of Rome. liidefatigably occu- 
pied, he inspected, ordained, regulated 
all things ; in the city, in the army, 
for peace, or for war. But he was 
feebly supported, and those he em- 
ployed were lukewarm and lethargic' 
Still his arms prospered. Place after 
place, fortress after fortress, yielded to 
the Lieutenant of the Senator : and 
the cession of Palestrina itself was 
hourly expected. His art and address 
were always strikingly exhibited in 
difficult situations, and the reader 
cannot fail to have noticed how 
conspicuously they were displayed 
in delivering himself from the iron, 
tutelage of his foreign mercenaries. 
Montreal executed, his brothers im- 
prisoned, (though their lives were 
spared,) a fear that induced respect 
was stricken into the breasts of those 
bandit soldiers. Removed from Rome, 
and, under Annibaldi, engaged against 
the Barons, constant action and con- 
stant success, withheld those neces- 
sary fiends from falling on their 
Master ; while Rienzi, willing to yield 
to the natural antipathy of the 
Romans, thus kept the Northmen 
from all contact with the city ; and, 
as he boasted, was the only chief in 
Italy who reigned in his palace 
guarded only by his citizens. 

Despite his perilous situation — 
despite his suspicions, and his fears, 
no wanton cruelty stained his stem 
justice — Montreal and Pandulfo di 
Guide were the only state victims he 
demanded. If, according to the dark 
Machiavelism of Italian wisdom, the 
death of those enemies was impolitic, 
it was not in the act, but the mode 
of doing it. A prince of Bologna, or 
of Milan would have avoided the 
sympathy excited by the scaffold, and 
the drug or the dagger would have 
been the safer substitute for the axe. 
But with all his faults, real and 
imputed, no single act of that foul 
and murtherous policy, which made 
the science of the more fortunate 
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prmces'^of Italy, ever advanced the 
ambitioA or promoted the security of 
the Last of the Roman Tribimes. 
Whatever his errors, he lived and died 
as became a man, who dreaaoed the 
vain but glorious dream, that in a 
corrupt and dastard populace he 
could revive the genius of the old 
Republic. 

Of all who attended on the Senator, 
the most assiduous and the most 
honoured was still Angelo Villani. 
Promoted to a high civil station, 
Rienzi fc!t it as a return of youth, to 
find one person entitled to his grati- 
tude ; — he loved and confided in the 
youth as a son. Villani was never 
absent from his side, except in inter- 
course with the various popular leaders 
in the various quarters of the city ; 
and in this intercourse his zeal was 
indefatigable — it seemed even to prey 
upon his health ; and Rienzi chid him 
fondly, whenever starting from his 
own reveries, he beheld the abstracted 
eye and the livid paleness which had 
succeeded the sparkle and bloom of 
youth. 

Such chiding the young man 
answered only by the same unvarying 
words. 

"Senator, I have a great trust 
to fulfil;" — and at these words he 
smiled. 

One day Villani, while with the 
Senator, said rather abruptly, "Do 
yon remember, my Lord, that before 
Viterbo, I acquitted myself so in arms, 
that even the Cardinal d'Albomoz 
was pleased to notice meV 

"I remember your valour well, 
Angelo ; but why the question 1" 

" My Lord, Bellini, the Captain of 
the Guard of the Capitol is dangerously 
ill." 

" I know it." ' 



" Whom can my Lord trust at the 
post!" 

" Why, the Lieutenant." 

" What ! — a soldier that has served 
under the Orsini ! " 

"True. Well] there is Tommaso 
Filangieri." 

" An excellent man ; but is he not 
kin by blood to Pandulfo di Gnido T 

"Ay — is he so ] It must be thought 
of Hast thou any friend to name T 
said the Senator, smiling, " Methinks 
thy cavils point that way." 

" My Lord," replied Villani, colour- 
ing ; " I am too young, perhaps ; but 
the post is one that demands fidelity 
more than it does years. Shall I own 
it ? — My tastes are rather to serve thee 
with my sword than with my pen.** 

"Wilt thou, indeed, accept the 
office 1 It is of less dignity and 
emolument than the one you hold ; 
and you are full young to lead these 
stubborn spirits." 

"Senator, I led taller men than 
they are to the assault at Viterbo. 
But, be it as seems best to your 
superior wisdom. Whatever you do, 
I pray you to be cautious. If you 
select^ a.traitor to the command of the 
Capitol Guard ! — I tremble at the 
thought ! " 

" By my faith, thou dost turn pale 
at it, dear boy; thy affection is a 
sweet drop in a bitter draught. Whom 
can I choose better than thee? — 
thou shalt have the post, at least 
during Bellini's illness. I will attend 
to it to-day. The business, too, will 
less fatigue thy young mind than 
that which now employs thee. Thou 
art over-laboured in our cause." 

"Senator, I can but repeat my 
usual answer — I have a great trust 
to fulfil ! " 
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CHAPTER Vn. 



These formidable conspiracies 
quelled, the Barons nearly subdued, and 
three parts of the Papal territory re- 
united to Rome, Rienzi now deemed 
he might safely execute one of his 
fiivourite projects for the preservation 
of the liberties of his native city ; and 
this was to raise and organize in each 
quarter of Rome a Roman Legion. 
Armed in the defence of their own 
institutions, he thus trusted to esta- 
blish amongst her own citizens the 
only soldiery requisite for Rome. 

But so base were the tools with 
which this great man was condemned 
to work out his noble schemes, that 
none could be found to serve their own 
country, without a pay equal to that 
demanded by foreign hirelings. With 
the insolence so peculiar to a race 
that has once been great, each Roman 
said, "Am I not better than a Ger- 
man ? — Pay me, then, accordingly." 

The Senator smothered his disgust 
— he had learned at last to know that 
the age of the Catos was no more. 
From a daring enthusiast, experience 
had converted him into a practical 
statesman. The Legions were neces- 
sary to Rome — they were formed — 
gallant their appearance and faultless 
their caparisons. How were they to 
be paid 'i! There was but one means 
to maintain Rome — Rome must be 
taxed. A gabelle was put upon wine 
and salt. 

The Proclamation ran thus : — 

"Romans! raised to the rank of 
your Senator, my whole thought has 
been for your liberties and welfare; 
already treason defeated in the City, 
our banners triumphant 'without, 
attest the favour with which the Deity 
regards men who seek to unite liberty 



with law. Let us set an example to 
Italy and the World! Let us prove 
that the Roman sword can guard the 
Roman Forum ! In each Rione of 
the City is provided a Legion of the 
Citizens, collected from the traders 
and artisans of the town ; they allege 
that they cannot leave their callings 
without remuneration. Your Senator 
calls upon you willingly to assist in 
your own defence. He has given you 
liberty ; he has restored to you peace : 
your oppressors are scattered over the 
earth. He asks you now to preserve 
the treasures you have gained. To 
be free, you must sacrifice some- 
thing; for freedom, what sacrifice' 
too great ] Confident of your support, 
I at length, for the first time, exert 
the right entrusted to me by ofl&ce 
— and for Rome's salvation I tax the 
Romans !" 

Then followed the announcement, 
of the gabelle. 

The Proclamation was set up in the 
public thoroughfares. Round one of 
the placards a crowd assembled. Their 
gestures were vehement and unguarded 

their eyes sparkled — they conversed 
low, but eagerly. 

" He dares to tax us, then ! Why,, 
the Barons or the Pope could not 
do more than that ! " 

" Shame ! shame ! " cried a gaunt 
female ; " we, who were his friends ! 
How are our little ones to get bread f* 

" He should have seized the Pope's 
money ! " quoth an honest wine- 
vender. 

"Ah! Pandulfo di Guide would 
have maintained an army at his own 
cost. He was a rich man. What 
insolence in the innkeeper's son to be 
a Senator ! " 
u 2 
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" We are not Romans if we suffer 
this ! " said a deserter from Palestrina. 

" Fellow- citizens ! " exclaimed 
gruffly a tall man, who had hitherto 
been making a clerk read to him the 
particulars of the tax imposed, and 
whose heavy brain at length under- 
stood that wine was to be made dearer 
— " Fellow-citizeas, we must have a 
new revolution ! This is indeed gra- 
titude I What have we benefited by 
restoring this man ! Are we always 
to be ground to the dust 1 To pay — 
pay — pay ! Is that all we are fit for 1" 

" Hark to Cecco del Vecchio ! " 

" No, no ; not now," growled the 
smith. " To-night the artificers have a 
special meeting. We 'Usee — ^we'll see !" 

A young man, muffled in a cloak, 
who had not been before observed, 
touched the smith. 

" Whoever storms the Capitol the 
day after to-morrow at the dawn," he 
whispered, ''shall find the guards 
absent!" 

He was gone before the smith could 
look round. 

The same night Rienzi, retiring to 
rest, said to Angelo Villani — "A 
bold but necessary measure this of 
mine ! How do the people take it ] " 



" They murmur a little, but seem 
to recognise the necessity. Cecco del 
Vecchio tocw the loudest grumbler, 
but is now the loudest approver." 

"The man is rough; he once 
deserted me; — but then that fatal 
excommunication ! He and the Ro- 
mans learned a bittisr lesson in that 
desertion, and experience has, I trust, 
taught them to be honest. AVell, 
if this tax be raised quietly, in 
two years Rome will be again the 
Queen of Italy ; — her army manned — 
her Republic formed; and then — 
then " 

"Then what. Senator?" 

"Why then, my Angelo, Cola di 
Rienzi may die in peace ! There is a 
want which a profound experience of 
power and pomp brings at last to us 
— a want gnawing as that of hunger, 
wearing as that of sleep ! — my A ngelo, 
it 18 the want to die ! " 

" My Lord, I would give this right 
hand," cried Villani, earnestly, " to 
hear you say you were attached to 
life!" 

" You are a good youth, Angelo ! " 
said Rienzi, as he passed to Nina's 
chamber ; and in her smile and wist- 
ful tenderness, forgot for a while — 
that he was a great man ! 



CHAPTER VIII. 



THE THRESHOLD OF THE EVENT. 



The next morning the Senator of 
Rome held high Court in the Capitol. 
From Florence, from Padua, from 
Pisa, even from Milan, (the dominion 
of the Visconti,) from Gknoa, from 
Naples,— came Ambassadors to wel- 
come his return, or to thank him for 
having freed Italy from the freebooter 
De Montreal. Venice alone, who held 
in herp&j the Grand Company, stood 



aloof. Never had Rienzi seemed more 
prosperous and more powerful, and 
never had he exhibited a more easy 
and cheerful majesty of demeanour. 

Scarce was the audience over, when 
a messenger arrived from Palestrina. 
The town had surrendered, the Colonna 
had departed, and the standard of the 
Senator waved from the walls of the 
last hold of the rebellious Barons 
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Eome might now at length consider 
herself free, and not a foe seemed left 
to menace the repose of Rienzi. 

The Court dissolved. The Senator, 
elated and joyous, repaired towards 
his private apartments, previous to 
the banquet given to the Ambassa- 
dors. Villani met him with his wonted 
sombre aspect. 

" Ko sadness to-day, my Angelo," 
said the Senator, gaily ; " Palestrina 
is ours ! " 

" I am glad to hear such news, and 
to see my Lord of so fair a mien," 
answered Angelo. " Does he not now 
desire life ] " 

"Till Roman virtue revives, per- 
haps — ^yes ! But thus are we fools of 
Fortune ; — to-day glad — to-morrow 
dejected ! " 

" To-morrow," repeated Yillani, 
mechanically : " Ay — ^to-morrow per- 
haps dejected." 

"Thou playest with my words, 
boy," said Rienzi, half angrily, as he 
turned away. 

But Villani heeded not the dis- 
pleasure of his Lord. 

The banquet was thronged and 
brilliant ; and Rienzi that day, with- 
out an effort, played the courteous 
host. 

Milanese, Paduan, Pisan, Neapo- 
litan, vied with each other in attract- 
ing the smiles of the potent Senator. 
Prodigal were their compliments — 
lavish their promises of support. 
No monarch in Italy seemed more 
securely throned. 

The banquet was over (as usual on 
state occasions) at an early hour ; and 
Rienzi, somewhat heated with wine, 
strolled forth alone from the Capitol. 
Bending his solitary steps towards the 
Palatine, he saw the pale and veil-like 
mists that succeed the sunset, gather 
over the wild grass which waves above 
the Palace of the Ceesars. On a mound 
of ruins (column and arch overthrown) 
he stood, with folded arms, musing 
and intent. In the distance lay the 



melancholy tombs of the Campagna, 
and the circling hills, crested with 
the purple hues soon to melt beneath 
the starlight. Not a breeze stirred 
the dark cypress and unwaving pine. 
There was something awful in the 
stillness of the skies, hushing the 
desolate grandeur of the earth below. 
Many and mingled were the thoughts 
that swept over Rienzi's breast : 
memory was busy at his heart. How 
often, in his youth, had he trodden 
the same spot! — what visions had 
he nursed ! — what hopes conceived ! 
In the turbulence of his later life. 
Memory had long slept ; but at that 
hour, she re-asserted her shadowy 
reign with a despotism that seemed 
prophetic. He was wandering — ^a boy, 
with his young brother, harid in hand^ 
by the river side at eve : anon he saw 
a pale face and gory side, and once 
more uttered his imprecations of 
revenge I His first successes, his 
virgin triumphs, his secret love, his 
fame, his power, his reverses, the 
hermitage of Maiella, the dungeon of 
Avignon, the triumphal return to 
Rome, — all swept across his breast 
with a distinctness as if he were living 
those scenes again ! — ^and now ! — ^he 
shrunk from the present, and des- 
cended the hill. The moon, already 
risen, shed her light over the Forum, 
as he passed through its mingled 
ruins. By the Temple of Jupiter, two 
figures suddenly emerged ; the moon- 
light fell upon their &ces, and Rienzi 
recognised Cecco del Vecchio and 
Angelo Villani. They saw him not ; 
but, eagerly conversing, disappeared 
by the Arch of Trajan. 

" Villani ! ever active in my ser- 
vice!" thought the Senator; "me- 
thinks this morning I spoke to him 
harshly — it was churlish in me ! " 

He re-entered the Phice of the 
Capitol — he stood by the staircase of 
the Lion ; there was a red stain upon 
the pavement, unobliterated since 
Montreal's execution, and the Senator 
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drew himself aside with an inward 
shudder. Was it the ghastly and 
spectral light of the Moon, or did the 
&ce of that old Egyptian Monster 
wear an aspect that was as of life? 
The stony eyeballs seemed bent upon 
him with a malignant scowl ; and as 
he passed on, and looked behind, they 
appeared almost pretematurally to 
follow his steps. A chill, he knew 
not why, sonk into his heart. He 
hastened to regain his palace. The 
sentinels made way for him. 

'' Senator," said one of them, donbt- 
Ingly, "Messere Angelo Yillani is 
oar new captain — ^we are to obey his 
orders r* 

" Assuredly," returned the Senator, 
passing on. The man lingered un- 
eauly, as if he would have spoken, 
hut Bienzi observed it not. Seeking 
his chamber, he found Nina and Irene 
waiting for him. His heart yearned 
to his wife. Care and toil had of late 
driven her from his thoughts, and he 
felt it remorsefolly, as he gazed upon 
her noble &ce, softened by the s(^ci- 
tude of untiring and anxious love. 

''Sweetest," said he, winding his 
arms around her t^iderly ; '' thy lips 
never chide me, but thine eyes some- 
times do ! We have been apart too 
long. Brighter days dawn upon us, 
when I shall have leisure to thank 
thee for all thy care. And you, my 
fair sister, you smile on me ! — ah, 
you have heard that your lover, ere 
this, is released by the cession of 
Palestrinay and to-morrow's sun will 
.see him at your feet. Despite all the 
cares of the day, I remembered thee, 
my Irene, and sent a messenger to 
hring back the blush to that pale 
4ih6ek. Gomit, come^ we shall be 
happy again ! " And with that domes- 
iiic fondness common to him, when 
harsher thoughts permitted, he sate 
himself beside the two persons dearest 
to his hearth and heart. 

** So happy— if we could have many 
hoars like thisl" monnuied Kina, 



sinking on his breast. *' Yet some- 
times I wish " 

"And I too," interrupted il^enzi; 
" for I read thy woman's thought — I 
too sometimes wish that fat-e had 
placed us in the lowlier valleyB of 
life ! But it may come yet ! Irene 
wedded to Adrian — Rome married to 
Liberty — and then, Nina, methinks 
you and I would find some quiet her- 
mitage, and talk over old gauds and 
triumphs, as of a summer's dream. 
Beautiful, kiss me ! Oouldat thou 
resign these pomps 1 " 

" For a desert with ^kee, Cola ! " 

" Let me reflect," resumed Rienzi ; 
" is not to-day the seventh of October 1 
Yes ! on the seventh, be it noted, my 
foes yielded to my power ! Seven ! 
my fated number, whether ominous 
of good or evil ! Seven months did 
I reign as Tribune — seven* years was 
I absent as an exile ; to-morrow^, that 
sees me without an enemy, completes 
my seventh week of return ! " 

" And seven was the number of the 
crowns the Roman Convents and the 
Roman Council awarded thee, after 
the ceremony which gave thee the 
knighthood of the SarUo Spirtto / " + 
said Nina, adding, with woman's 
tender wit, " the brightest association 
of all!" 

" Follies seem these thoughts to 
others, and to philosophy, in truth. 



* There was the lapse of one year between 
the release of Rienzi from Avignon, and his 
triumphal retmn to Rome : a year chiefly 
spent in the campaign of Albomos. 

t This snperstition had an eoceuae in 
atrange historical coincidences; and the 
number seven was indeed to Rienzi what 
the 3rd of September was to Cromwell. The 
ceremony of the seven crowns which he 
received after his knighthood, on tite nature 
of which ridiculous ignorance has been 
shown by numy recent writers, was, in 
fact, principally a religions and typical do- 
nation, (eymbolioal of the gifts of the Holy 
Spirit,) conferred by the beads of oon- 
v«ut»-«Qd that part of the ceremony which 
was polittoal, was repubUoan, aot rc^gal 
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they are so," said Rienzi; "but all 
my life long, omen and type and 
shadow have linked themBelves to 
action and event : and the atmosphere 
of other men hath not been mine. 
Life itself a riddle, why should riddles 
amaze us 1 The Future !- — what mys- 
tery in the very word ! Had we lived 
all through the Past, since Time was, 
our profoundest oxperience of a thou- 
sand ages could not give us a guess of 
the events that wait the very moment 
we are about to enter ! Thus deserted 
by Reason, what wonder that we 
recur to the Lnagination, on which, 
by dream and symbol, God sometimes 
paints the likeness of things to come? 
Who can endure to leave the Future 
•all unguessed, and sit tamely down to 
^oan under the fardel of the Present 1 
No, no ! that which the foolish-wise call 
Fanaticism, belongs to the same part 
of us as Hope. Each but carries us 
onward — ^from a barren strand to a 
glorious, if unbounded sea. Each is 
the yearning for the Great Beyond, 
which attests our immortality. Each 
has its visions and chimeras — some 
false, but some true ! Yerily, a man 
who becomes great is often but made 
so by a kind of sorcery in his own 
soul — ^a Pythia which prophesies that 
he shall be great— and so renders the 
life one eflfort to fulfil the warning ! 
Is this folly] — ^it were so, if all things 



stopped at the grave ! But perhaps 
the very sharpening, and exercising, 
and elevating the JEaculties here — 
though but for a bootless end on 
earth — may be designed to fit tiie 
soul, thus quickened and ennobled, to 
some high destiny beyond the earth ! 

Who can tell 1 not I ! Let us 

pray!" 

While the Senator was thus em- 
ployed, Home in her various quartws 
presented less holy and quiet scenes. 

Li the fortress of the Orsini lights 
flitted to and fro, through the gratings • 
of the great court. Angelo Villani 
might be seen stealing from the 
postern-gate. Another hour, and the 
Moon was high in heaven; toward 
the ruins of the Colosseum, men, 
whose dress bespoke them of the 
lowest rank, were seen creeping from 
lanes and alleys, two by two ; from 
these ruins glided again the form of 
the son of Montreal Later yet — the 
Moon is sinking — a grey light break- 
ing in the East — and the gates of 
Rome, by St. John of Lateran, are 
open ! Villani is conversing with the 
sentries ! The Moon has set — the 
mountains are dim with a mournful 
and chilling haze — YiUani is before 
the palace of the Capitol — ^the only 
soldier there ! Where are the Roman 
legions that were to guard alike the 
freedom and the deliverer of Rome 1 



CHAPTER THE LAST. 

THE CLOSE OP THE CHASE. 



It was the morning of the 8th of 
October, 1354:. Rienzi, who rose 
betimes, stirred restlessly in his bed. 
"It is yet early," he said to Nina, 
whose soft arm was round his neck ; 
•" none of my people seem to be astir. 
Howbeit, my d%y begins before theirs." 



" Rest yet, my Cola ; you want 
sleep." 

" No ; I feel feverish, and this old 
pain in .the side torments me. I have 
letters to write." 

" Let me be your secretary, dearest," 
said Nina. , 
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Eienzi smiled affectionately as he 
rose ; he repaired to his closet adjoin- 
ing his sleeping apartment, and used 
the bath, as was his wont. Then 
dressing himself, he returned to Nina, 
who, already loosely robed, sate by the 
writing-table, ready for her oflSce of 
love. 

"How still are all things!" said 
Bienzi. " What a cool and delicious 
prelude, in these early hours, to the 
toilsome day." 

Leaning over his wife, he then dic- 
tated different letters, interrupting the 
task at times by such observations as 
crossed his mind. 

" So, now to Annibaldi ! By the way, 
young Adrian should join us to-day ; 
how I rejoice for Irene's sake ! " 

"Dear sister — ^yes! she loves, — if 
any. Cola, can so love, — as we do." 

" Well, but to your task, my fair 
scribe. Ha! what noise is that? I 
hear an armed step — the stairs creak 
— some one shouts my name." 

Eienzi flew to his sword ! the door 
was thrown rudely open, and a figure 
in complete armour appeared within 
the chamber. 

"How! what means this]" said 
Rienzi, standing before Kina, with his 
drawn sword. 

The intruder lifted his visor — it was 
Adrian Colonna. 

"Fly, Rienzi! — hasten, Signora ! 
Thank Heaven, I can save ye yet! 
Myself and train released by the cap- 
ture of Palestrina, the pain of my 
wound detained me last night at Tivoli. 
The town was filled with armed men 
— not ^^1716, Senator. I heard rumours 
that alarmed me. I resolved to pro- 
ceed onward — I reached Rome, the 
gates of the city were wide open ! " 

"How!" 

"Your guard gone. Presently I 
came upon a band of the retainers of 
the Savelli. My insignia, as a Colonna, 
misled them. I learned that this very 
hour some of your enemies are within 
the city, the rest are on their march 



— the people themselves arm against 
you. In the obscurer streets I passed 
through, the mob were alrea4y form- 
ing. They took me for thy foe, and 
shouted. I came hither — thy sentries 
have vanished. The private door 
below is unbarred and open. Not a 
soul seems left in thy palace. Haste 
— fly — save thyself! — Where is Irene 1 " 

"The Capitol deserted! — impos- 
sible ! " cried RienzL He strode 
across the chambers to the ante-room, 
where his night-guard usually waited 
— it was empty ! He passed hastily to 
Villani's room — it was untenanted! 
He would have passed farther, but the 
doors were secured without. It was 
evident that all egress had been cut off, 
save by the private door below, — and 
that had been left open to admit his 
murtherers ! 

He returned to his room — Nina had 
already gone to rouse and prepare 
Irene, whose chamber was on the other 
side, within one of their own. 

" Quick, Senator ! " said Adrian. 
"Methinks there is yet time. We 
must make across to the Tiber. I have 
stationed my faithful squires and 
Northmen there. A boat waits ns." 

" Hark ! " interrupted Rienzi, whose 
senses had of late been preternaturally 
quickened. " I hear a distant shout 
— ^a familiar shout, ' Viva 1 Popolo • ' 
Why, so say I ! These must be friends." 

"Deceive not thyself; thou hast 
scarce a friend at Rome." 

" Hist !" said Rienzi, in a whisper ; 
" save Nina — save Irene. I cannot 
accompany thee." 

" Art thou mad ?" 

" No ! but fearless. Besides, did 
I accompany, I might but destroy 
you all. Were I found with you, you 
would be massacred with me. With- 
out me ye are safe. Yes, even the 
Senator's wife and sister have pro- 
voked no revenge. Save them, noble 
Colonna ! Cola di Rienzi puts his> 
trust in God alone ! " 

By this time Nina had returned ; 
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Irene with her. Afar was heard the 
tramp— steady — slow — gathering— of 
the fatal multitude. 

** Now, Cola," said Nina, with a 
bold and cheerful air, and she took 
her husband's arm, while Adrian had 
already found his charge in Irene. 

"Yes, wow, Nina!" said Rienzi; 
"at length we part! If this is my 
last hour — in my last hour I pray 
God to bless and shield thee ! for 
verily, thou hast been my exceeding 
solace — provident as a parent, tender 
as a child, the smile of my hearth, 
the— the " 

Eienzi was almost unmanned. Emo- 
tions, deep, conflicting, unspeakably 
fond and grateful, literally choked his 
speech. 

" What !" cried Nina, clinging to 
his breast, and parting her hair from 
her eyes, as she sought his averted 
face. " Part ! — never ! This is my 
place — all Rome shall not tear me 
from it!" 

Adrian, in despair, seized her hand, 
and attemped to drag her thence. 

" Touch me not, sir!" said Nina, 
waving her arm with angry majesty, 
while her eyes sparkled as a lioness, 
whom the huntsmen would sever 
from her young. " I am the wife of 
Cola di Rienzi, the Great Senator 
of Rome, and by his side will I live 
and die!" 

" Take her hence : quick !— quick ! 
I hear the crowd advancing." 

Irene tore herself from Adrian, and 
fell at the feet of Rienzi — ^she clasped 
his knees. 

" Come, my brother, come ! Why 
lose these precious moments ? Rome 
forbids you to cast away a life in which 
her very self is bound up." 

" Right, Irene ; Rome is bound up 
with me, and we will rise or fall to- 
gether ! — no more ! " 

" You destroy us all ! " said Adrian, 
with generous and impatient warmth. 
" A few minutes more, and we are 
lost. Rash man ! it is not to fall by 



an infuriate mob that you have been 
preserved from so many dangers." 

" I believe it," said the Senator, as 
his tall form seemed to dilate as with 
the greatness of his own soul. " I 
shall triumph yet \ Never shall mine 
enemies — never shall posterity say 
that a second time Eienzi abandoned 
Rome I Hark ! ' Viva '1 Popolo !' still 
the cry of ' The People.' That cry 
scares none but tyrants! I shall 
triumph and survive !" 

"And I with thee!" said Nina, 
firmly. Rienzi paused a moment, 
gazed on his wife, passionately clasped 
her to his heart, kissed her again and 
again, and then said, " Nina, I com- 
mand thee, — Go !" 

"Never!" 

He paused. Irene's fece, drowned 
in tears, met his eyes. 

" We will all perish with you," said 
his sister ; " you only, Adrian, you 
leave us !" 

" Be it so," said the Knight, sadly ; 
" we will aU remain," and he desisted 
at once from further effort. 

There was a dead but short pause, 
broken but by a convulsive sob from 
Irene. The tramp of the raging 
thousands sounded fearfully distinct. 
Rienzi seemed lost in thought — then 
lifting his head, he said, calmly, " Ye 
have triumphed — I join ye — I but 
collect these papers, and follow you. 
Quick, Adrian — save them !" and he 
pointed meaningly to Nina. 

Waiting no other hint, the young 
Colonna seized Nina in his strong 
grasp— with his left hand he sup- 
ported Irene, who with terror and 
excitement was almost insensible. 
Rienzi relieved him of the lighter 
load— he took his sister in his arms, 
and descended the winding stairs. 
Nina remained passive — she heard 
her husband's step J)ehind, it was 
enough for her — she but turned once 
to thank him with her eyes. A tall 
Northman clad in armour stood at 
the open door. Rienzi placed Irene, 
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now perfectly lifelese, in tlie Boldier's 
arms, and kissed her pale cheek in 
silence. 

" Quick, my Lord," said ihe North- 
man, " on all sides they come ! " So 
saying, he bounded down the descent 
with his burthen. Adrian followed 
with Nina; the Senator paused one 
moment, turned back, and was in his 
room ere Adrian was aware that he 
liad vanished. 

Hastily he drew the coverlid from 
his bed, fastened it to the casement 
bars, and by its aid dropped (at a 
distance of several feet) into the bal- 
cony below. "I will not die like a 
rat," said he, " in the trap they have 
set for me ! The whole crowd shall, at 
least, see and hear me." 

This was the work of a moment. 

Meanwhile, Nina had scarcely pro- 
ceeded six paces, before she discovered 
that she was alone with Adrian. 

" Ha ! Cola ! " she cried, " where 
. is he] he has gone ! " 

" Take heart. Lady, he has returned 
but for some secret papers he has 
forgotten. He will follow «is anon." 

" Let us wait, then." 

" Lady," said Adrian, grinding his 
teeth, " hear you not the crowd 1 — on, 
on ! " and he flew with a swifter step. 
Nina struggled in his grasp — Love 
^ve her the strength of despair. 
With a wild laugh she broke from 
him. She flew back — the door was 
closed — but unbarred — her trembling 
hands lingered a moment round the 
spring. She opened it, drew the 
heavy bolt across the panels, and 
frustrated all attempt from Adrian 
to regain her. She was on the stairs, 
— she was in the room. Eienzi was 
gone ! She fled, shrieking his name, 
through the State Chambers — all was 
desolate. She found the doors opening 
•on the various passages Ihat admitted 
to the rooms below barred without. 
Breathless and gasping, she returned 
to the chamber. She hurried to the 
casement— she perceived the method 



by which he had descended below — 
her brave heart UAdi her <^ his brave 
design; — she saw they were separated, 
— " But the same roof holds us," she 
cried, joyously, "and our fate shall 
be the same!" With that thought 
she sank in mute patienee on tke 
floor. 

Forming the generous iwsolve not 
to abandon the faithful aad devoted 
pair without another eflfort, Adrian 
had followed Nina, but too Late — the 
door was closed against his efforts. 
The crowd mardbed on — he heard 
their cry change on a sudden — it was 
no longer " Live the Psopi^ ! " but, 
" Death to the Traitor ! " His 
attendant had already disappeared, 
and waking now only to the danger 
of Irene, the Colonna in bitter grief 
turned away, lightly sped down the 
descent, and hastened to the river 
side, where the boat and his band 
awaited him. 

The balcony on which Kienzi had 
alighted was that from which he had 
been accustomed to address the peo]|^ 
— ^it comnnmicated with a vast hall 
used on solemn occasions ibr State 
festivals — and on either side were 
square projecting towers, whose gmted 
casements looked into the balcony. 
One of these towers was deyx>ted to 
the annory, the other contai&ed the 
prison of Brettone, the brother «f 
Montreal. Beyond the latter tower 
was the general prison of the Capitol. 
For then the priscm asnd the palace 
were in awful neighbourhood ! 

The windows of the Hall wwe yet 
open — and Ilienzi passed into it fix)m 
the balcony — ^the witness of the yes- 
terday's banquet was stiU, t^ere — ^the 
wine, yet undried, crimsoned tine floor, 
and goblets of gold .and silver shone 
from the recesses. He proceeded at 
once to the armory, and selected from 
the various suits that which he him- 
self had worn when, nearly- ei^t 
years ago, he had chased the Barons 
from the gates of Jlome. fie arrayed 
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himself in the mail^ leaving only his 
head uncovered ; and then taking, in 
his right hand^ from the wall, the 
great GonMon of Rome, returned 
once more to the hall. Not a man 
encountered him. In that vast build- 
ing, save the prisoners, and the faithful 
Nina, whose presence he knew not of 
— ^the Senator was alone. 

On th^ came, no longer in mea- 
sured order, as stream after stream — 
from lane, from alley, from palace 
and from hovel — the raging sea 
received new additions. On they 
came — their passions excited by their 
numbers — women and men, children 
and malignant age-r-in all the awful 
array of aroused, released, unresisted 
physical strength and brutal wrath; 
** Death to the traitor — death to the 
tyrant — death to him who has taxed 
the people ! " — "Mora V traditore che 
Jul fatta la gaJbeUa ! — Mora ! " Such 
was the cry of the people — such the 
•crime of the Senator! They broke 
over the low palisades of the Capitol 
— they filled with one sudden rush 
the vast space ; — a moment before so 
desolate, — now swarming with human 
beings athirst for blood ! 

Suddenly came a dead silence, and 
on the balcony above stood Rienzi — 
his head was bared and the morning 
fiun shone over that lordly brow, and 
the hair grown grey before its time, in 
the service of that maddening multi- 
tude. Pale and erect he stood — 
neither fioar, nor anger, nor menace 
— but deep grief and high resolve — 
upon his features! A momentary 
shame — a momentary awe seized the 
<jrowd. 

He pointed to. the Gonfalon, 
wrought with the Republican motto 
and arms of Rome, and thus he 
began: — 

''I too am a Roman and a Citizen ; 
hear me!" 

" Hear him not ! hear him not ! his 
&lse tongue can charm away our 
^nses 1 " cried a voice loader than his 



own; and Rienzi recognised Cecco 
del Vecchio. 

"Hear him not! down with the 
tyrant!" cried a more shrill and 
youthful tone ; and by the side of the 
artisan stood Angelo Yillani. 

" Hear him not ! death to the death- 
giver ! " cried a voice close at hand, 
and from the grating of the neigh- 
bouring prison glared near upon him, 
as the eye of a tiger, the vengeful 
gaze of the brother oS. Montreal. 

Then from Earth to Heaven rose 
the roar — "Down with the tyrant — 
down with him who taxed the people !" 

A shower of stones rattled on the 
mail of the Senator, — still he stirred 
not. No changing muscle betokened 
fear. His persuasion of his own won- 
derful powers of eloquence, if he could 
but be heard, inspired him yet with 
hope ; he stood collected in his own 
indignant, but determinnd thoughts ; 
— but the knowledge of that very 
eloquence was now his deadliest foe. 
The leaders of the multitude trembled 
lest he shovld be heard; " and doubt- 
less," says the contanporaneous bio- 
grapher, " Jiad he but spoken Jie would 
have changed them all, and the work 
been marred." 

The soldiers of the Barons had 
already mixed themselves with the 
throng — more deadly weapons than 
stones aided the wrath of the multi- 
tude — darts and arrows darkened the 
air ; and now a voice was heard shriek- 
ing, " Way for the torches ! " And 
red in the sunlight the torches tossed 
and waved, and danced to and fro, 
above the heads of the crowd, as if 
the fiends were let loose amongst the 
mob ! And what place in hell ha^ 
fiends like those a mad mob can fur- 
nish? Straw, and wood, and litter, 
were piled hastily round the great 
doors of the Capitol, and the smoke 
curled suddenly up, beating back the 
rush of the assailants. 

Rienzi was no longer \'isible, an 
arrow had pierced his hand — ^the right 
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hand that supported the flag of Rome 
— the right hand that had given a 
constitution to the Repuhlic. He 
retired from the storm into the deso- 
late haU. 

He sat down ; — and tears, springing 
from no weak and woman source, but 
tears from the loftiest fountain of 
emotion — tears that befit a warrior 
when his own troops desert him — a 
patriot when his countrymen rush to 
their own doom — a father when his 
children rebel against his love, — tears 
such as these forced themselves from 
his eyes and relieved, — but Hiey 
changed, his heart ! 

"Enough, enough!" he said, pre- 
sently rising and dashing the drops 
scornfully away; " I have risked, 
dared, toiled enough for this dastard 
and degenerate race. I will yet baffle 
their malice — I renounce the thought 
of which they are so little worthy ! — 
Let Rome perish ! — I feel, at last, 
that I am nobler than my country ! — 
she deserves not so high a sacrifice!" 

With that feeling, Death lost all 
the nobleness of aspect it had before 
presented to him ; and he resolved, in 
rery scorn of his ungrateful foes, in 
very defeat of their inhuman wrath, 
to make one effort for his life I He 
divested himself of his glittering arms ; 
his address, his dexterity, his crafb, 
returned to him; His active mind 
ran over the chances of disguise— of 
escape; — he left the hall — passed 
through the humbler rooms, devoted 
to the servitors and menials — ^found 
in one of them a coarse working garb 
— indued himself with it — placed upon 
his head some of the draperies and 
furniture of the palace, as if escaping 
with them; and said, with his old 
"fantastico riso"* — "When all other 
friends desert me, I may well forsake 
myself!" With that he awaited his 
occasion. 

Meanwhile the flames burnt fierce 



* ** Fantastic smile or laugh.' 



and fast; the outer door below was 
already consumed; from the apart- 
ment he had deserted the fire^burst 
out in volleys of smoke — the wood 
crackled — the lead melted — ^with a 
crash fell the severed gates — the 
dreadful entrance was opened to all 
the multitude — the proud Capitol of 
the Caesars was already tottering to 
its fall! — Now was the time! — he 
passed the flaming door — ^the smoul- 
dering threshold; — he passed the 
outer gate unscathed— he was in the 
middle of the crowd. " Plenty of 
pillage within," he said to the by- 
standers, in the Roman paJtois, his 
face concealed liy his load — " Suso, 
8US0 a gliu traditore!'** The moli 
rushed past him — he went on — he 
gained the last stair descending into 
the open streets — he was at the last 
gate — liberty and life were before him. 

A soldier (one of his own) seized 
him. " Pass not — ^whither goest thour 

"Beware, lest the Senator escape 
disguised!" cried a voice behind — ^it 
was Villani's. The concealing load 
was torn from his head — ^Rienzi stood 
revealed I 

" I am the Senator !" he said in a 
loud voice. *' Who dare touch the 
Representative of the People?" 

The multitude were round him in 
an instant. Not led, but rather hur- 
ried and whirled along, the Senator 
was borne to the Place of the Lion. 
With the intense glare of the bursting 
flames, the grey image reflected a lurid 
light, and glowed — (that grim and 
solemn monument!) — as if itself of 
fire! 

There arrived, the crowd gave way, 
terrified by the greatness of their 
victim. Silent he stood, and turned 
his fiice around ; nor could the squalor 
of his garb, nor the terror of the hour, 
nor the proud grief of detection, abate 
the majesty of his mien, or reassure 
the courage of the thousands who 



♦ " Down, down with the traitor.** 
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gathered, gazing, round him. The 
whole Capitol wrapped in fire, lighted 
■with ghastly pomp the immense 
multitude. Down the long vista of 
the streets extended the fiery light 
and the serried throng, till the crowd 
closed with the gleaming standards 
of the Colonna — the Orsini — the 
Savelli ! Her true tyrants were march- 
ing into Rome ! As the sound of 
their approaching horns and trumpets 
broke upon the burning air, the mob 
seemed to regain their courage. Rienzi 
prepared to speak ; his first word was 
as the signal of his own death. 

"Die, tyrant!" cried Cecco del 
Vecchio : and he plunged his dagger 
in the Senator's breast. 

*' Die, executioner of Montreal ! " 
muttered Villani : " thus the trust is 
fulfilled ! " and his was the second 
stroke. Then as he drew back, and 
saw the artisan in all the drunken 
fury of his brute passion, tossing up 
his cap, shouting aloud, and spurning 
the fallen lion, — the young man gazed 
upon him with a look of withering 
aud bitter scorn, and said, while he 
sheathed his blade, and slowly turned 
to quit the crowd, 

" Fool, miserable fool ! thou and 
these at least had no blood of kin- 
dred to avenge ! " 

They heeded not his words — they 
saw him not depart ; for as Rienzi, 
without a word, without a groan, fell 
to the earth, — as the roaring waves of 
the multitude closed over him, — a 
voice, shrill, sharp, and wild, was 
heard above all the clamour. At the 
casement of the Palace, (the casement 
of her bridal chamber,) Nina stood ! 
— through the flames that burst below 
and around, her face and outstretched 
arms alone visible ! Ere yet the 



sound of that thrilling cry passed 
from the air, down with a mighty 
crash thundered that whole wing of 
the Capitol, — a blackened and smoul- 
dering mass. 

At that hour, a solitary boat was 
gliding swiftly along the Tiber. Rome 
was at a distance, but the lurid glow 
of the conflagration cast its reflection 
upon the placid and glassy stream : 
fair beyond description was the land- 
scape ; soft beyond all art of Painter 
and of Poet, the sunlight quivering 
over the autumnal herbage, and hush- 
ing into tender calm the waves of the 
golden River ! 

Adrian's eyes were strained towards 
the towers of the Capitol, distin- 
guished by the flames from the spires 
and domes around; — senseless, and 
clasped to his guardian breast, Irene 
was happily unconscious of the hor- 
rors of the time. 

"They dare not — they dare not," 
said the brave Colonna, " touch a hair 
of that sacred head ! — if Rienzi fall, 
the liberties of Rome fall for ever! 
As those towers that surmount the 
flames, the pride and monument of 
Rome, he shall rise above the dangers 
of the hour. Behold, still unscathed 
amidst the raging element, the Capitol 
itself is his emblem !" 

Scarce had he spoken, whwi a vast 
volume of smoke obscured the fires 
afar off^, a dull crash (deadened by 
the distance) travelled to his ear, and 
the next moment, the towers on which 
he gazed had vanished from the scene, 
and one intense and sullen glare 
seemed to settle over the atmosphere, 
— ^making all Rome itself the funeral 
pyre of the Last op the Roman 
Tkibunes ! 
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SOME REMARKS ON THE LIFE AND CHARACTEa OF RIENZI. 



Ths principal authority from vhich his- 
torians have taken their account of the life 
and times of Bienzi is a very curious biogra- 
phy, by some unknown contemporary ; and 
this, which is in the Boman ptttois of the 
time, has been rendered not quite unfamiliar 
to the French and English read^ by the work 
of P^re du Cerceau, called ** Conjuration de Ni- 
colas Gabini, dit de Rienzi,"* which has atonce 
pilla^red and deformed the Roman biographer. 
The biography I refer to was published (and 
the errors of the former editions revised) 
by Muratori in his great collection ; and has 
lately been reprinted separately in an im- 
proved text, accompanied by notes of much 
discrimination and scholastic taste, and a com- 
ment upon that celebrated poem of Petrarch, 
" Spirto Gentil," which the majority of 
Italian critics have concurred in considering 
addressed to Ricnzi, in spite of the ingenious 
arguments to the contrary by the Abb6 de 
Sade. 

This biography has been generally lauded 
for its rare impartiality. And the author 
docs, indeed, praise and blame alike with a 
most singular appearance of stolid candour. 
The worj^ in truth, is one of those not un- 
common proofs, of whidi Boswell's " John- 
son" is the most striking, that a very valuable 
book may be written by a very silly man. 
The biographer of Bienzi appears more like 
the historian of Rienzi's clothes, so minute is 
he on all details of their colour and qiudity — 
BO silent is he upon everything that could 
throw light upon the motives of their 
wearer. In fact, granting the writer every 
desire to be impartial, he is too foolish to be 
so. It requires some devemess to judge 
accorately of a very clever man in very difll- 
cult circumstances ; and the worthy biogra- 
pher is utterly incapable of giving us any 
clue to the actions of Rienzi— utterly unable 
to explain the conduct of the man by the 
circumstances of the time. The weakness 
of his vision causes him, therefore, often to 
squint. We must add to his want of wisdom 
a want of truth, which the Herodotus-like sim- 
plicity of his style frequently conceals. He 
describes things which had no witness as 
precisely and distinctly as those which he 



• See foT a specimen of the singular blvinden of the 
Frenchmen's work. Appendix II. 



himself had seen. For instaaoe^ belore the 
death of Bienzi, in those avrftu. nMrnents 
when the Senator was alone, unheard, qsp 
seen, he oooUy infbrms us of eaeh nwtfam, 
and each thought of Rienzl's, with as mndi 
detail as if Rienzi had returned firom the. 
grave to assist his narration. These obvioos 
inventions have been adopted by Gibboa aad 
others with more good faitii than the laiiB of 
evidence would warrant. Still, however, to 
a patient and cautions reader the biocnphj 
may furnish a much better notion ot lunsTs 
character, than we can glean from the his- 
torians who have borrowal firom it pieoemeaL 
Such a reader will discard all tktd w r Ua r ^ 
reasonings, will think little of his praise or 
blame, and regard only the fietcts he narrates, 
judging them true or doubtful, aecordiiv as 
the writer had the epportunitieB of bsfaig 
himself the observer. Thus examining, the 
reader will find evidmce sufficient <^Runn*s 
genius and Rienzi's failings: Careftilly dis- 
tinguishing between the period of his power 
as Tribune, and that of his power as Senator, 
he will find the Tribune vain, haughty, food 
of display ; but, despite the reasonings <tf tiie 
biographer, he will not recc^mse those &nlts 
in the Senator. On the other hand, he will 
notice the diflSerenoe between youth and 
maturity— hope and experience ; he wiU 
notice in the Tribune vast ambition, great 
schemes, enterprising activity— irhick sober 
into less gorgeous and more quiet eoloors in 
the portrait of the Senator. He will find 
that in neither instanee did Riensi UU. fron 
his own faults— he will find that the vulgar 
moral of ambition, blasted by its own ex- 
cesses, is not the true moral of the T 
life ; he will find that, both in his ; 
as Tribune, and his death as Senator, . 
f elk from ih^ vices of the People, The TW- 
bune was a victim to ignorant covaxdiee — 
the Senator, a victim to ferodons avarice. It 
is this which modem historians have foiled 
to represent. Gibbon records ri^htiy, that 
the Count of Minorbino entered Rome with 
one hundred and fifty soldiers, and barrica- 
doed the quarter of the Colonna— that the bell 
of the Capitol sounded— that Rienzi addressed 
the People— that they were silent and inactive 
—and that Rienzi then abdicated tha govern- 
ment. But for this he calls Rienzi " pusi'Ia- 
nimous." Is not that epithet to be applied 
to the Peopief Rienzi invoked them to 
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move against the Robber-— the People refused 
to obey. Bienzi wished to fight— the People 
reftised to stir. It was not tite eause of 
Kienzi aloae which demanded their exertions 
—it was the canse of the Teople—theirSf 
not his^ the sfaame^ if one hundred and fifty 
foreign soldiers mastered Rome, overthrew 
their liberties, and restored their tyrants! 
Whatcrer Rienzi's sins, whatever his onpo- 
polarity, Meir flreedom, their lawtj their re- 
public, were at stake ; and these they sur- 
rendered to one hundred and fifty hirelings ! 
This is the fiswt that damns them ! But Rienzi 
was not unpopular when he addressed and 
conjured them: they found no fault with 
him. "The sighs and the greans of the 
People," says Sismondi, justly, " replied to 
hi8,''^they could weep, but they would not 
fight. This strange apathy the modem his- 
torians have not accounted for, yet the 
principal cause was obvious— Rienri was cx- 
communieatedf* In stating the fact, these 
writers have seemed to think that excommu- 
nication in Rcmie, in the fourteenth century, 
prodnced no eflSect !— the eflFect it did pro- 
duce I have endeavoured in these pages to 
convey. 

The causes of the second fall and final 
murder of Rienzi are equally misstated by 
modem narrators. It was from no fault of 
hie— no injustice, no cruelty, no extravagance 
— It viras not fix)m the execution of Montreal, 
nor that of Pandulfo di Guido— «Y wasfi-om a 
gabelle on wine and salt that he fell. To 
preserve Rome from the tyrasta it was 
necessary to maintain an armed force; to 
pay the force a tax was necessary ; the tax 
was imposed- aad the multitude joined with 
the tyrants, and their cry was, ** Perish the 
traitor uho has made the gabelle /'* This was 
their cmly charge — this the only crime that 
their passions and their fury could cite 
against him. 

The faults of Rienzi are sufficiently visible, 
and I have not unsi»ringly shewn them ; but 
we must judge men, not according as they 
approach perfection, but according as their 
good or bad qualities prcponderato- their 



eJ?rr[kc Id tht Icittaiit'e uf Ucenti^ tram a fyst ibat it 
WiJnld t^ Enlcn:rtEti|f nnd cjmy to ettliLflUb ; Til,, tblt 
licwed kb rLw ij much tu relljri'int Attn tItU r^uncn, 
Uc liidtfxl tvirlEhtl^ tio be ti rcfFf^ijoufl k:j^]?inor, jlU 
!«» dniei», rtrpinadlj!*, and * ntehVFUidK, *cre fif a 
FE%iiHi» ckAMncr. TliC ibaukt Ti)vk port witb Iiia 
cnierpiii?, nnd Ruined tu tte revDlLitim, Ill^lFttt^m 
ari: fuli ot BLjvitc*! nuatif iwA. Hlii refrreitce* to 

rAtwni tn ber CbrtitlnD l^aqilA, Tbe Vible, nt tIjAt 
time UttJc m4 by tbc ps^lic rivilwnB atUaHj. in. con- 
EitKiillrlilbtaltandlpAwl kte lElEtreMCa itu Jtfrd wlKb 
TCAtli, JllB ¥wy ffUTACDtl iFeru OEtomf d wil b NicrE J 
aij4 hJj'vti'TloDi KKDUeroa. Ko ilnul^L ihe emnjaui^ 
ortab KnlpbtboQil, « hick GiblKni H^li(»nl(M aa an set 
of men Tidtrj, waabut anotber oMii* m'Mirimw mra- 
TBfqKT*; tarbt p€cul]t.T\yiie>i\taXihi]iXt>. KnlgHtbocil 
tQ iJietcTfitConW iSinla Hjhiritni and bLi DAtllilf 
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hiiD a taeietic ; tot Ik euiatiiMl a ehajt^c undpr thff 
mUd fanaruiu^ which ■ retitu-'r or tvo bcftirp. nm 
CfUtUrrartwa aftem sjiIl w«jiibUibvciuflklrd In haTC 
«i^n(BdlGrEE<n Itii;u2iji to tbe ttR,kt\ I hjive dwelt the 
iilOft Upon this pciinL bcc^n^P, If it be &bo«li that 
fniflaun camt'B 0]^rara4 wiik ihose tJl' liberty; i*a 



talents or their weaknesses— the benefits they 
eflfected, the evil they wrought. For a man 
who rose to so great a power, Rienzi's faults 
were singularly few— crimes he committed 
none. He is almost the only man who ever 
rose from the rank of a citizen to a power 
equal to that of monarchs vnthout a single 
act of violence or treachery. When in power, 
he was vain, ostentatious, and imprudent, — 
always an enthusiast — often a fanatic*; but his 
very faults had greatness of soul, smd his very 
ISanaticism at once supported his enthusiastus 
daring, and proved his earnest honesty. It 
is evident that no heinous charge could be 
brought against him even by his enemies, for 
all the accusations to which he was subjected, 
when excommunicated, exiled, fallen, were 
for two offences which Petrarch rightly 
deemed the proofe of his virtue and his glory : 
first, for dedarirg Rome to be ftee ; secondly, 
for pretending that the Romans had a right 
of choice in the election of the Roman Empe- 
ror.* Stem, just, and inflexible, as he wa» 
when Tribune, his fault was never that of 
wanton cruelty. The accusation against him, 
made by the gentle Petrarch, indeed, was that 
he was not determined enough— that he did 
not consummate the revolution by extermi- 
nating the patrician tyrants. "^^Tien Senator, 
he was, without sufficient ground, accused of 
avarice in the otherwise just and necessary 
execution of Montreal, t It vros natural 
enough that his enemies and the vulgar 
should suppose that he executed a creditor 
to get rid of a debt ; but it was inexcusable 
in later, and wiser, and fairer writers to 
repeat so grave a caiumny, without at least 
addingthe obvious sutrgestion, that the avarice 
of Rienzi could have been much better grati- 
fied by sparing than by destroying the life of 
one of the richest sul^ects in Euroi)e. Mon- 
treal, wo may be quite sure, would have 
purchased his lifo at an immeasurably higher 
price than the paltry sum lent to Rienzi by 
his brothers. And this is not a probable 
hjTWthesis, but a certain fact, for we are 
expres<*ly told that Montreal, '• knowing the 
Tribune was in want of money, ofiered Rienzi, 
that if he would let him go, he, Montreal, 
would furnish him not only with twenty 
thousand florins, f four times the amount of 
Rienzi's debt to nim,) but with as many 



throw a new li^ht upon the whole of thAt moat extra>> 
ordinary re>'olut ion, and its aaddenneas is infinitely 
less striking. The deep impression Rienzi prodaced 
upon that populace was thus stamped with the spirit 
of the reliKious enthusiast more than that of th« 
classical demafcofcue. And, as in the time of Crom- 
well, the denire for temporal liberty was warmed and 
coloured by the preicnce of a holier and more 
spiritual fervour:— ''The Good Estate" {Buono Sfato) 
of Kienzi remiuds us a little of the Good Cause of 
Gent ral Cromwell. 

• The charge of heresy was dropped. 

t Gibbon, in mentioning the execution of MontreaL 
omits to state that Montn-al was more than susnectea 
of conspiracy and treason to restore the Coionoa. 
Matthew Villani records it as a common belief that 
such fnily was the offence of the Provencal. The 
hiograptier of Riensi gives additional evidence of the 
fact. Gibbon's knowledge of this time was super- 
ficial. As one instance of this, he str&ngclv enough 
represents Montreal as the head of thejirat Free Com- 
pany that desolated Italy : he-took that eiror from tke 
Pfcre du Cerceau. 
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roldiers and as maeh money as he pleased." 
This offer Rienzi did not attend to. Would 
he have rejected it had ararice heen his 
motive? And what culpahle tmnsticej to 
mention the vague calumny without citing 
the practical contradiction! When Gibbon 
tens vtB, also, that ** the most virtuous citizen 
of Bome, meaning Fandulfo, or Pandolficcio 
di Goido,* was sacrificed to his jealousy, he 
a little exaggerates the expression bestowed 
upon Pandulfo, which is that of " virtuoso 
assai ; " and that expression, too, used by a 
man who styles the robber Montreal " eccel- 
lente uomo— di quale fama suono per tutta la 
Italia di virtude " t— (se good a moral critic 
was the writer !) but he also altogether waves 
all mention of the probabilities that are suf- 
ficiently apparent, of the scheming of Pan- 
dulfo to supplant Ripnzi, and to obtain the 
**Signoria del Popolo." Still, however, if 
the death of Pandulfo may be considered a 
Uot on the memory of Rienzi, it does not 
appear that it was this which led to his own 
fate. The cry of the mob surrounding his 
palace was not, " PeiiBh him who executed 
Pandulfo," it was— and this again and again 
must be carefully noted— it was nothing more 
nor less than, " Peruh Jiim who hasmade the 
gabaie!" 

Gibbon sneers at the military skill and 
courage of Bienzi. For this sneer there is 
no cause. His first attempts, his first rise, 
attested sufficiently his daring and brave 
spirit; in every danger he vras present- 
never shrinking from a foe so long as he was 
supported by the People. He distinguished 
hinuelf at Vitc-bo when in the camp of Albor- 
noz, in several feats of arms,^: and his end 
vras that of a hero. So much for his courage ; 
as to his military skill, it would be excusable 
enough if Rienzi— the eloquent and gifted 
student, called from the closet and the rostrum 
te assume the command of an army— should 
have been deficient in the art of vrar ; yet, 
somehow or other, upon the whole, his arms 
prospered. He defeated the chivahry of Ro»e 
at her gates ; and if he did not, after his 
victory, march to Marino, for which his 
biographers and Gibbon blame him, the 
reason is sufficiently clear—" Volea pecunia 
per soldati"— Ae wanted money for the sol- 
diers! On his return as Senator, it must be 
remembered that he had to besiege Palestrina, 
which was considered even by the ancient 
Romans almost impregnable by position ; but 
during the few werks he was in power, 
Palestrina yielded— all his open enemies were 
defeated— the tyrants expelled— Rome free; 
and this vrithout support from any party. 
Papal or Popular, or, as Gibbon well expresses 
it, " suspected by the People— abandoned by 
the Prince." 

On regarding what Rienzi did, we must 



• Matthew Yillani speaU of him as a wise and jfood 
cltiien, of great repute among the People— and this, 
it aeems, he really was. 

t " An excellent man whose fame for valour re- 
•otmded throughout all Italy." 

t Tit. di Col. di Rienzi, lib. ii. cap. 14. 

S In this the anonymous writer compares him 
gravely to Hannibal, who knew how to conquer, but 
not how to use his conquest. 



look to his means, to the difficulties that sur- 
rounded him, to the scantiness of his resooices. 
We see a man without rank, wealth, oar friends, 
raising himself to the head of a popular go- 
vernment in the metropolis of the Churdi— 
in the Gity of the Empire. We see him t^fisk 
any title save that of a popular magistrate- 
establish at one stroke a free constitution— « 
new eode of law. We see him first expel, 
then subdue, the fiercest aristocracy in 
Europe— conquer the most stubborn banditti, 
rule impartially the most turbulent people, 
embruted by me violence, and sunk in the 
corruption of c^ituries. We see him restore 
trade— establish ordei>-create civilizatien as 
by a miracle— receive from crowned heads 
homage and congratulation— outwit, conci- 
liate, or awe, the viiliest priesthood of the 
Papal Diplomacy— and raise his native city 
at once to sudden yet acknowledged eminence 
over every other state, its suporior in arts, 
wealth, and civilization ;— we ask what errors 
we are to weigh in the opposite halanoe, and 
we find an unnecessary ostentation, a fhnatiwil 
extravagance, and a certain insolent stern- 
ness. But what are such offences — ^what the 
splendour of a banquet, or the ceremony <tf 
Knighthood, or a few arrogant words, com- 
pared with the vices of almost every prince 
who was his contemporary ? This is the way 
to iudge character : we must compare men 
vrith men, and not vrith ideals of what men 
should be. We lo(dc to the amaring benefits 
Rienzi conferred upon his country. We adc 
his means, and see but his ovm abilities. Bis 
treasury becomes impoverished— his enemies 
revolt— the Church takes advantage of his 
weakness— he is excommunicated — the sol- 
diers refuse to fight— the People reftise to 
assist— the Barons ravage the country— the 
ways are closed, the provisions are cut off 
from Rome. * A handful of banditti ent^ the 
city— Rienzi proposes to resist them — the 
People desert— he abdicates. Rapine, Famine, 
Massacre, ensue— they who deserted regret, 
repent— yet he is still unassisted, alone— now 
an exile, now a prisoner, his own genius saves 
him from every peril, and restores him ts 
greatness. He returns, the Pope*8 L^te 
refuses him arms— the People refuse him 
money. He re-establishes law and order, 
expels the tyrants, renounces his former 
faults t— is prudent, wary, provident — ^reigns 



* *' AUrirfi \n «trBi]# fum chiuBt, U miuatil de U 
ti'irC btiD pCiriaT&on grAnUu q[^1 liifi hkscETb unQVO 
rumort-."— nr. di CloTdi Auiuijjh. L fm-p. ^. 

\ Ihitiy rhft treobd pHihlorhifi pfm tr, h^s h^^a Tt- 
pttititn'^itA. br Gibbon and athtn^Ait [bar or hia priQ.clpBl 
3ai]HA, Uitl h« ti e?ld«lt1,r Rt tliti timf na Mvi»ue>tta 
•<f.\\k bii( CDiiEemviorAnfCiui hingrftpher; but Jmikitig 
to ^bKt 3iff Jpfi, wc nn4amMina dp](tpn(y, tjrwlni«^ 
Klli,^ ^nttny in thn qioat diflicuh critia, rj^d r«u ef Jtjf 
faflifri- fftnitM. It li tnif^ that he doBi iif)t sbew the 
aRmm brilliant citrsiTAKanCc wblfb, I BUiuectt dncxlflt 
ratfer quBlit^H: 



^....^^ — , mare Ihdn biv tountfer qualit^H: 

but vc {Snd thAl in a rtw V^vV* bfi bkd rant^Ucrvd aJl 



bta |iDir(!r^ci3eium--tbit hiteloauenco wi« n nrar 
n» ever— hU pfcunptltuils gicatfr— hit dUinnee uide- 
fntlRsble— hii foretiiilit UDslambering. "He alobi!,'" 



Miyft iht bSngrspher, " cwrvd on i^v nSmitv of Rcnne^ 
but liliS offiewlB wcTP ilftbfiil nnil CQld," Thi* too, 
to^uruii ty • pajnftil liJ^i'AM-alrradv — tbpQgb Jrt 
yoUKi;— bnibi'n and inArni. Tbe axdy c^^nficrs ajnJnfet 
him, a^ SHiiutor, »m: iht. dffltbft of lljotktrvfj ud 
rffloauM) di QaiOBf tb4 impoaitlmi i^ t^ sabeUe^ and 
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a few weeks — taxes t^;c People, in support of 
the People, and i-s torn to pieces! One day 
of the rule that followed is sufflsient to vindi- 
cate his reign and avengs kis memory — and 
for ceaturies afterwards, whenever that 
wretch^l and degenerate populace dreamed 
of glory or 8i<:hed for ju-tice, they recalled 
the bright vision of their own victim, and 
deplored the fate of Cola di llienzi. That he 
was not a tyrant is clear in this — when he 
was dead, ho was bitterly regretted. The 
People never regret a tyrant! F.om the 
unpopularity that pprings from other faults 
there is «ftcn a re-action; but there is no 
re-action in the populace towards their be- 
trayer or oppressjr. A thousand biographies 
cannot decide upon the faults or merits of a 
ruler like the one fact, whether he is bclivcd 
or hated ten years after he is dead. But if 

tbe renuociation of his former habits of rigid absti- 
nence, for indalgence in w-ine and feasting. Of tlie first 
charges, the recuier has already been enabled to form 
a judgment. To the lost, ij.]ns • tlm rt>niirr inirFt 
extend indulgence, and for it h c mnv Uud {:icueiF. Ar^ 
must compassionate even nji.irt; tLau conLLeuui l\\g 
man to whom excitement has JjtfHioUK" untur?, (ihJ who 
resorts to the pbysiral stimoLu:! Qr t]3^ mnisEutac^ 
Lethe, when tlie mental exhiki^ni uju b cJ hoiw, ^aiitti, 
and glory, begin to desert hint, lii^ all:rtii'i) iniem' 
perance, however, which the iiL^mona (a peculiarly 



sober people) might perhaji^ t\itE]^TiitL<H nml fui 
* ■ "i he gave the excuse ot a tL;iFit uniJuf^ ^y 

le contracted in the diusi^^L-im ut' A^vLgUiQa - q?)^ 

dently and confessedly did not in ilie kbci tfJiuUtiUi 
his attention to businessi, whWh, acc(i\t\':\i]i txx kU 
biographer, was at that time t^fCjilcr Itmn eirtr. 



the ruler has been murdered by the People, 
and is then regretted by them, their repent- 
ance is his acqu.ttal. 

I have said that the moral of the Tribune's 
life, and of this fiction, is not the stale and 
unprofitable mural that warns the ambition of 
an individual .-—More vast, more solemn, and 
more useful, it addresses itself to nations. If 
I judge not crringly, it proclaims that, to bo 
great and free, a People mu!<^t trust not to in- 
dividuals but theniBelves— that there is no 
sudden leap from servitude to liberty— that it 
is to institutions, not to jncn, that they must 
look for reforms that last beyond the hour — 
that their own passions are the reid despots 
they should subdue, their own reason the true 
regenerator of abuses. With a Cidm and a 
noble people, the individual ambition of a 
citizen can never effecL evil :— to be impatient 
of chains, is not to bo worthy of freedom— to 
murder a magistrate Is not to ameliorate the 
laws.* The People write their own coudcnuia- 
tion whenever ^ey use eharaoters of blood ; 
and theirs alone the madness und the crime, if 
they crown a tyrant or butcher a victim. 

* Rienxi was murdered because the Romans bad 
been in the habit of murdering whencrer they were 
displeased They had, very shortly before, stoned one 
mag.strate, and turn to pieces another. Bv the same 
causes and the same career a People may be made to 
resemble the bravo whose hand wanders to his knife 
at the smallest alTrout, and if to-day he poniards the 
cr.cmy w ho assaulte him, to-morrow he strikes the 
frieou vrho would restrain. 
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A WORD UPON THE WOllK BY PERE DU CERCEAU AND PERE BRUMOT, ENTITLED 
*< CONJURATION DB NICOLAS GABRINI^ DIT DE RIENZI, TYRAN DE ROME.** 



SnoRTLT after Uie Romance of " Ricnzi" 
first apprared, a translation of the biography 
con pl'ed by Cerooau and Brumoy was pub- 
lished by Mr. Whittakw. Tke translator, in a 
short and courteous advertisement, observes, I 
** That it has always been considered as a i 
work of authority ; and even Gibbon appears 
to have relied on it without further re- 1 

search : "• that, " as a record of facts, I 

therefore, the work will, it is presumed, be I 
acceptable to the public." The translator has ! 
fulfilled his duty with accuracy, elegance, and 
spirit,— and he must forgive me, if, in justice 
to History and Rienzi, I point out a very few 
from amongst a great many reasons, why the 
ioint labour of the two worthy Jesiuts cannot 
be considered either a work of authority, or a , 
record of facts. The translator observes in his I 
preface, "that the general ou'line (of Du ' 
Cerceau's work) was probably furnished by an 
Italian life written by a contemporary of 
Rienzi." The fact, however, is, that Du 
Cerceau*s book is little more than a wretched 
paraphrase of that very Italian life mentioned 
by the translator,— full of blunders, from 
ignorance of the peculiar and antiquated dia- I 
lect in which the original is written, and of 
assumptions by the Jesuit himself, which rest ! 
upon no authority whatever. I will first shew, 
in support of this assertion, what the Italians 
themselves think of the work of Fathers 
Brumoy and Du Cerceau. The Signor Zefirino 
Re, who has proved himself singularly and 
minutely acquainted with the history of that 
time, and whose notes to the " Life of Rienzi " 
are characterized by acknowledged acutenese 
and research, thus describes the manner in 
which the two Jesuits compounded this valu- 
able " record of facts." 

" Father Du Cerceau for his work made use 
of a French translation of the life by the 
Italian contemporary printed in Bracciano, 
1624, executed by Father Sanadon, another 
Jesuit, from whom he received the MS. This 
proves that Du Cerceau knew little of oui 
» volgar lingua' of the fourteenth century. 
But the en ors into which he has run shew, 
that even that little was unknown to his guide, 
and still less to Father Brumoy, (however 
learned and reputed the latter might be in 



French literature,} who, after the death of 
Du Cerceau, supplied the deficiencies in the 
first pages of the author's MS., which were, 
I know not how, lost ; and in this part arc 
found the more striking errors in the work, 
which shall be noticed in the proper place ; in 
the meantime, one specimen will sufiKcc. In 
the third chapter, boek i., Cola, addressing the 
Romans, says, *Che lo giubileo si appios^a, 
che se la gcnte, la ^uale verrli al giubileo, U 
trova sproveduti di annona, le pietre (per 
metated sta scritto le preite) nepoxteranno da 
Roma per rabbia di fame, e le pietre non 
basteranno a tanta moltitudine. II frarcese 
traduce : Lo jubil6 approche, et vons n'avez ni 
provisions, ni vivres ; les t trangers .... 
, trouveront votre ville dcnu^ de tout. Ne 
j comptez point sur les secours des grns 
' d'Eglise ; ils sortiront de la ville, s'ils n'y 
trouvent de quoi tiubsister : etd'ail^urs prxir- 
roient-ils suffire & la multitude innombrable, 
que se trouvera dans vos murs ? » »» ♦ •* Euon 
Dio ! " exclaims the learned Zefirino, " Buon 
Dio! le pietre prese per tanta gcnte di 
chie8a!"t 

I Another blunder little less extraordinary 
occurs in Chapter vi., in which the ordinances 
of Rienzi's Buono State are recited. 

It is s(t forth as the third ordinance :— 
I " Che nulla casa di Roma sia data per terra 
per alcuna cagione, ma vada in commune ; " 
I which simply means, that the houBcs of delin- 
' quents should in no instance be razed, b«t 
I added to the community or confiscated. This 
I law being intended partly to meet the barba- 
I rous violences with which the excesses and 

Suarrels of the Barons had half dihmantlcd 
lome, and principally to repeal sonae old 
penal laws by which the houses of a certain 
, class of offenders might be destroyed ; but the 
( French translator c«nstrues it, ** Que nulle 
tnaison de Rome ne saroit donnie en prtpre^ 
I pour quelque raison (^ue cc pQt ^tre ; mais que 
les revenus en appartiendroient an public V*t 



• Here, bowerer, he does injustice to Gibbon. 



* The Englisb translator could not fail to adopt tic 
Frenchmairs ludicrous mistake. 

t See Preface to Zefirino Re's edition of the " Lire 
of Bienzi," p. 9, note on Du Cerceau. 

X The EnKlish translator makes this law unintelli- 
gible':—" That no family of Itome shall appropriate 
to their own use what they tliink fit, but that the 
revenues shall appertain to the public " ! • !— The 
revenues of what? 
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But enough of the blunders arising from | ihcmselvea," (epresepenitenzaecomxmione;) 
ipfnorance.— I must now be permitted to set | that when Eienzi addressed them, ** alt the 
before the reader a few of the graver offences Darons (come dannati) stood in sadness."* 
of wilful assumption and preposterous inven- I)u Cerceau then proceeds to state, that 
tion. , '* although he (Rienzi) was grieved at heart 

When Rienzl condemned some of the Barons , to behold his victims snatched from him, he 
to death, tbc POre thus writes ; I take the i (endeavoured to make a merit of it in the eyes 
recent translation published by Mr. Whit- , of the People." There is not a word of this 



taker : — 

" Ihe next day the Tribune, resolving more 
than ever to rid himself of his prisoners, or- 
dered tapestries of two colours, red and white. 



in the original! 

So, when Rienzi, on a latter occasion, placed 
the Prefect John di Vico in prison, this Jesuit 
tays, " To put a gloss upon this action before 



to be laid over the place whereon he held his the eyes of the people, Rienzi gave ovt that 
councils, and which he had made choice of to the Governor, John di Vico, keeping a corres- 
be the theatre of this bloody tragedy, as the i>ondence with the conspirators, came with no 
extraordinary tapestry seemed to declare. He other view than to betray the Romans." And 
afterwards sent a cordelier to everyone of the if this scribbler, who pretends to have con- 
prisoners to administer the sacraments, and | suited the Vatican MS8., had looked at the 
then ordered the Capitol bell to be tolled. At i most ordinary authorities, he would have seen 
that fatal sound and the sight of the confes- , that John di Vico did come with that view, 
f ors, the Lords no longer doubted of sentence See for Di Vico's secret correspondence with 



of death being passed upon them. They all 
confessed except the old Colonna, and many 
received the communion. Ih the meanwhile 
the people, naturally prompt to attend^ when 
ilicir fi> st impetuosity had time to calm, could 



he Barons, La Cron. Bologn. p. 406 ; and La 
Cron. Est. p. 444.) 

Again, in the battle between the Barons and 
^he Romans at the gates, Du Cerceau thus 
describes the conduct of the Tribune : — *' The 



ot uith out pity behold the dismal prepara- Tribune, amidst his troops, knew so little of 
tiuns which were maldng. The sight of the what had passed, that seeing at a distance 
hloody colour in the tapestry shocked them one of his standards fall, he looked U|X>nall 
On this first impression they joined in opinion , as lost, and, casting up his eyes to heaven 
in relation to so many illustrious heads now Full of despair, cried out, * O God, will you 
pt>ing to be sacrificed, and lamented more then forsake me?' But no sooner was he 
\ heir unhappy catastrophe, as no crime had [ informed of the entire defeat of his enemies, 
been proved upon them to render them worthy than his dread and cowardice even turned to 
of such barbarous tieatmont. j4bove all, thrj boldness and arrogance." 
unfortunate Stephen Colonna, whose birth. Now in the original all that is said of this 
ago, and affable behaviour, commanded re- is, "That it is true that the standard of the 
itp-'ct, excited a particular cotnpassion. At\ ' Tribune fell— the Tribime astonished, (or if 
uiivcrsal silence and sorrotv reigned amon it I you please, dismayed, sbigottio,) stood with 
them. Those who were nearest Rienzi dis- 1 his eyes raised to heaven, and could find no 
covered an alteration. They took the oppor- other words than, *0 God hast thou betrayed 



t unity of imploring his mercy towards the- 
prisoners in terms the most affecting and 
moving." 

Will it be believed, that in the original 
from which the Pdre Du Cerceau borrows or 
rather imagines this touching recital, there iV 
Ho< a single syllable about the pity of the 
people, nor their shock at the bloody colours of 
the tapestry, nor their particular compassion 
for the miforturate Stephen Colonna?— in 
fine, the People are not even mentioned at all. 
All that is faid is, "Some Soman citizens, 
(alcuni cittadini Komani,) considering thi:! 
judgment Rienzi was about to make, inter- 
l)C8cdwilh soft and caressing words, and at 
lust changed the opinion of the Tribune ;" all 
the rest is the pure fiction of the ingeniou.s 
Frenchman ! Ago in, Du Cerceau, depcribinj; 



meT'" This evinced, perhaps, alarm or 
consternation at the fall of his standard — 
a consternation natural, not to a coward, but 
a fanatic, at such an event. But net a word 
is said about Rienzi's cowardice in the action 
itself; it is not stated when the accident 
happened— nothing bears out the implication 
that the Tribune was remote from the con- 
test, and knew little of what passed. And if this 
ignorant Frenchman had consulted any other 
contemporaneous historian whatevei\ he would 
have found it asserted by them all, that the 
fight was conducted with great valour, both 
by the Roman populace and their leader on 
the one side, and the Barons on the other. — 
G. Vill. lib. xii. cap. 105; Cron. 8n. torn. xv. 
Murat. p. 119 ; Cron. Est. p. 444. Yet Gibbon 
rests his own sarcasm on the Tribune's cgu- 



the appearance of the Barons at this fatal rage solely on the baseless exaggeration of 



n-.oraent, says, " Notwithstanding the griff 
and despair visible in their countenances, the,^f 
shewed a noble indignation, generally attend- 
ant on innocence in the hour qf death** Wha; 
says the authority from which alone, excep' 
hi's own, the good Father could take hir 
account ? Why, not a word about this nobli: 
iiiili^ation, or this parade of innocence ! Thi- 
original says simply, that " the Barons werr 
so frozen with terror that they were unable l* 
speak," (diventaso si gelati che non potean-* 
favcllare;) "that the greater part humbled 



this P^re Du Cerceau. 

So little, indeed, did this French pretender 
know of the h'story of the time aiid place 
he treats of, that he imagines the Stephen 
Colonna who was killed in the battle above- 
mentioned was the old Stephen Colonna, and 
is verv pathetic about his " venerable appear- 
ance,'^ &c. This error, with regard to a man 
so eminent as Stephen Colonna the elder, is 



• See Vita di Col. di Rienzi, lib. i. cap. 29. 
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inexcoaable : iur, had the priest tamed over 
the other pafires of the rery eoUeottan in 
which be found the biography he deforms, 
be woald have learned that old Stefrfien 
Colonna was alive some time after Hiat battle. 
— [Cron. Sen. Marat, torn. xv. p. 121.] 

Again, just before Rienzi's cxpulsioii ftom 
the office of Tribune, Da Ccrcoaoj translating 
in bis headlong way the old bic^Tapher's 
accoimt of the eanses of Kiensi's loea of popu- 
larity, says, " He shut himself op in nis 
palace, and his pre^icnce was known only by 
the rigorous puniahments which he oansed 
his agents to inflict upon the innocent*' Not 
a word of tliis in the original I 

Again, after the expulsion, Du Ceroeau 
says, that the Barons seised upon the " im- 
monite riches** he had amassed,— the words in 
the original arc, *' grandi omamenti,'* which 
arc very difRnrent things from immense riches. 
But the most remarkidde sins of oonunission 
are in this person's account of tiie seoond 
rise and fall of Rienzi under the title of Sena- 
tor. Of this I shall give but one instanee :— 

" The Senator, who perceived it, became 
only the more cruel. His jesloasies produced 
only fresh murders. In the continual dread 
he was in, that the general discontent would 



terminate in some secret attempt npon his 
person, he determined to intiDaidats tiie most 
enterprising, by sacrifieing sometimes one^ 
sometimes another, and emefly tboee whose 
riches rendered them the more guiUy hi 
his eyes. Numbers were sent every day to 
tiie uipitol prison. Happy were tkose who 
could get ofT with tiie oonfiscatioii of their 
estates." 

0/ths$e ^rave target there is not a tylldbU 
m Me origmcUl And se much for the work^ 
Pfere Oeroeau and Pdre Brumoy. by virtue of 
which, histcnrians have written of the lifo and 
times of Bienzi, and upon the figments of 
which, the most remarkable man in an age 
crowded with great characters is judged I7 
the general reader I 

I must be pardoned fbrthis criticism, which 
might not have been neeessary, had not the 
wox^ to which it relates, in the English 
translation quoted from, (a translation that 
has no faults out those of the French original,) 
been actually received as an liistorical and 
indisputable authority, and opposed with a 
triumphant nir to some passages in my jwn 
narrative which were literally taken ttom the 
authentic records of the time. 



i.o:«i>on: 

BRAOBUAY AKS ETAKS, rBlSTfBB, WaXTSTAXABS. 
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